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NEW YEAR’S DAY—THEODORE HORWITZ—LUNSFORD P. YANDELL, SR.— DAVID 
W. YANDELL—MY FIFTIETH PROFESSIONAL ANNIVERSARY—MY LIBRARY— 
THE MEETING OF THE AMERICAN MEDICAL ASSOCIATION AT BUFFALO—GEN- 
ERAL WILLIAM PRESTON—MY SEVENTY-THIRD BIRTHDAY—CARR LANE— 
WILLIAM BEAUMONT—CHARLES A. POPE—MATT WARD—CAPE MAY. 


JANUARY Ist, 1878.—Another year has gone, one which 
but for my loneliness would have been one of the happiest 
of my life. Christmas brought me many sweet letters and 
little tokens of affection from my young friends, espec- 
ially in the form of bouquets and baskets of flowers, so 
expressive of good taste and refined feeling. Who does 
not love flowers? I know of nothing which is so well cal- 
culated to lift up the soul to God as their cultivation, 
which I consider almost a divine occupation. My older 
daughter and her husband with their three children have 
spent the Christmas holidays with me, and have contrib- 
uted much to my happiness. The father, B. F. Horwitz, 
returned this afternoon with his two clever boys, leaving 
his wife and daughter, a dear, loving child of ten years, 
to keep house for me for a few weeks. My health is excel- 
lent, and my aptitude for work was never better. 
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The profession during the last two months sustained 
a serious loss in the death of Dr. Paul F. Eve, of Nash- 
ville, and of Dr. Edward Hammond Clarke, of Boston, 
the former one of our best surgeons, and the latter one 
of our most prominent physicians. With both of these 
gentlemen I was personally acquainted, and fully appre- 
ciated their high character. In connection with the death 
of these two men, I cannot refrain here from referring 
to the sudden demise of my young friend, pupil, and 
assistant, Dr. TSheodore Horwitz, who died in December, 
after an illness of a little over two days, at the age of 
twenty-one years, at the opening of a life which gave 
every promise of being brilliant. He was ambitious, in- 
dustrious, and studious, with a high sense of the honor 
and dignity of his profession. He was particularly fond 
of surgery, but was well versed in the branches of a med- 
ical education. Long before he became a student of med- 
icine he followed me in my operations both in private 
practice and at my college clinics; and when at length 
he began his studies as a regular matriculate, his prog- 
ress was sure and rapid. His examination for graduation 
received the praise of the Faculty. Soon after, he was 
elected resident physician of the Philadelphia Hospital, 
standing at the head of the list in a competitive examina- 
tion of twenty-one candidates. After the close of his term 
of service he reéntered the college, where at the time of 
his death he was one of the assistant demonstrators of 
anatomy, and a member of my clinical staff He was a 
zealous student, kind-hearted, genial, and agreeable in his 
manners, a faithful instructor, an excellent son, a high- 
toned gentleman. To these qualities he added a lofty 
sense of morality and great respect for religion. I feel 
it to be my duty to make this record of my young friend’s 
character, and to hold him up as an example for the imi- 
tation of those whom he has left behind. 

New Year’s day, 1878, being Tuesday, Mr. Henry C. 
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Carey spent the evening with me in playing euchre, as has 
been his wont for some time past. For a while he ran 
ahead of me, a circumstance which never fails to put him 
in the best possible humor, which is not always the case 
when he is badly beaten. We played altogether twelve 
games, and came off even. ‘‘I will not,’’ said he, ‘play 
another game this evening, lest I be conquered.’? As he 
rose from his chair to leave, I said, ‘‘Mr. Carey, who are 
the great women you have ever known in this city?” ‘I 
can recall,’’ was his reply, ‘‘ only three of any considerable 
celebrity in their day, and Iam not certain that they de- 
serve to be called great—Mrs. Meredith, Mrs. Rush, and 
Mrs. Gilpin. ‘These were all noted for their hospitality 
and for their faculty of entertaining their friends, as well 
as strangers. There are,’? he added, ‘‘no such women 
now. Idonot know one who is their equal, or who can 
be compared with them. ‘The present race is frivolous 
and insipid. The men,’’ he said, ‘‘are no better. There 
is no literary talent among them; they are tradesmen 
and shopkeepers. ‘The Wistar Party consisted of mem- 
bers of the American Philosophical Society, and com- 
prised men of distinction in the different professions. The 
Saturday Club, which succeeded that party, is made up of 
all sorts of men. ‘The Binneys, the Ingersolls, the Dupon- 
ceaus, the Whartons, the Merediths, the Peterses, the Chap- 
mans have disappeared, and there are none to fill their 
places. There is no one to take my place at my Sunday 
evening reunions. We have no historians, no poets, no 
novelists—no writers, in short, of any great merit in any 
branch of literature. Philadelphia has gone to the d—l.”’ 
The literature most worthy of Philadelphia, at the present 
time, is in the department of medicine, which is univer- 
sally acknowledged to be equal to any in the world. 

On February 5th, 1878, I received the following tele- 
gram from my friend and old pupil, Professor David W. 
Yandell, of Louisville: ‘‘My father died this morning 
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of pneumonia.’? ‘The news, thus briefly announced, fell 
heavily upon my heart, for I had known Dr. Yandell long 
and well, and had for him a warm and affectionate 
regard. For fifteen years we had been colleagues in the 
Medical Department of the University of Louisville at a 
time when that institution had one of the ablest Faculties 
ever brought together on this continent. Dr. Yandell was 
a native of Tennessee, the son of a prominent physician, 
and a graduate in medicine of the University of Maryland 
in the days of Davidge, Potter, Hall, and De Butts. The 
first course of lectures which he attended was in the Tran- 
sylvania University, at Lexington, in which he soon after- 
wards became a celebrated teacher of chemistry, first as 
an assistant of Dr. Blythe, and finally as his successor. He 
occupied this chair until 1837, when, along with two of his 
colleagues, Cook and Short, he went to Louisville, and was 
appointed to the chair of Chemistry in its University, 
in the organization of which he took a most active 
and useful part. He held this position until the retire- 
ment of Professor Charles Caldwell, when he was trans- 
ferred to the chair of Physiology. In 1859 he left Ken- 
tucky and settled at Memphis, and connected himself with 
the medical college in that city. At the opening of the 
civil war he devoted himself zealously to the hospital ser- 
vice, and distinguished himself as a humanitarian. While 
in this service he spent his leisure hours in the study of 
divinity, was licensed to preach, and in 1864 was ordained 
pastor of a Presbyterian church. After three years spent 
in this office he returned to Louisville, where he devoted 
the remainder of his life to literary and scientific pursuits, 
to the practice of his profession, and to the promotion of 
the interests of the church, of which he was during his 
whole life a devout member. 

Dr. Yandell was the recipient of many honors from his 
professional brethren. In 1872 he was elected President 
of the Louisville College of Physicians and Surgeons, and 
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in 1877 President of the Kentucky State Medical Society. 
His name is indelibly associated with the progress of med- 
icine in Kentucky. He was of an active, restless disposi- 
tion, a warm friend, and a fearless enemy. ‘The many 
controversies in which he was obliged, as a member of the 
medical faculty of the University of Louisville, to engage, 
in defence of that institution when assailed, as it often was 
by those who were striving to obtain chairs in it, showed 
him to be a man of great powers as a thinker and a writer. 
His pen could be dipped alike in gall or in honey, as the 
occasion might demand. He had a deep, black, pene- 
trating eye, betraying his remote Italian descent, a soft, 
pleasant voice, agreeable features, a tenacious memory, 
and a kind word for every one. He seldom forgot a man’s 
name, face, or history. He was six feet high, with a slight 
stoop and an inclination of the head to one side. Fi- 
nally, he was a tender and devoted husband, a loving 
father, a good neighbor, and an upright citizen. His two 
sons worthily wear his mantle. 

Of these sons, the younger, Dr. Lunsford P. Yandell, is 
a fine specimen of manly beauty with the manners of a 
courtier. He was at one time a classmate of Dr. Austin 
Flint, Jr., and of my son Dr. S. W. Gross in the Univer- 
sity of Louisville, in which he now ably fills the chair of 
Materia Medica, Therapeutics, and Clinical Medicine; and 
he is well known as one of the editors of the Louisville 
Medical News. 

Of Dr. David W. Yandell, who occasionally addresses 
me in a letter full of interest and affection as his ‘‘ Dear 
Master,’’? what can I say that shall be worthy of his varied 
talents and of his big noble heart? ‘The Professor of the 
Science and Art of Surgery and Clinical Surgery in the 
University of Louisville, he is distinguished as a didactic 
lecturer and as a bold and skilful operator. Indeed there 
are few men who are better equipped than he for the mul- 
tiform and arduous duties of the clinician. In private life 
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he is devoted as husband, father, friend; in the social circle 
his brilliant conversational powers, his inexhaustible fund 
of anecdote, his wide reading, and his apparently endless 
resources make him on all occasions a charming compan- 
ion; while his quick, vigorous intellect and rare powers of 
eloquence would have admirably qualified him for the 
career of a lawyer or a politician, if he had chosen to 
devote himself to the cares and turmoil of public life. 

The delicate, tender words of love and sympathy that 
fall from his pen, like drops of dew from a fragrant flower 
stirred by the sighing of a summer wind, frequently give 
place in his journal, The American Practitioner, to an able 
caustic review, or toa true but scathing exposure of wrong- 
doing, which causes many an offending medical brother to 
regret the publication of an ill-written book, or the per- 
formance of an action worthy of the just resentment of 
the editor. ‘Truly, indeed, do these sons tread in the foot- 
steps of their father. 

On February 7th Dr. J. B. S. Jackson, of Boston, spent 
the evening with me. I wanted him to take a room in 
my house, but he declined. He was very agreeable and 
chatty, full of professional enthusiasm and of general in- 
formation. He is one of nature’s noblemen, modest, un- 
assuming. 

February 28th.—I have just delivered the last lecture of 
my course, and feel thankful that this labor, so wearing 
and exacting, is once more at an end—especially thankful 
that my health has been uninterruptedly good, and that I 
did not miss a single lecture during the entire session, 
although I appeared before my class regularly six times 
a week. Indeed, I do not think I ever taught better or 
with greater force and enthusiasm than I have this winter. 
The class was very large, numbering five hundred and 
ninety-eight, and representing almost every State and 
Territory in the Union, as well as a number of foreign 
countries, Everything passed off harmoniously. "Two hun- 
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dred and three candidates received the degree on the 11th 
of March. Dr. Wallace delivered the valedictory, in which 
he had the bad taste to attack the social position of Eng- 
lish physicians,.much to my regret, because what he said 
was not true. ‘The more exalted grade among them have, 
as physicians have among us, the eztrée to the best society 
in Great Britain. 

I received my degree in medicine in March, 1828, and 
this may therefore be considered as the anniversary of my 
fiftieth professional birthday. Inclusive of three years 
spent in preliminary training as a medical student, em- 
bracing two courses of lectures, I have now been in the 
profession fifty-three years—a long life in any pursuit 
whatever. Medical education has engaged much of my 
thought and labor; and if the medical schools of the coun- 
try had been true to the cause, and had properly seconded 
the efforts which I, in common with others, made, the 
standard would long ago have been placed upon a pinnacle 
commanding the admiration of the profession and the re- 
spect of the public. I thank God devoutly for the mercies 
He has shown me during this long period of my life! 

Fifty years! What mighty changes have taken place in 
the world during that time! The arts and sciences have 
been revolutionized. When I entered the profession it 
was overspread with a mantle of darkness. It is true 
great progress had been made in every direction; but 
theories, conjectures, and uncertainties were the charac- 
teristics of the day. Hardly anything was definitely set- 
tled. Physiology and pathology were conjectural branches 
of the healing art. Chemistry was in a rudimentary, 
transitional state. Hygiene and state medicine had no 
existence. ‘I‘oxicology and medical jurisprudence were 
occult arts. Surgery and medicine were the merest arts, 
without any scientific associations or connections. Mid- 
wifery and gynzcology were in a crude condition. Dis- 
ease was by many regarded, not as an aberration of 
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function, or perversion of health, but as a sort of unde- 
finable entity engrafted upon the system, from which it 
was necessary to expel it, often with violent remedies, 
more injurious to the patient than the malady itself. 
Therapeutics, indeed, had been more labored than ad- 
vanced. Very little was certainly known respecting the 
action of medicines upon the system. The text-books 
were of an inferior order, and medical literature had made 
little progress. All these things are now happily changed 
for the better; and we may flatter ourselves that we have 
laid, deeply, broadly, and firmly, the foundation of a great 
temple of medicine, the superstructure of which, however, 
it will take ages to erect and beautify. 

It may here be appropriate to speak of friends which 
during these long years of my professional life have ever 
cheered me with their companionship, and have been to 
me a source of comfort in dark days of trial and affliction, 
for nothing apart from my immediate family has afforded 
me greater happiness than my library. I have always been 
passionately fond of books, and have spent money freely 
in their purchase. As may well be supposed, it was a 
source of profound grief to me, upon leaving Philadelphia 
in 1829, to be compelled to part with most of my books, 
medical and miscellaneous, to enable me to pay off a few 
pressing debts. It was not until years had elapsed that I 
was in a condition to make purchases again. Gradually, 
however, my collection expanded, and when I left Louis- 
ville for this city, in 1856, my library contained nearly, if 
not quite, four thousand volumes. Of these nearly two 
thousand were destroyed the following winter in the burn- 
ing of the University of Louisville, in which they had been 
placed for safe keeping. ‘This disaster was irreparable, 
and the effect which it produced upon me it is scarcely 
possible to overstate. 

My medical library now numbers upwards of five thou- 
sand volumes. It is particularly rich in works on surgery, 
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and in medical journals, although of late years I have 
fallen behind in periodical literature, owing to its enor- 
mous extent and costly character. In surgery I have a 
great number of monographs, and the principal systematic 
treatises, systems, and cyclopzedias in the English, French, 
German, and Italian languages. Of the books of the 
Fathers of Surgery I have nearly every one, some in the 
original languages, others in translations. My collection 
of works on military surgery, medicine, and hygiene, with- 
out being extensive, is very respectable. The most valu- 
able of them by far are the magnificent volumes entitled 
Surgical Reports of the Army, issued from the office of the 
Surgeon-General, and kindly presented to me by that dis- 
tinguished officer. These were drawn up by Dr. George 
Otis and his assistants, and comprise a body of facts on 
military surgery without a parallel, and reflect the greatest 
credit upon the nation. 

The best collection of the Fathers of Medicine and of 
Theology, until a comparatively recent period, owned by 
any one man in this country, was that of the late Dr. John 
Redman Coxe, for many years Professor of Materia Medica 
in the University of Pennsylvania. After his death these 
works, many in rare editions, were sold under the hammer. 
The opportunity of securing the medical part of the col- 
lection was not seized by the Philadelphia College of 
Physicians on the plea of the want of funds. For the 
same reason Dr. La Roche’s collection of works on yellow 
fever was allowed to be scattered. Such conduct showed 
great remissness and want of enterprise on the part of the 
heads of that institution. The theological collection fared 
somewhat better. Many of the works were bought for the 
Princeton Library and for the Theological Seminary in 
West Philadelphia, but not a few of them found their way 
into private hands. Of the medical works I bought myself 
a considerable number. Having left an unlimited bid with 
Messrs. M. Thomas & Son, I received from them a note in 
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the morning after the first day’s sale desiring a personal 
interview. The purpose of the interview was to inform 
me that some of the books had brought a very high price. 
The works of Paracelsus, for example, in two volumes, 
had been knocked off to me at fifty-four dollars. ‘‘ Who,”’ 
I asked, ‘‘is my competitor?’ ‘‘ Young Coxe, a grandson 
of the late owner of the books,’’ was the reply. As I was 
going up-stairs we met. I said, ‘‘I am told you were very 
anxious last night to obtain the works of Paracelsus, and 
as the price is higher than I had expected, they are, if you 
wish them, at your service.’’ ‘‘I am obliged to you; I 
will take them.’’ In less than five years, during which 
young Coxe died, the two volumes were again in Thomas’s 
rooms, and I now bought them for seven dollars. Such 
is the fate of books! For a German edition of the work 
bought some time subsequently I paid twenty dollars. 

The miscellaneous part of my library has been well 
selected, and comprises a number of the best works on 
general literature, history, and biography in the English 
language. The fact is, I have more books, professional 
and miscellaneous, than I have room for. Bookcase after 
bookcase has been put up, and yet my books are scattered 
everywhere over the floor. 

If I had the leisure I know of nothing that would afford 
me greater pleasure than to spend a few hours regularly 
every day in my library in studying the older medical 
authors and writing commentaries upon them, and com- 
paring their doctrines and practice with those of recent 
authors. I should regard such labor as a genuine luxury. 
Increased interest could readily be imparted to it by ac- 
companying such commentaries with biographical sketches 
of the writers. ‘There are many excellent kernels of useful 
knowledge to be found in these ancient tomes. I am not 
one of those who believe that our ancestors were fools. 
They were as wise in their generation, according to the 
knowledge which they possessed, as we are in ours. If 
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their works lie on the shelves and are now rarely read, 
their fate is no worse than that of their successors will be, 
for every professional work is, as a rule, short-lived. I 
do not recollect the time that books did not afford me 
pleasure, food for reflection, or genuine instruction. ‘They 
have often solaced me in affliction, stimulated my ambi- 
tion, and inspired me with hope and confidence in my 
efforts to do good. They have never scolded me; and if 
they have sometimes put me to sleep, it was because I had 
been previously fatigued. I thank God for books and for 
the privilege of enjoying them. Seneca says, ‘‘ Leisure 
without books is the sepulchre of the living soul.”’ 

My miscellaneous reading has been somewhat extensive, 
but too desultory to be of much value to me. I have al- 
ways felt deeply interested in biography and travels. His- 
tory, too, has a great fascination for me. Of novels I used 
to be very fond, especially those of Bulwer and Cooper. 

I left Philadelphia this morning, May 31st, to attend 
the meeting of the College Association and of the Ameri- 
can Medical Association next week at Buffalo, taking in 
Niagara by the way, which I visited for the first time in 
1826 while a medical student, and again in 1853 in com- 
pany with my entire family. My present visit is made 
in company with my two daughters, who are a constant 
source of happiness to me. ‘The Falls have not materially 
changed since my last visit; but Table Rock has disap- 
peared. The American Fall presents more of an excavated, 
horseshoe appearance, and the Canada Fall is much more 
depressed in the centre, giving it a somewhat hollow out- 
line. ‘The new Suspension Bridge is a beautiful structure, 
and many improvements are to be seen immediately around 
the Falls. Extortion is met everywhere; one cannot move 
in any direction without a heavy tax upon one’s purse. 
A passage across the bridge costs twenty-five cents, and a 
drive through the so-called park on the American side two 
dollars. Of late years the number of visitors is said to 
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have materially diminished on account of these rascali- 
ties. 

On Monday, June 3d, I rode to Buffalo and attended 
the meeting of the College Association, founded in 1876 in 
this city for the improvement of college discipline and for 
other purposes, prominent among which is the object of 
bringing the different medical schools of the country under 
one regularly organized system or uniform mode of action. 
About thirty schools were represented. The sessions 
were, for the most part, dull and uninteresting. In the 
afternoon I offered a series of preambles and resolutions, 
prefaced by some pertinent remarks, in which I stated 
that, in my opinion, the time had arrived when all the 
schools of the country, high and low, should unite upon 
three courses of lectures as indispensable prerequisites to 
graduation. With this view one of the resolutions pro- 
vided that the colleges should hold a meeting at some con- 
venient time and place, at which they should send two 
delegates, namely, a member of the Faculty and a member 
of the Board of Trustees, with full power to act. The reso- 
lutions, after some discussion, were unanimously adopted, 
with a recommendation that the meeting should be held 
during the latter part of the week preceding the session of 
the American Medical Association, and at the same place. 
If this plan does not succeed, I know of no other that will. 
The meeting of the schools without the sanction and co- 
operation of their respective governing powers is worse 
than idle. ‘That plan was tried sufficiently, first in 1867 
at Cincinnati, and in 1869 at Washington City. Whatever 
the result of the meeting may be, it is certain that the 
decision of the great question involved in the resolutions 
is merely a matter of tine, and that in the near future. 
A change in our curriculum of instruction is absolutely 
demanded, not less by the public than by the profession, 
and the sooner it is effected the better. 

The American Medical Association met June 4th, Dr. 
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T. G. Richardson, of New Orleans, in the chair. The 
attendance during the week was large—nearly six hundred 
—embracing some of the best men in the profession. The 
president’s address was ‘‘appropriate, well-timed, and 
suggestive,’’? as one remarked. A great deal of excellent 
work was done in the Sections, and there were evidently 
an increased earnestness and interest manifested in the 
proceedings. ‘The Association was in good working con- 
dition. The meeting was harmonious, and a decided 
success. Some of the public entertainments surpassed 
anything witnessed before. This was especially true of 
that given by Mr. Bronsom Rumsey, a wealthy gentleman, 
living in a large mansion, surrounded by spacious grounds 
with trees and shrubbery, and traversed by a pretty little 
lake furnished with boats. Chinese lanterns were sus- 
pended in every direction, and Bengal lights imparted an 
Oriental aspect to the scene. Professor White also enter- 
tained the Association elegantly at his handsome residence 
on Main Street. All the prominent ladies of Buffalo were 
present, and, by their beauty, intelligence, and tasteful 
toilets, added greatly to the enjoyment of the occasion. A 
delightful entertainment, accompanied with dancing, was 
given on the previous evening by the Buffalo Club at their 
house on Delaware Avenue. Many of the wives and 
daughters of the members of the Association attended 
these agreeable and costly reunions, which form so char- 
acteristic a feature of the annual meetings. 

I must not forget to mention that during this meeting a 
backwoods doctor, as he was shaking hands with me, 
asked, ‘‘Is Doctor Eberle still living?’ I promptly replied, 
“Tf he is, it is not in this country, for he died in 1838, 
nearly forty years ago!’’ I do not know whether this man 
was a professor in a medical school or not. 

June 12th.—I had an urgent invitation to attend, to-day, 
at the Boston Music Hall, the anniversary dinner of the 
Massachusetts Medical Society, but was obliged to decline 
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it, as I returned, fatigued and exhausted, only three days 
before from Buffalo. This invitation has been repeated 
annually for three successive years, and I am extremely 
sorry that it has not been in my power to meet my kind 
New England brethren at the festive board, as I had the 
assurance from the anniversary chairman, Dr. Peter Pineo, 
and his predecessors of an enthusiastic welcome. 

On June 28th I went to New York to attend a reception 
of Dr. Nathan Bozeman, an old private pupil, given to 
Dr. T. G. Richardson, also a private pupil contemporary 
with Bozeman, and to myself. ‘The evening was intensely 
hot, and therefore less enjoyable than it otherwise would 
have been. About sixty medical gentlemen of the one 
hundred and twenty or one hundred and thirty invited 
were present, chiefly New Yorkers, with a few from Brook- 
lyn and Jersey City. Most of my old friends were out of 
town. ‘The occasion was one of unusual hilarity; the sup- 
per was elaborate; and at eleven o’clock the company sep- 
arated. ‘The oldest man present was Dr. Alfred Post, a 
veteran member of the profession. He is a nephew of the 
celebrated Wright Post, a skilful operator, and was my 
successor in 1851 in the chair of Surgery in the University 
of New York. 

The heat this morning, July 4th, is horrid, the ther- 
mometer running into the nineties in the shade. The 
flies adhere to one’s face and hands with the tenacity 
of adhesive plaster; and the noise from the discharge of 
pistols and fire-crackers is deafening. No proclamation 
has been issued to prevent this nuisance, so destructive of 
the comfort of sick and nervous persons everywhere in 
our city, and attended with the loss of so many eyes and 
fingers, if not also of much life and property. I have 
long been of the opinion that the observance of the 
Fourth of July as a holiday is a national evil; and I 
deeply regret, in common with many good citizens, that 
it is not abolished. Far better would it be if people at- 
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tended to their regular occupations instead of indulging 
in dissipation, in which drunkenness and disorderly con- 
duct generally form a conspicuous part. The mischief 
that is done to morals is incalculable; and, if accurate sta- 
tistics could be obtained of the accidents destructive to 
limb and life which occur throughout the length and 
breadth of the country on this day, the mind would recoil 
with horror from the ghastly result. But, itis said, ‘‘’This 
observance is necessary, because the Fourth of July is the 
birthday of our independence, and because it serves to keep 
alive a spirit of patriotism among our people, especially 
among our young men.’’? ‘This is the sheerest nonsense. 
True patriotism requires no such stimulus or incentive. 
The.occasion is always sufficient for the hour. In view of 
the many fires which occur on this day from the effects 
of cracker-shooting, our method may properly be called 
the Chinese method of spending it. 

July 5th.—The papers this morning are filled with ac- 
counts of yesterday’s accidents. In a conversation, at a 
dinner party a few years ago at Mr. George W. Childs’s 
with Lord Houghton, that gentleman, with some feeling, 
expressed the opinion that the celebration of the Fourth of 
July as a national festivity ought to be abolished on politi- 
cal grounds, as tending to keep up ill feeling between 
Great Britain and the United States! I cannot think it 
has any such tendency. Nevertheless, for the reasons I 
have assigned, I wish that it should cease to be a national 
holiday. 

July 7th.—I was consulted, a few evenings ago, re- 
specting the health of General Preston, my old Louisville 
friend, by his son, Mr. Wickliffe Preston, who now resides 
in New York. ‘Two months ago the General suddenly 
lost the sight of his left eye from the spontaneous rupture 
of some of the vessels of that organ, resulting in a de- 
structive effusion of blood. ‘The effect of such an occur- 
rence upon a mind already over-sensitive can easily be 
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imagined. I take a greater interest in the condition of 
General Preston because he was one of my earliest Ken- 
tucky friends, and was for nearly ten years my next-door 
neighbor. I met him socially for the first time in the 
summer of 1841, at the home of the late Mr. Robert J. 
Ward, at a dinner given to him and Mrs. Preston, then 
recently married. The entertainment was a very agree- 
able one, and I recollect how every one was struck by the 
appearance of the groom and his bride—two noble speci- 
mens of a man and a woman, tall, well-formed, and very 
handsome; in fact, regal in bearing. Young Preston soon 
showed himself to be a fluent and attractive talker, and a 
man of high culture; and his wife, a daughter of Robert 
Wickliffe, of Lexington, familiarly known as the ‘Old 
Duke,’’ was not far, if at all, behind him in these respects. 
Subsequently I saw a great deal of Mr. Preston ; and when, 
some years afterwards, he became my immediate neighbor, 
the intimacy between our families became warm and last- 
ing. The last time I saw him was in 1875, when, for two 
days, my son, A. Haller Gross, and myself were his guests 
at Lexington. I need not add how pleasantly the time 
passed in the bosom of this charming family, where all 
vied with one another to contribute to our comfort, and 
how reluctant we were to quit their hospitable roof. A 
princely style pervaded the establishment, graced by a 
wife and four daughters that would do honor to any house- 
hold. General Preston is the descendant of an old and 
influential Virginia family, a native of Louisville, Ken- 
tucky. He was a graduate of the Cambridge Law School 
when Judge Story was at the head of its Faculty. His 
earlier education was obtained at Bardstown and at New 
Haven. He served as Lieutenant-Colonel in our war 
with Mexico, and subsequently for two years as a member 
of Congress. On the dissolution of the Whig party he 
became a Democrat; and in 1859 was appointed Minister 
to Spain by President Buchanan. During the Rebellion 
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he exerted all his powers in favor of the Confederacy, 
and acted during nearly the entire period of the war as a 
Brigadier-General. He possesses uncommon intelligence 
and great personal popularity, and has fine powers as a 
stump orator, so necessary to political success in the West 
and South. Since the close of the war, he has lived in 
complete retirement ; and my impression is that his politi- 
cal disabilities have never been removed. 

General Preston, on his way from the West to Spain, 
stopped for a few days with his family in Philadelphia. 
On the evening before their departure, Mrs. Gross and 
I gave them an entertainment, attended by many of 
our friends and some distinguished strangers. General 
and Mrs. Preston were, as might have been expected, 
very popular at the Court of Madrid. 

July 8th.—This is my seventy-third birthday —three 
years of life beyond the age allotted by the Psalmist. My 
health is perfect. While my friends are dying off around 
me, I am spared, simply, as I suppose, because my body, 
despite my age, is in a comparatively sound condition, and 
because I take care of it. My two daughters sent me 
pleasant letters, abounding in tender expressions, and ac- 
companied by trifling presents. My grandchildren also 
sent me sweet letters. My daughter-in-law and sister-in- 
law each marked the day with a bouquet. And my two 
sons—well, they have each kissed my forehead, emblematic 
of their affection and devotion. I ought to be happy, but 
am not. ‘There is one above all the rest, who is absent, 
and who was always my great comforter. With proper 
care I may live to see another birthday. We will see. 

Mr. Bloomfield H. Moore, an old friend, has just died. 
He was a self-made man, and therefore all the better for 
that. He was highly cultured, refined, and intelligent. 
He had a strong inclination for scientific pursuits, and 
was a great reader. He was a very useful citizen, pros- 
perous in business—that of a paper manufacturer—and 


Cr 


18 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 


liberal in the distribution of his wealth. His library was 
large and well-selected, comprising many, if not all, the 
standard literary works of America, England, and France. 
His wife is the well-known Philadelphia authoress, whose 
writings have made her name favorably known at home 
and abroad. Mr. Moore had travelled much, was a fluent 
talker, and had a mind so well stored that he was at 
all times a most agreeable companion. The immediate 
cause of his death was pleuro-pneumonia. He died in 
the fifty-ninth year of his age. 

This evening, in conversation with an old friend, Mrs. 
C., long a resident of St. Louis, I was reminded of a 
visit I made to that city in 1842, and again in 1854, the 
latter during my attendance as a delegate at the meeting 
of the American Medical Association. On my first visit 
I made the acquaintance of a man who had possession of 
the medical and obstetrical, and in part also of the sur- 
gical, practice of St. Louis. Indeed, such was the con- 
fidence reposed in his ability, judgment, and sagacity 
among all classes of citizens, that it was deemed unfash- 
ionable for any one to be sick without the aid of Dr. Carr 
Lane. Iam not certain from what State he came—prob- 
ably from Virginia. Whatever the fact may be, he had 
long been a resident of St. Louis, and had become iden- 
tified with its prosperity at a time when it stood in need 
of friends and competent advisers. Everybody knew Dr. 
Lane, and his patients loved him, the women and children 
in particular. ‘Tall and commanding in appearance, with 
a bland, benevolent countenance, he was the personifica- 
tion of a good, kind-hearted man, in whom there was no 
guile or deceit. He literally carried his heart in his hand. 
His manners, however, were without polish, and his speech 
was often bluff, like that of one who thoroughly appreciated 
the strong hold which he had upon the community. With 
the profession of St. Louis generally he was not popular; 
and there were not a few among the younger members who 
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did not hesitate to sneer at him. This was perhaps not sur- 
prising when it is remembered that Dr. Lane was destitute 
of scientific information, that he never read a medical 
book, and that he was a mere routine practitioner of the 
old school; and yet his success in the sick-room, and in 
dealing disease heavy blows, must have been great; other- 
wise he could not have been the popular physician he was, 
or have sustained himself for so many years, as he assuredly 
did, in the esteem and affection of the people of St. Louis. 
There must have been great and deserved merit some- 
where—a natural gift, so to speak, of prying into the se- 
crets of disease, and great readiness in applying suitable 
remedies for its subjugation. Such men are uncommon. 
But it has been my lot to meet with several examples; and 
I have invariably remarked in them certain traits of real 
cleverness, apart from their manners, to which their suc- 
cess was largely due as practitioners. ‘They are usually 
tender-hearted, good nurses, agreeable talkers, and warm 
sympathizers. They rule by kindness. Radcliffe and 
Abernethy ruled by rudeness, associated, it is true, with 
great talent. 

One of Lane’s peculiarities was a habit of rummaging 
the rooms of his patients in search of something to eat 
or drink. Indeed, it seemed to be an idiosyncrasy with 
him, appearing at all times, in season and out of season, 
and the act was often performed apparently without 
consciousness of what he was doing. It was upon one 
of these occasions that a patient, who had often wit- 
nessed these freaks, determined to play a trick upon him. 
The visit took place early in the forenoon. ‘Mrs. H., 
have you taken your medicine?’’—a big dose of calomel 
and jalap prescribed the evening before. ‘‘No, doc- 
tor; but I intend to take it presently.’’ At this mo- 
ment the doctor espied a glass upon the mantel partially 
filled with jelly and containing the cathartic medicine. 
The mixture disappeared in an instant. For two days no 
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doctor was seen, and much discussion was indulged in on 
account of his protracted absence. When at length he re- 
appeared he looked pale and haggard, and apologized by 
saying that he had been seized, soon after he left the lady’s 
room, with a severe attack of cholera morbus. The lady, 
now quite recovered, laughed heartily, saying, “It served 
you right.’’ ‘‘Served me right! What do you mean?” 
‘‘T mean it served you right for swallowing my dose of 
physic in the jelly-glass upon the mantel day before yester- 
day.’’? Lane left his patient’s house wiser than he entered 
it. He was appointed by President Buchanan Governor of 
New Mexico, but he remained only a short time on duty. 
During the war he strongly sympathized with the Southern 
people, and finally died, pretty much as he had lived nearly 
all his life, iu poverty. 

A very different kind of a man from Carr Lane was Dr. 
William Beaumont, of the United States Army, whose ac- 
quaintance I made during my first visit to St. Louis, where 
he was then stationed, in connection, if I mistake not, with 
Jefferson Barracks, and engaged in a somewhat active prac- 
tice. He enjoyed a wide reputation, founded mainly upon 
the elaborate experiments which he had performed, some 
years previously, upon digestion in the person of Alexis 
St. Martin, a young Canadian, who had received a gun- 
shot wound in the region of the stomach, which left, when 
healed, a large fistulous opening in the wall of the abdo- 
men communicating with the organ. ‘The results of these 
experiments were published in 1838; and as I had writ- 
ten a favorable review of them for the Western Journal 
of the Medical Sciences only a short time before my visit, 
my reception was perhaps a little more cordial than it 
otherwise would have been. However this may be, I 
found in Dr. Beaumont an agreeable gentleman, suave 
and interesting in conversation, with great enthusiasm 
for his profession, and admiration for its successful culti- 
vators. The only thing that marred the pleasure of 
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this and other interviews was his deafness, which com- 
pelled him to use an ear-trumpet, and the listener to raise 
his voice to a fatiguing pitch. Dr. Beaumont was a man 
of small stature and delicate frame, with a darkish, sal- 
low complexion, imparting to him a somewhat unhealthy 
appearance. He was at the time fifty-seven years of age, 
and looked old. An active life, attended with the many 
exposures incident to an army career, had made serious 
inroads upon a constitution never strong or robust. Leba- 
non, Connecticut, in 1785, had the honor of giving birth 
to this distinguished savant. His death occurred at St. 
Louis in 1853. 

The experiments of Dr. Beaumont made his name favor- 
ably known to men of science throughout the civilized 
world. They were the first efforts, upon a large scale, 
to place the subject of digestion with different articles of 
food and drink upon a practical and scientific basis; and 
it is therefore impossible to award too much praise for the 
patience with which, through a series of years, and at 
much expense, they were conducted. The government, it 
is true, contributed a certain sui towards this object; but 
the amount was inadequate, and Beaumont had to draw 
largely upon his own purse. ‘The work of Dr. Beaumont 
was translated into the different languages of continental 
Europe, and it is still quoted with approbation by all writers 
on Physiology. Indeed, the facts which it has developed 
in relation to the process of digestion are invaluable. 

I was glad to meet, on this occasion, a former pupil of 
mine, Dr. Charles A. Pope, who, after having attended a 
course of lectures in the Cincinnati College, took his de- 
gree in the University of Pennsylvania, and then went 
abroad, spending two years in pursuit of knowledge, 
chiefly in Paris and Vienna. On his return from Europe, 
in 1841, he settled at St. Louis, where, at my instance, 
he was appointed Professor of Anatomy in the Medi- 
cal College of that city. On the death of Dr. Prather, 
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a few years afterwards, he was transferred to the chair of 
Surgery, a position which he ably filled until he went to 
France with his family in 1867. For twenty-five years 
Pope was the principal surgeon in the Western metropolis, 
enjoying a large and lucrative practice, performing numer- 
ous operations, and attracting patients from all the adjoin- 
ing States. He was well educated and accomplished, tall 
and slender in form, with a handsome face, a genial 
disposition, and agreeable manners. He rose rapidly to 
distinction in his profession, and in the esteem and affec- 
tion of his fellow-citizens. No physician or surgeon of 
St. Louis ever enjoyed in a higher degree the good opinion 
of his professional brethren or of the public at large. His 
success was due not so much to his address or manners 
as to the fact that he was an innate gentleman, a man 
of high tone, to use an American expression, of ster- 
ling integrity, and well versed in the art and science of 
medicine. Such qualities could not fail to inspire public 
confidence. As a teacher Pope occupied a high rank. I 
never heard him lecture; but he had the reputation of 
being a good talker, easy, and free from ostentation in his 
delivery, and always full of his subject. His demonstra- 
tions were models of elegance and precision. He spared 
no pains or expense to illustrate his surgical courses. His 
museum was rich in models and preparations, not a few 
of them the productions of his own hands or of the hands 
of his pupils. His medical library comprised the choicest 
works in medicine and surgery in the English and foreign 
languages. In 1854 he built for himself a palatial resi- 
dence in a recently settled part of St. Louis, and furnished 
it in splendid style. Early in his professional life he mar- 
ried Carrie, only daughter of Colonel O’ Fallon, one of the 
most opulent men at that time in the West. ‘This connec- 
tion brought him additional influence, and raised him, 
apart from his practice, into independent circumstances. 
Instead of inducing him to relax his efforts, the marriage 
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only served to inspire him with increased energy and 
ambition. Three children, a son and two daughters, were 
the issue of this alliance. In 1867 this man, still young, 
was happy in the possession of a very remunerative prac- 
tice and of numerous and warmly-attached friends ; happy 
as a teacher in a highly respectable school in great degree 
the creation of his own talents and exertion; and happy 
in the enjoyment of every worldly good. It was at this 
juncture that he was lured from his fascinating home 
and many friends. Early in June, 1868, I found him 
in furnished apartments on the third floor of an elegant 
house in one of the most fashionable streets of Paris, en- 
gaged in playing chess with a young lady. He received 
me with open arms, and showed every mark of attention 
to my dear wife, my son, and myself during our month’s 
sojourn in the gay metropolis. But I soon saw that he 
was out of his natural element. He had occasional fits 
of despondency, felt himself out of place, and longed to 
be back in the harness in a city where he had achieved 
so many triumphs. In St. Louis he was Pope indeed; 
in Paris he was nobody. I left Paris towards the end 
of June, and never again met him. In the spring of 
1871 he revisited St. Louis, called thither by business 
affairs, and was caressed and feasted by his old friends. 
On his return to Paris it was noticed that he was at 
times melancholy and abstracted. The fits of despond- 
ency gradually increased. One day, as he was returning 
from the Bois de Boulogne, he felt, as he himself told his 
family, an almost irresistible inclination to throw himself 
under the wheels of the carriage. Soon after this, one 
afternoon, as he was sitting at the bedside of his invalid 
wife, holding her hand in his, and conversing about the 
vanities, vexations, and disappointments of human life, 
he suddenly went into an adjoining room, and there, hor- 
rible to relate, terminated his existence. 

Such was the sad end of this gifted man, of which the 
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late Dr. Linton, a former colleague of his, wrote me a full 
account within a short time after its occurrence. I have 
always thought, and in this opinion Dr. Linton agreed 
with me, that Pope would never have committed this rash 
act if he had remained at his post in St. Louis. It is not 
unlikely, from what I have learned since his death, that 
there was some hereditary predisposition to insanity in his 
family. He was a native of Huntsville, Alabama, where 
he was born in 1818. During his pupilage at Cincinnati, 
Professor Willard Parker and myself were associated in 
private teaching. I must not forget to add that Pope, in 
1854, was elected President of the American Medical Asso- 
ciation at its meeting in St. Louis—a high compliment for 
one so young in the profession, but well merited. He 
contributed a number of valuable papers to the periodical 
press, and was for a time one of the editors of the St. 
Louis Medical Journal. He translated from the French 
a monograph on the Use of Water in the Treatment of 
Surgical A ffections. 

In 1854, during my second visit to St. Louis, I attendea 
the meeting of the American Medical Association, sent 
thither as a delegate by the University of Louisville, in 
which I was then Professor of Surgery. I went down the 
Ohio in company with Dr., now Professor, Joseph Leidy, 
the late Dr. George W. Norris, and the late Professor Joseph 
Carson, whom I had entertained the previous evening at my 
house. Upwards of two days were spent upon the river, 
there being at that time no direct railway communication 
between the two cities. Dr. Jonathan Knight, of New 
Haven, who had been elected President the previous year, 
was expected to preside over the meeting; but, as ill luck 
would have it, he could not come, and his place was filled 
by the first vice-president, Dr. Usher Parsons, of Provi- 
dence. Unfortunately, Dr. Parsons was quite destitute of 
a knowledge of parliamentary proceedings, and hence la- 
mentably incompetent. Great confusion arose in conse- 


SAMUEL D. GROSS, M.D. 25 


quence, and for a while the scene was most disgraceful. 
In the midst of this confusion Mr. John J. Crittenden, 
then on a visit to St. Louis, entered the hall, and at once 
loud calls were heard from every side that he should 
take the chair. This, however, only increased the ex- 
citement: first, because Mr. Crittenden was not a doctor 
or a member of the Association ; and secondly, because just 
then great prejudice existed against him for the reason that 
he had recently been engaged in defending Matt Ward, 
the slayer of young Butler. Order was at length restored, 
and the business of the meeting proceeded with, entire 
harmony prevailing during the remainder of the session. 
To show the prejudice that existed in the Association 
against every one who had any connection with the Ward 
trial, I may state that I was assured by a number of my 
friends that I would have received the nomination for 
President if I had not served as a witness on the occasion. 
I may add that this feeling against Mr. Crittenden widely 
pervaded the country, and lasted during the greater part 
of the remainder of his life. How unjust it was is proved 
by the fact that the Kentucky statesman was powerless in 
the matter. As the intimate and lifelong friend of the 
Ward family it was impossible for him to decline to act as 
counsel for the defence. I was equally helpless. I had 
long known the family, and was on the closest social 
relations with them. 

The fate of this young man is well known. He was 
married, and lived on a plantation in Arkansas. During 
the war some Confederate troops were encamped near his 
residence. One day, while walking out, he was mistaken 
for a Federal soldier, shot, and instantly killed. I knew 
Ward well; and a more gentle, inoffensive man I never 
saw. I am sure nothing was further from his mind than 
to kill Butler, but he became excited during the interview, 
and, allowing his feelings to get the better of his judg- 
ment, committed the rash, unjustifiable act. Butler him- 
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self was a kind man, and the chastisement which, as his 
teacher, he inflicted upon Ward’s brother had not been at 
all severe, and was no doubt well merited. 

Cape May, July 15th.—I am at my old quarters, the 
Stockton. I see some familiar faces, but, with the excep- 
tion of ex-Secretary Robeson, none of any prominence. 
Mr. Robeson is decidedly fat, with a rubicund complexion ; 
and he has evidently maintained his physical status not- 
withstanding his immersion for three weeks in the stifling 
atmosphere of the Camden court-house while trying to 
defend Hunter, the famous murderer. 

July 18th.—The morning newspapers are filled with ac- 
counts of the excessive heat which is now passing, in the 
form of a wave, over this country, and with a degree of 
violence heretofore without a parallel. The thermometer 
in many places in the shade ranges as high as 103°, and in 
the sun from 115° to 118°. The loudest wail comes from 
St. Louis, where the mortality from sunstroke within the 
last few days has reached the appalling figure of upwards 
of two hundred. Other Western cities, too, have suffered, 
but not to the same extent, and the fatal cases have pro- 
portionably been much less numerous. It is supposed that 
the heat at St. Louis was greatly intensified by the large 
quantity of dust with which the air in that city is always 
surcharged in dry weather, many of the streets being mac- 
adamized with porous limestone. Possibly other causes 
may be in operation. It is now pretty generally admitted 
that dust has certain highly inflammable qualities, and 
that to its combustion, under certain conditions, are due 
what are known as spontaneous fires. How these isother- 
mal waves, which often pervade an entire country, are 
formed, must for the present remain undetermined. The 
chemistry of the air exhibits many unsolved problems— 
far more than our philosophy has dreamed of. 
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I WENT to town this afternoon, July 21st, to look after 
my patients. I found a card from the Committee of Re- 
ception of the British Medical Association inviting me 
to attend the meeting of that celebrated body at Bath, 
England, on the 6th of August. This act of courtesy 
vividly recalls the great pleasure I experienced and the 
hospitality heaped upon me at two former meetings of the 
Association. In the evening I received a call from my 
old friend, Dr. Kimball, the celebrated ovariotomist, of 
Lowell, Massachusetts. He is on his way home from Cali- 
fornia, and complains loudly of the fatigues of his journey, 
especially of his visit to the Yosemite Valley. He is a 
man of medium stature, with sharp, angular features, and 
is somewhat reserved in his manners. He was at one time 
a professor of surgery in one or two of the New England 
schools, enjoys a high reputation as a practitioner, and has 
performed ovariotomy nearly two hundred times. Much 
of the success of his cases is due, he thinks, to the fact 
that he always employs well-trained nurses for his patients. 
He is upwards of seventy years old. 

Cape May, July 26th.—Our hotel is crowded with visit- 
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ors, driven from their homes by the late excessive heat. 
To-day the weather is delightfully cool, and the ther- 
mometer in Philadelphia is at 70°. Here one is obliged 
to wear thick winter clothes to keep warm. Among our 
guests are three men of note—Archbishop Wood, of Phila- 
delphia ; General McClellan, Governor of New Jersey ; and 
Mr. Montgomery Blair, the gentleman who introduced the 
resolutions in the legislature of Maryland which led to the 
appointment of the so-called Potter Committee to inquire 
into the Louisiana election frauds. ‘The Archbishop has 
fully recovered from his late severe illness, and is looking 
remarkably well. He is accompanied by the Bishop of 
Harrisburg, Right Rev. Dr. Shanahan, a clever and ami- 
able gentleman, and by his secretary. ‘‘ Little Mac,”’ as 
he was familiarly dubbed by his soldiers, looks thin, old, 
and careworn. While studying medicine with his father, 
Dr. George McClellan, I used to pat his white head and 
give him candy, never dreaming that he was destined some 
day to be the commander-in-chief of a great army and to 
occupy so large a space in the public eye. He presents 
none of the outward characteristics of a great man, al- 
though he has undoubtedly high military ability. He 
might have achieved immortal renown as a soldier if he 
had possessed one-half the dash of his father, who was 
really a great surgeon. ‘The reinforcements for which he 
waited never came—and so his opportunity was lost. He 
is surrounded by politicians, and is evidently manufactur- 
ing capital for the Presidential campaign of 1880. He is 
accompanied by his charming wife, a daughter of General 
Marcy, U. S. A., and his two children—a daughter of 
‘“sweet sixteen,’? and a good-looking son of twelve. A 
shaggy little pet dog, bearing the illustrious name of 
Samuel Jones Tilden, completes the party. 

Montgomery Blair is a tall, gaunt-looking man, belong- 
ing to that class of politicians who are bitter and unre- 
lenting towards their opponents. His appearance is some- 
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what Catalinish, although he is affable in conversation, 
and is really a clever gentleman. He has been long in 
office, and is regarded as an honest, upright, conscientious 
man. He would not hesitate to accept the nomination 
for the Presidency if tendered to him. Mr. Blair was for 
nearly four years Postmaster-General under Mr. Lincoln, 
and was a very efficient officer. This afternoon, at my 
request, he entertained me with a lengthy account of the 
present depressed condition of the country. He is inclined 
to think that the trouble is mainly due to official corrup- 
tion and high taxation—not to over-production, as is so 
generally believed. 

A telegram has just reached this country announcing the 
death of my good old friend, Professor Karl Rokitansky, 
of Vienna. He was my senior by nearly one year and a 
half. About three years ago he retired from the Univer- 
sity of Vienna, which he had served so long and so well, 
to seek rest in retirement. Alas, his death has shown 
how short this rest has been! A brief sketch of the life 
and character of this great man will be found in another 
part of this work. His loss will be mourned by the medi- 
cal profession everywhere. 

Rokitansky, notwithstanding the numerous high and 
responsible positions which he occupied for so many years, 
and the great services which he rendered to science, the 
profession, and the State, died comparatively poor. In 
view of these circumstances, the government, besides con- 
tinuing his pension to his widow, conferred upon her a 
“special donation,’’ so as to place her beyond the possi- 
bility of want. 

Cape May, August 1st.—I have been sitting at my win- 
dow this morning looking at two noble dogs running 
to and fro upon the beach, plunging into the water, and 
evidently enjoying themselves hugely. The circumstance 
vividly brings to my mind the extraordinary fondness 
now displayed by young unmarried and even married 
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ladies for dogs. One cannot walk along a fashionable 
street in any of our cities without encountering some of 
these young women leading a pug, either with a delicate 
chain or a silken cord, apparently happy in the thought 
that her less-favored sisters will be sure to regard her with 
envy. If, as occasionally happens, she is joined by a big 
puppy, this feeling is proportionably increased. I like 
dogs well enough. ‘They have their uses; they are of ser- 
vice in the chase; they keep off burglars from one’s prem- 
ises; and a smart terrier will catch rats; but of what use 
an ugly pug is passes my feeble comprehension. Of 
all the disgusting sights that meet the eye there is to me 
none more revolting than that of a refined-looking woman 
kissing and fondling the nasty creature, taking him to bed 
with her, holding him on her lap while eating her din- 
ner, or taking him out in her carriage. But there is no 
accounting for tastes. A poodle, it is said, was the only 
creature for which that fool of fools, Beau Brummel, had 
any genuine affection. When his dog was taken sick, his 
canine physician told him that he must be bled. ‘‘Bled!”’ 
said the Beau in horror. ‘‘I shall leave the room. Inform 
me when the operation is over.’?’ When the animal died 
he shed tears, supposed to have been the only tears he 
ever shed, and buried himself for three days in his cham- 
ber. He declared he had lost his best friend—probably 
he meant his only sincere and disinterested friend. We 
hear of Englishmen having immense kennels, trained for 
hunting; but the only lady of whom history makes 
mention as having had more than one hundred dogs 
at one time was the Duchess of York, who, to complete 
her happiness, added the puppy Brummel to the list! I 
recollect reading of an English countess who contracted 
hydrophobia from letting her poodle lick an ugly wart 
upon her face; and numerous cases have been reported of 
late years in which this frightful disease was induced by 
the bite of a pet Spitz. Some people make pets of cats. 
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Robert Liston, the celebrated Scotch surgeon, used to drive 
through the streets of London with a black Maltese cat 
in his carriage; and not long ago the newspapers stated 
that a daredevil of a fellow was daily fondling a pair of 
young tigers! The canary-bird isa common pet. I have 
one of these little creatures that has afforded me a great 
deal of happiness. ‘‘Dicky,’’ as I call him, is so tame 
that he will come to me on call, perching himself on my 
shoulder, running round my neck, sitting on my finger, 
and eating out of my mouth. ‘The mocking-bird is a de- 
testable creature, screeching in the night when everybody 
wants to sleep; and as to the parrot, it is a pity it was 
ever born. The young crow is easily tamed, but is a great 
thief, carrying off everything it can lay its bill upon, and 
concealing it so well as to render its recovery difficult. 
The rook is dull and stupid, with many of the qualities of 
the crow. ‘The reed-bird has a harsh note, and its long, 
dangling legs give it an ungainly appearance. ‘The part- 
ridge and the robin have nothing to recommend them as 
pets. Birds in confinement are incessant feeders, and yet, 
despite this bad habit, so well calculated to induce dys- 
pepsia, many of them are long-lived. The bullfinch is 
easily domesticated, and capable of forming a strong at- 
tachment to its keeper. The late Mr. Madeira, a well- 
known cutler of this city, had a cockatoo which was 
supposed to be upwards of sixty years of age at the time 


of his master’s death. ‘‘Crocky’’ was a beautiful bird, 
and could say as distinctly as any one, ‘‘ How d’ ye do? 
Good-by.”’ 


While speaking of dogs and birds I am reminded that 
my practice has not always been confined to the human 
subject. One day during my residence at Louisville I was 
sent for in great haste to visit a lady at some distance 
from my house, and when I reached her I found to my sur- 
prise that it was not she who was sick but her dog, whose 
eye was hanging out upon the cheek simply by the optic 
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nerve in consequence of a wound inflicted half an hour 
before in a fight with a big mastiff’ Immediately, though 
not without some difficulty, I replaced the organ, and the 
little favorite recovered without an untoward symptom or 
the slightest apparent impairment of vision. The lady, 
who was frightfully agitated at the thought of losing her 
only companion—for, although she was married, she had 
no children-—was unbounded in her expressions of grati- 
tude. 

On another occasion, also during my residence at Louis- 
ville, a lady sent me a note, begging me most urgently 
to see her at once, as her favorite chicken had broken his 
thigh. I applied the necessary dressings, but as the poor 
bird was restless and self-willed the limb did not recover 
without considerable deformity, and the consequence was 
that I lost caste as a veterinary surgeon. Had the case 
gone to court I verily believe I should have been seri- 
ously damaged in reputation. "The lawyers would have 
had a fine opportunity to peck at a doctor. 

Cape May, August 6th.—A Mr. Leggett, a highly re- 
spectable citizen of Pittsburgh, dropped dead in his room 
at the Stockton Hotel this morning, immediately after 
his return from taking a bath in the sea. Apoplexy is 
supposed to have occasioned his death. Such a eutha- 
nasia is in striking contrast with death produced by a 
lingering disease, in which the body is completely meta- 
morphosed by emaciation and the mind rendered peevish 
and fretful, if not seriously weakened. 

I was greatly shocked, two evenings ago, by the ap- 
pearance of my old friend and former fellow-student, Dr. 
Washington L. Atlee, who during the last three months 
has lost nearly one hundred pounds of flesh, and who has 
for a number of weeks been literally hovering over the 
grave, deadly pale, unable to turn in bed, harassed with 
nausea and vomiting, racked with pain, and suffering with 
insomnia and every kind of distress incident to cancer 
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of the kidney, the ruthless malady under which he is 
supposed to be laboring. God defend me and mine from 
such a death! Is it not a terrible affliction for one who 
has all his life been engaged in doing good to his fellow- 
men, and who has never consciously committed any serious 
immoral act? 

For the last three weeks I have been daily sitting at 
the same table with a clever-looking young lady with- 
out knowing her name. Upon inquiry I find it to be 
Roby; and upon further inquiry I learn that she is a 
daughter of the well-known Dr. Joseph Roby, a teacher 
of anatomy, who, after having been a professor of that 
branch at the Bowdoin Medical College, Maine, at Dart- 
mouth, New Hampshire, and at the University of Mary- 
land, died about twenty years ago in Baltimore, leaving 
behind him an excellent reputation. I never met with Dr. 
Roby, but had a high appreciation of his abilities. One 
of his peculiarities was that, while he could discourse most 
eloquently upon anatomy, he never looked his class in the 
face, or took his eye off his subject. Another was his 
reticence. When excited, however, he could converse 
pleasantly and intelligently upon almost any subject. 
These peculiarities were impediments to his popularity, 
and he never acquired much practice in consequence. It 
is to be regretted that no sketch of his life has been pub- 
lished. He was a native of New England, and died com- 
paratively young, leaving his family, consisting of his wife 
and a son and a daughter, poor. 

The name of Roby brings to my mind that of another 
professor of anatomy in the University of Maryland, whose 
acquaintance I made in 1828, shortly after I received my 
medical degree. I refer to Dr. John Wells, whose early 
death was much regretted. He was introduced to me by 
a fellow-student of mine, Dr. John Butler, afterwards the 
distinguished superintendent of the lunatic asylum at Hart- 
ford; and I shall never forget the favorable impression 
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made upon me by the young teacher, who, although he 
had only recently left the lecture-room, was apparently 
on the high road to fame. He was neatly dressed, con- 
versed with fluency, and had delightful manners. I al- 
most envied him his position. The horizon of his life 
seemed to be gilded with sunshine. Alas! how little we 
know of the future! Soon after the close of the first ses- 
sion of his connection with the University of Maryland, 
during which he had won popularity as an able and attrac- 
tive teacher, he was taken ill, and in a short time was 
numbered with the dead. 

August 16th.—I left Cape May this afternoon in com- 
pany with my son-in-law, Mr. B. F. Horwitz, his wife and 
daughter, after a sojourn at that delightful summer retreat 
of nearly five weeks, during which I bathed in the sea 
nearly every day. My health is decidedly improved; in- 
deed, I may say, it was never better. Nearly the whole 
of every morning I spent in my private room, engaged in 
writing reminiscences of my professional contemporaries, of 
whom I find that I have sketched not fewer than eighteen. 
Lounging about on the piazzas of my hotel, talking non- 
sense, or worse, listening to women’s gossip, I detest. 
Occasionally I enjoyed a game of euchre, frequently coming 
off victorious. Only during two evenings was I annoyed 
by mosquitoes, those plagues of Cape May, Atlantic City, 
and of some of the other places of resort along the Jersey 
shore. 

August 22d.—A calamity befell me three days ago. As 
we were taking our seats at the breakfast-table, the bot- 
tom of the cage of my canary-bird Dicky fell out, and we 
have not seen the poor fellow since. Of course he is lost. 
I feel quite melancholy at an accident which has deprived 
me of the society of so sweet and innocent a companion. 

Poor Henry Armitt Brown died yesterday after a pro- 
tracted illness from typhoid fever, induced, there is reason 
to believe, by the bad sewage in the neighborhood of his 
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residence. Such events are not uncommon in every com- 
munity, and they will continue to occur until proper meas- 
ures are adopted against the development of preventable 
diseases. The Prince Consort of Great Britain perished 
from this cause; and the Prince of Wales came very near 
losing his life, some years ago, in consequence of a se- 
vere and protracted attack of typhoid fever occasioned by 
the bad sewage at Sandringham. Mr. Brown was thirty- 
four years of age at the time of his death, which is de- 
plored as a national loss. He was a graduate of Yale 
College, a lawyer by profession, and a man of great talent 
and high culture. As an orator, he had—with the excep- 
tion perhaps of Mr. Dougherty—no equal in Philadelphia, 
and no superior in this country. Had he been spared, he 
would have been distinguished in the councils of the na- 
tion, and achieved an enduring reputation. When such 
a man dies, the public may well drop a tear upon his 
grave, and unite in expressions of warm sympathy for his 
bereaved family. 

August 31st.—General Preston, my old Louisville neigh- 
bor, left me this afternoon after he and his son had been 
for two days my guests. His object in visiting me was 
to consult me respecting his health. After a thorough 
examination, I find no disease about him whatever. All 
he needs is absence from the cares of business, and change 
of air, scene, and food. He is a man of diversified know- 
ledge, general, literary, and scientific. His memory is 
prodigious, and it was a great pleasure to listen to him 
and Mr. Henry C. Carey, whom I had invited to join him 
at dinner, as they discussed political economy and other 
subjects of interest. He went away saying that he had 
spent two of the happiest days of his life under my roof. 

On September 11th I attended the funeral of my old 
friend, Dr. Washington L. Atlee, who died on Saturday, 
September 7th, after a painful and lingering illness, caused 
by malignant disease of the left kidney, which he bore 
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with the philosophy of a martyr and the patience and 
resignation of a Christian. For more than a year his 
health had been gradually failing; and, although he was 
still actively engaged in his professional duties, often 
making long, rapid, and fatiguing journeys by day and 
night, it was apparent to his family and friends that some 
deep-seated malady was slowly sapping the foundations of 
life, and leading him on to an irresistible destiny. He 
was one of the most emaciated human beings I ever saw ; 
and yet amidst all this decay it was pleasant to see his in- 
tellectual powers preserve their vigor almost to the very 
last moments of his life. 

My acquaintance with Atlee began in the autumn of 
1826, when, as students of medicine, we entered together 
the office of Dr. George McClellan. He formed one of 
a group of fourteen or fifteen young men, some of them 
of great promise, and nearly all refined, educated, and 
well-bred gentlemen. Atlee was tall, handsome, and full 
of ambition, with a highly inquisitive mind, constantly 
in search of knowledge and of new truths. ‘There were 
few questions propounded by his preceptor which he did 
not readily answer. In the lecture-room he was one of 
the most attentive of listeners, always in his place at the 
right moment, and always orderly and courteous in his 
demeanor. He had little to say to any one. It was evi- 
dent that he was an earnest, thoughtful young man, 
who had a proper sense of the importance of his work 
and of the profession of which he was destined to become 
so bright and useful an ornament. At the close of the ses- 
sion he retired to the office of his brother, Dr. John Atlee, 
of Lancaster, and did not resume his attendance upon the 
lectures until the autumn of 1828. He graduated the fol- 
lowing spring. The next fifteen years of his life were 
spent in the active pursuit of his profession, first at Mount 
Joy, and afterwards at Lancaster, his native city. During 
this time he devoted much attention to the study of 
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botany, and made a large collection of plants, now in the 
possession of the Pennsylvania College, at Gettysburg. 
He also delivered courses of lectures on hygiene and 
natural history, and assisted in founding several useful 
local institutions for the improvement of the public. In 
1844 he was appointed Professor of Medical Chemistry in 
the Pennsylvania College of Philadelphia, and soon after 
broke up his residence at Lancaster. After eight years 
of hard work in this school, with little more than a nom- 
inal income, he severed his connection with it, his prac- 
tice having by this time become sufficiently extensive 
to occupy all his leisure. In 1853 he competed suc- 
cessfully for the Prize Essay of the American Medical 
Association. He was an extensive contributor to the 
medical press, most of his papers having reference to 
the diseases of the female generative organs. His last 
essay, if I mistake not, was one on Fibroid Tumors of 
the Uterus, read before the Gynzecological Section of the 
international Medical Congress, convened at Philadelphia 
in September, 1876. His earlier discourses and papers 
embraced a great variety of topics, medical, pathological, 
therapeutic, educational, and scientific, and afforded evi- 
dence of unflagging industry and of a well-trained mind. 
His work on the Diagnosis of Ovarian Tumors forms a 
valuable contribution to American medical literature, based 
as it is upon a large personal experience running through 
a period of many years. 

The fame of Dr. Atlee, however, will mainly rest upon 
his labors in the field of ovariotomy, in which, after the 
inventor of the operation, Dr. Ephraim McDowell, of Ken- 
tucky, he was the most conspicuous figure. His efforts 
began at a comparatively early period of his professional 
career, and he lived, notwithstanding the clamors raised 
against him, to see the operation established upon a perma- 
nent basis. At the time of his death his cases amounted 
to nearly four hundred, being greater than those of any 
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other ovariotomist on this continent, and next in number 
to those of I. Spencer Wells, of London. ‘The opposition 
which he encountered in these labors was often of the most 
rancorous character. Not unfrequently, indeed, the term 
woman-murderer was applied to him. Two men of great 
reputation as obstetric practitioners were loud and un- 
sparing in their denunciations. One of these lived long 
enough to recant, and to express his sorrow at his conduct ; 
the other, naturally full of prejudice, died in his erroneous 
convictions. In 1875 Dr. Atlee read an address before the 
Philadelphia County Medical Society, as retiring president, 
in which he depicted in glowing terms the struggles and 
triumphs of ovariotomy in his adopted city. I was present 
on the occasion, and was surprised at the mild and courtly 
manner in which he treated his adversaries. One could 
not fail to perceive that he had been a martyr to the 
cause which he had for many years so nobly upheld and 
defended. What his success as an operator was I am un- 
able to say, as no record of his cases has thus far been 
published. There is, however, reason to believe that it 
was fully up to the general average; that is, about two 
and a half in three cases. One great disadvantage under 
which he labored was that many of his patients, living at 
a great distance from his home, could not receive his per- 
sonal supervision during the after-treatment, a matter of 
such vital importance in all great operations. A goodly 
number of cases doubtless slipped through his hands from 
this cause. As an operator in his specialty he possessed 
great skill. The whole procedure was conducted with con- 
summate ability. He carefully assigned to his assistants 
their respective duties, and as soon as the patient was thor- 
oughly anesthetized everything progressed in an orderly 
and systematic manner. The only instruments gener- 
ally used were an old but sharp scalpel, a probe-pointed 
bistoury, scissors, forceps, and a curved needle. Like 
Desault, he knew that simplicity is the perfection of an 
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operation. It is said that he kept a pretty full record of 
his cases, which will doubtless be published by his family, 
and thus serve to augment his fame. 

Atlee took a deep interest in the welfare of the American 
Medical Association, of which he was at one time one of 
the Vice-Presidents. He was a frequent attendant upon 
its meetings, having made his last appearance at Chicago 
in 1877. He was President and one of the founders of 
the Philadelphia County Medical Society, and of the Med- 
ical Society of the State of Pennsylvania. At the time of 
his death he was a member of the Council of the Ameri- 
can Gynecological Society. In his intercourse with his 
professional brethren he was, it has been alleged, not al- 
ways fair; but of this I know nothing from personal obser- 
vation, although we repeatedly met in consultation; and I 
feel assured that the statement is not supported by facts. 
There are always captious and fault-finding men whose 
great aim in life seems to be to misrepresent, if not to 
slander and vilify, their superiors. Atlee had many warm 
friends in and out of the profession, and was the idol of 
his family. His funeral was largely attended, and it was 
evident that the many women present, both at the house 
and in the cemetery, had lost a counsellor who in the 
hour of their suffering had afforded them substantial aid. 
His practice for many years was extensive, and must have 
been lucrative. He rarely went into general society, and 
my impression is that he disliked entertainments or large 
social gatherings. At the time of his death he was seventy 
years of age. The life of Atlee is full of interest; for it 
shows how a man, if faithful to himself and to his calling, 
may surmount weighty obstacles and attain wide reputa- 
tion. To him do the women of this continent owe an 
everlasting debt of gratitude as an ovariotomist. 

The history of ovariotomy, for many years Atlee’s spe- 
cialty, is one of great interest. As already stated, its 
originator was Dr. Ephraim McDowell, born in 1771, a 
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native of Virginia, but a resident of Danville, Kentucky, 
where his first operation was performed in 1809. ‘The 
woman survived thirty-two years, and in the meantime gave 
birth to a son, whom I knew well during my residence at 
Louisville. His cases, as I was the first to show, amounted 
altogether to thirteen, of which an account of only eight 
was published during his lifetime; while the remainder, 
after a tedious and troublesome correspondence, were fer- 
reted out by myself, as may be seen by reference to my 
History of Kentucky Surgery, prepared for the Kentucky 
State Medical Society, and published in its Transactions 
for 1852. McDowell’s earlier operations were received 
with great disfavor both at home and abroad. Dr. James 
Johnson, the editor of the London Medico-Chirurgical 
Review, was particularly severe in his criticisms, casting 
doubts upon the veracity of the backwoodsman and de- 
nouncing him as an unscrupulous surgeon. Mr. Lizars, of 
Edinburgh, was the first, in the year 1823 if I mistake not, 
to perform the operation on the other side of the Atlantic, 
and, although it was unsuccessful, it served to direct the 
attention of the profession in different parts of the world 
to the subject. The operation however did not receive 
fair play until it was practised on a large scale by Clay, 
Brown, Bird, Walne, and IT. Spencer Wells, of England, 
and by the two Atlees, Kimball, and Peaslee, of the United 
States. The labors of these men have served to establish 
it as one of the great resources of surgery in a department 
of female complaints which were for a long time regarded 
as utterly irremediable. McDowell died in 1828, without, 
probably, having dreamed that he had achieved immor- 
tality as the father of ovariotomy. Doubtless he was a 
bold surgeon; but his history shows that he was a hu- 
mane man, and that he took a deep interest in his 
patients. He ranked high as a general practitioner, and 
enjoyed an enviable reputation as a lithotomist. He was 
not a cultured man, He wrote indifferently ; and this per- 
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haps was one reason why the publication of his earlier 
cases made so bad an impression upon the profession. 
Efforts have been made for some time past to raise a suit- 
able monument to his memory. In 1875, at the meeting 
of the American Medical Association at Louisville, Ken- 
tucky, I contributed one hundred dollars towards the object. 

September 14th.—Dr. W. J. Little, an eminent physi- 
cian and surgeon of London, arrived this evening from 
New York, to be, by special invitation, my guest for sev- 
eral days. Fortunately my son-in-law, Mr. Orville Hor- 
witz, his wife, and eldest daughter Florence arrived the 
previous day, so that it will be comparatively easy for me 
to entertain him. At the same time their presence will 
greatly increase his comfort and enjoyment. I met Dr. 
Little for the first time at Oxford, in 1868, and subse- 
quently in London, where I received some attentions from 
him. His reputation as an orthopeedic surgeon had long 
been familiar to me. He is sixty-five years of age, tall 
and slender, with a fine, open countenance. He is a great 
talker, very genial and intelligent, and has a well-culti- 
vated mind. He is in love with our country, although 
as yet he has seen little of it. Iwas invited a few days 
ago to meet him at a dinner given to him by Dr. Detmold, 
of New York, but was unable to go on account of profes- 
sional engagements. 

Dr. Little’s reputation, however great as a general prac- 
titioner, will mainly rest upon his labors as an orthopedic 
surgeon and upon his success in introducing the operations 
for clubfoot and analogous distortions among his country- 
men. Being himself a sufferer from equino-varus and 
partial paralysis, he became an enthusiastic follower of 
Stromeyer, the inventor of subcutaneous tenotomy, and 
published paper after paper to illustrate the value of the 
new procedure. He graduated in the University of Berlin 
in 1837. He availed himself of Stromeyer’s personal skill 
in his own case, notwithstanding that he had been strongly 
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advised by his professional friends at home and abroad not 
to submit to his treatment. Finding himself greatly bene- 
fited, he returned to the Prussian metropolis, and with the 
aid of the celebrated surgeon, Johann Friedrich Dieffen- 
bach, introduced the operation into Germany. He thus 
became the apostle of subcutaneous tenotomy throughout 
the world. In 1839 he issued his treatise on Clubfoot and 
Analogous Distortions, which was followed in 1853 by a 
more elaborate production, entitled The Nature and Treat- 
ment of Deformities of the Human Frame. ‘These treat- 
ises are only a portion of his publications. Nearly all of 
them, however, had reference to his early and favorite 
studies. He was the founder of the Royal Orthopedic 
Hospital of London, the first institution of the kind ever 
established, and was for some time one of its physicians. 
He is a member of many medical societies, foreign and do- 
mestic, Surgeon to the London Hospital, and a Fellow of 
the Royal College of Surgeons—well-deserved honors. 
Saratoga, September 18th.—I arrived at Saratoga this 
afternoon in company with my daughter, Mrs. Orville 
Horwitz, and her husband. The United States Hotel, 
where we are stopping, is crowded with Unitarians, who 
are holding what is called their Biennial Conference, made 
up of delegates from all parts of the Union. Among them 
are many men of distinction, such as E. Rockwood Hoar, 
the President, the Rev. Dr. James Freeman Clarke, the 
Rev. Dr. Bellows, Edward Everett Hale, George W. Cur- 
tis, the Rev. Dr. Everett, and Ralph Waldo Emerson, the 
philosopher of Concord, Massachusetts. Emerson is ac- 
companied by his daughter, Miss Emerson, a tall woman, 
past middle age, dressed in a speckled calico gown, with 
a blue sash hanging like a long streamer down her back, 
presenting altogether a grotesque appearance, exciting 
general attention and comment. Mr. Hoar is a handsome 
man, with a fine face and a good head, and makes an ex- 
cellent presiding officer. He is an easy speaker, with a 
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good deal of dry humor. ‘The address of Mr. Everett and 
that of Mr. Curtis, the only ones I heard, were admirable, 
well written and well delivered. ‘The former was on the 
new ethics of Unitarianism; and the latter on political 
morals, or civil service reform—a subject which had long 
engaged the study of Mr. Curtis. The discourse deliv- 
ered in June, 1877, by the Rev. Dr. Clarke, I did not 
hear, but it was widely circulated on the occasion, and I 
read it with great care. Its title was, Why am I a Uni- 
tarian? ‘This tract gives a satisfactory idea of Unitarian- 
ism. Clarke is a strong man, an able, lucid thinker, and 
whatever he says upon the subject is worthy of considera- 
tion. He explicitly states that Christ is not God, but a 
mere man who approaches nearer to God than any other 
human being that has ever been created, and who is, con- 
sequently, in some sense divine. The more nearly we 
come up to Christ in our work and conduct, the more 
nearly we attain human perfection and God’s approval. 
Dr. Clarke does not believe in the Trinity, and he boldly 
asserts the fallacy of the doctrine of everlasting punish- 
ment, regarding it as a thing utterly inconsistent with our 
conceptions of the wisdom and goodness of God. Like all 
rational men, he sees God in everything: 


“« All are but parts of one stupendous whole, 
Whose body Nature is, and God the soul ; 
That, changed through all, and yet in all the same ; 
Great in the earth, as in the ethereal frame ; 
Warms in the sun, refreshes in the breeze, 
Glows in the stars, and blossoms in the trees, 
Lives through all life, extends through all extent, 
Spreads undivided, operates unspent; . . 
To Him no high, no low, no great, no small, 
He fills, He bounds, connects, and equals all.”’ 


Dr. Clarke is not very clear regarding his assumption 
that the Bible is an inspired book. His meaning, if I cor- 
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rectly interpret it, is that the Bible was not a direct inspi- 
ration of Deity, but that whatever it comprises of good is 
an emanation from God, just as all other good works are, 
and that, therefore, it is worthy of man’s holiest respect 
and veneration. ‘‘’he very fact,’’? says he, ‘‘that it has 
withstood the assaults of so many ages, and the false inter- 
pretations and misrepresentations of its friends, shows it to 
be no ordinary book, but that it merits our fullest accept- 
ance and our closest study.’? I believe God to be just and 
merciful, without any of the attributes that disfigure and 
disgrace our feeble, finite natures, and that whatever hap- 
pens takes place through the agency of laws inherent in 
matter from all eternity. All diseases, epidemics, and acci- 
dents are the result of a violation of these laws, and of our 
own ignorance, crimes, or misdemeanors. God cannot be 
said ever to have killed or wilfully afflicted any human 
being. It has never, as is so often stated, pleased God to 
remove from this earth any mortal man. People die be- 
cause the machinery of life is worn out or broken down. 
God does not take the life of a parent, a child, a brother 
or sister for the sake of bringing the survivors to repent- 
ance, or nearer to Himself. ‘To entertain such a belief is 
an imputation upon the goodness and wisdom of the great 
Being who is the author, the governor, and the preserver 
of the universe. ‘Theologians belittle themselves when 
they talk thus flippantly about matters which they cannot 
comprehend. 

September 25th.—The American Gynecological Society, 
instituted three years ago, is now holding its third meeting 
in the hall of the College of Physicians of this city. It 
consists of fewer than fifty members; but among them are 
included the names of some of the best medical minds of 
the country, such as D. Humphreys Storer and Lyman of 
Boston ; Kimball of Lowell; Fordyce Barker, Thomas, J. 
E. Taylor, Emmet, and Bozeman of New York; Wilson 
and Howard of Baltimore; Busey of Washington City; 
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Byford of Chicago; Reeve of Dayton; Parvin of Indian- 
apolis; White of Buffalo; and Ellwood Wilson, Penrose, 
Goodell, and Albert Smith of this city. ‘where were also 
some young men present, many of them of more than 
ordinary promise. The number of members is limited to 
sixty. J. Marion Sims, and Battey, of Georgia, were not 
in attendance. The rules for admission are stringent. 
The applicant must be a man of more or less note, and 
must present a dissertation upon some gynzecological sub- 
ject. At the annual meeting his claims are duly consid- 
ered by the council of the society. ‘This year there were 
five aspirants, of whom only one, Dr. Bozeman, of New 
York, was successful. The papers read before the meet- 
ing were mostly of singular excellence. A volume of 
Transactions is published annually. Dr. Fordyce Barker 
was its first president. The society during the last year 
lost two of its most illustrious members in the death of 
Edmund Randolph Peaslee and W. L. Atlee. It is impos- 
sible to overestimate the importance of such a body of able 
and scientific men engaged in a common cause. 

September 29th.—Dr. and Mrs. James R. White, of 
Buffalo, dined with me to-day. They are pleasant, intel- 
ligent people, and I was glad to have it in my power to 
pay off an old score in the form of a fine luncheon given 
to my dear wife and myself at their residence in 1853. 
Dr. White is Professor of Obstetrics in the Medical College 
of Buffalo, and enjoys a high reputation as a gynzecologist, 
and as an obstetric practitioner. He has contributed many 
excellent papers to medical literature, and he is the author 
of several novel and valuable methods of treatment. He 
is a tall, well-built, fine-looking man, an honor to his pro- 
fession. He took his medical degree in my Alma Mater in 
1834, and almost immediately afterwards settled at Buffalo, 
where he soon became prominent as a practitioner. 

Professor White, in his remarks at the table, related an 
interesting incident which occurred in the practice of the 
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late Dr. Charles Alfred Lee, a warm personal friend of 
mine, which proves the influence of the mind upon the 
body in disease. An elderly woman, of the humbler class 
of society, called upon Dr. Lee with the request that he 
would examine her case, and, if possible, relieve her, say- 
ing that she had been sick for several years and had de- 
rived no benefit from the advice of other physicians. After 
having made a careful investigation of her case, he wrote 
a prescription, and told her to mix with the ingredients a 
pint of water, taking a tablespoonful three times a day for 
a week, at the end of which she would, he had no doubt, 
be well. Before half the week had elapsed she returned, 
declaring that she was perfectly cured, and that she had 
come to thank him for his advice. ‘‘How did you take 
the medicine?’ ‘Well, as you told me, I tore the paper 
up as finely as possible, and then mixed the pieces with a 
pint of water, stirring the mixture well, and taking a table- 
spoonful three times a day. I thank you, doctor; I am 
quite well.”’ 

This anecdote reminds me of an incident related by 
Swift as having occurred in a clergyman’s family at Yar- 
comb, England. A servant being suddenly taken ill, 
the family physician prepared a bolus from the medicine- 
chest, at the same time wrapping up in the paper the brass 
grain-weights used in weighing drugs. He left both on 
the table. Instead of taking the bolus the man swallowed 
the paper and weights, saying, when the mistake was dis- 
covered, that he never should have succeeded had he not 
cut them into smaller pieces, ‘‘and he thanked God that, 
though the dose was rather rough and sharpish, he had 
got it all down.”’ 

Dr. Lee was a physician of not a little note in his day. 
Born in Connecticut in 1801, he graduated at Williams 
College, and took his degree in medicine at Pittsfield, Mas- 
sachusetts, in 1825. He was a man of active intellect, 
a hard worker, and for many years a Professor, chiefly of 
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Medicine and Materia Medica, in different schools. He 
assisted in founding the Medical College of Buffalo, and 
the New York Medical College, long since defunct. He 
was for a while editor of the New York Journal of Medi- 
cine. He made many valuable contributions to medical 
literature, edited Copland’s Medical Dictionary and en- 
riched it with valuable notes, and took an active interest 
in the treatment of the insane. He was a tall, handsome 
man, with a large head and a keen brown eye, and was a 
ready talker and writer. I saw Dr. Lee for the first time 
in July, 1832, during the terrible visitation of the Asiatic 
cholera in the city of New York. Lee and Roe had charge 
of the Greenwich Street Hospital; and I need hardly add 
that they treated me with great courtesy, and extended to 
me every facility for carrying out the objects of my mis- 
sion. Roe was short-lived, while Lee attained a happy old 
age, dying in 1872. 

November 3d, 1878.—This is Sunday, and at two o’clock 
this afternoon, my regular dinner hour on the Sabbath, I 
shall receive Mr. George W. Callender, along with Dr. 
Levis, Professor W. H. Pancoast, my son Dr. S. W. 
Gross, and a few non-professional friends, to make merry 
over a saddle of venison, a pair of canvas-back ducks, and 
a glass of champagne. ‘The visit of Mr. Callender to this 
country has been heralded for some time, both at home 
and abroad, and I should not be at all surprised if he felt 
somewhat vain in consequence. In reality, however, he 
has something to be proud of, for he is a surgeon and 
practitioner of merit, a true representative member of the 
British medical profession, and as such worthy of any 
attention we can bestow upon him on this side of the At- 
lantic. He has fairly earned his titles. For many years 
he was assistant surgeon to St. Bartholomew’s Hospital, 
an office which he vacated some time ago for that of one 
of the chief surgeons of that institution, and lecturer on 
anatomy in its medical school. Early in life he published 
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a treatise on Femoral Hernia, aud he has been a liberal 
contributor to the medical press, especially to the Trans- 
actions of the Medico-Chirurgical Society of London, and 
to St. Bartholomew’s Hospital Reports, of which he has 
been for some time one of the editors. He is also the 
author of several articles in Holmes’s Surgery. All his 
writings display ability and strong common-sense, based 
upon a large practical experience and accurate observa- 
tion. His manners are bland and dignified, and as a com- 
panion he is highly agreeable. He is receiving much 
attention, not only from the profession, but from our citi- 
zens generally, and everybody with whom he is brought 
in contact is pleased with him. At New York and Brook- 
lyn, as well as in this city and in Boston, he was enter- 
tained by some of the most distinguished men in the pro- 
fession. It is delightful to witness such attentions; for, 
apart from the fact that every respectable foreigner is en- 
titled to consideration on his own account, they have the 
effect of bringing men into closer relations, and of thus 
establishing a pleasanter feeling between the medical pro- 
fession of Europe and America. 

St. Bartholomew’s Hospital is, next to the Hétel Dieu 
of Paris, the oldest institution of the kind in the world, 
having been founded by Rahere in 1123. Among the 
surgeons associated with it in modern times, the names 
of John Abernethy, Edward Stanley, Sir William Law- 
rence, and Sir James Paget stand preéminent. It was 
while engaged upon the performance of his duties at this 
hospital that Abernethy missed the opportunity of being 
knighted. George IV., ‘the first gentleman” in the king- 
dom, while Prince of Wales, suddenly came to the con- 
clusion one morning that he would have a wen removed 
which had long disfigured his forehead; and as Abernethy 
was at the time the most prominent surgeon in London, 
he despatched to him one of his friends, a nobleman, 
with the request that he would bring him at once to 
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the palace to perform the operation. Abernethy’s reply 
was characteristic: ‘‘’Tell the Prince that I am obliged to 
meet my class at St. Bartholomew’s, and as soon as I can 
get off it will afford me pleasure to attend to his wishes.” 
The indignant Prince sent word that he did not need the 
surgeon’s services. Mr. Astley Cooper was immediately 
called in, removed the tumor, and soon after received 
the honor of knighthood, which contributed not a little to 
his introduction to the nobility, and to the largest income 
perhaps ever enjoyed by any professional man in Great 
Britain, his receipts for a number of years having averaged 
upwards of one hundred thousand dollars. It is worthy of 
note that the Prince at the time of the operation showed 
some wit. When asked what the nature of the tumor was, 
Cooper said, ‘‘It is a steatome.’’ ‘‘ Well, then,’’ said the 
Prince, ‘‘I hope it will stay at home.’’ Abernethy was 
beyond question one of the greatest surgeons of his day in 
Great Britain, an admirable teacher, an able writer, and a 
masterly observer. He was a great wit, and many anec- 
dotes are related of his eccentricities. Having attended a 
very respectable widow lady in a severe illness extending 
through a number of weeks, he became much interested 
in her only daughter, who nursed her mother with the 
most tender devotion. It was Saturday evening when 
Abernethy made his final visit. Taking the young lady 
aside, he said to her, ‘‘I have witnessed your devotion 
and kindness to your mother. I am in need of a wife, 
and I think you are the very person that would suit me. 
My time is incessantly occupied, and I have therefore no 
leisure for courting. Reflect upon this matter until Mon- 
day.’’ Monday came, and it is hardly necessary to add 
that the young lady became Mrs. Abernethy. 

Edward Stanley, who died only about fifteen years ago, 
wrote what was long regarded as the best work on the 
diseases of the bones in any language. It was illustrated 
by a beautiful atlas, and was republished soon after its 
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appearance in London by Lea & Blanchard of this city in 
1849. My impression is that, notwithstanding its many 
excellences, it had but a very limited circulation, although 
it was highly appreciated by all our better educated sur- 
geons. It was the first systematic and elaborate treatise 
upon the subject since the appearance of the work of 
Boyer in 1803. 

Lawrence was well built, with a lofty presence and a 
noble bearing. He was a learned and judicious surgeon, 
but not a great operator. According to my notion, he 
was the best medical writer of his day in Great Britain. 
His treatise on Hernia and that on the Eye are models of 
pure English, while the subjects discussed in them are 
treated in an exhaustive manner. As reflecting the sci- 
ence and practice of abdominal and ophthalmic surgery 
of the period in which they are written, both are immor- 
tal productions. His lectures on Physiology, Zoology, 
aud the Natural History of Man, delivered before the 
Royal College of Surgeons of London, and afterwards 
published in book form, met with much opposition on 
account of their alleged irreligious tendencies, and ex- 
cited much discussion and bitter criticism, in which his 
old master in surgery, Mr. Abernethy, took a leading part. 
Much of this feeling, not a little of which grew out of mis- 
apprehension and wilful misrepresentation, gradually dis- 
appeared, and Mr. Lawrence lived long enough to witness 
the prevalence of more liberal sentiments on the part of 
the profession and the public. ‘The honors of knighthood 
were conferred upon him only a few years before his death. 
For a long while he lived, some six or eight miles from 
London, in an elegant villa, embowered in shrubbery, 
adorned with statuary and paintings, enriched by a fine 
library, which was the abode of a generous hospitality. He 
was particularly fond of entertaining American visitors. 

Sir Jaines Paget, now consulting surgeon, laid the foun- 
dation in St. Bartholomew’s of his great work on Surgical 
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Pathology. He was long one of its internes, and was a 
frequent and elaborate contributor to its famous Hospital 
Reports. Mr. Savory and Mr. Holden are members of the 
regular surgical staff, and are both surgeons of distinction. 

January, 1879.—Death has been busy in the medical 
profession of Boston since the beginning of the new year, 
having gathered to their homes two of its best-known 
physicians. My old friend, Dr. John B. S. Jackson, after 
a brief illness was the first to go; and Dr. Jacob Bigelow 
followed on the roth, at the age of ninety-three years. On 
the evening spent by Dr. Jackson at my house, not quite a 
year ago, I little thought, as I pressed his hand and bade 
him good-night, that I should never see him again. 
Younger by at least a year than myself, he seemed to 
have lost none of his elastic and sprightly nature, and 
looked as if he were destined to run into the eighties, 
But the machinery of life suddenly broke down, fortu- 
nately unattended by much suffering. My acquaintance 
with Dr. Jackson began in 1839, during a visit which I 
made to Boston in search of a publisher for my Patholo- 
gical Anatomy. We were then both young men, full of 
ambition and enthusiasm, deeply interested in similar 
studies; and it was this circumstance, no doubt, which 
served to draw us more closely together, and to establish 
those kindly relations and warm sympathies which termi- 
nated only with his life. Many letters passed between us, 
some of a purely friendly nature, others on matters of sci- 
entific investigation ; and our meetings were always of an 
affectionate character. He had the simplicity of a child 
and the enthusiasm of the philosopher. He was warm 
in his attachments, true as steel, an ardent searcher after 
truth, and a correct interpreter of nature. He had a solid 
rather than a brilliant mind, and a tenacity of purpose 
which impelled him to make thorough work of what- 
ever he undertook. His dissecting-room was his constant 
companion, where he quietly worked out the great prob- 


52 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 


lems of pathological science, and laid the foundation of 
those two great museums of which the profession of Boston 
is so justly proud, and with which his own name is in- 
dissolubly associated. What John Hunter accomplished 
for morbid anatomy in London, John B. S. Jackson accom- 
plished for morbid anatomy in Boston. Of the microscope 
he made but little use. He had implicit faith in his 
scalpel, and was not a little distrustful of the revelations 
of an instrument which has been productive of vast 
differences in results in the hands of different observers. 
Hence histology, which has made such marvellous strides 
during the last quarter of a century, formed no part of his 
studies. He belonged to the school of Bichat rather than 
to that of Schleiden or of Virchow. He accumulated 
a vast amount of original matter; for Boston and its vicin- 
ity, I might say almost the whole of Massachusetts and 
the immediately adjoining States, were tributary to his 
workshop. For many years hardly any specimens of 
interest or importance failed to reach his hands for 
examination. He thus became, if I may coin a new 
word, the post-mortemist of all his professional brethren 
for hundreds of miles around. ‘The vast treasures thus 
gathered together now enrich the Warren Museum in Har- 
vard University and the cabinet of the Boston Society for 
Medical Improvement, of which, in 1828, he was one of 
the founders. Dr. D. Humphreys Storer was at the time 
of Dr. Jackson’s death the only survivor of the twelve 
original members. 

I often urged Dr. Jackson to embody in a work on 
pathological anatomy the results of his observations. I 
appealed to his pride and ambition, to his exceptional 
opportunities, and, above all, to the needs and expecta- 
tions of his profession; but in vain. He was fixed in 
his purpose—whether from an excess of modesty, inherent 
diffidence, or distrust of his fine powers, I could never 
ascertain. He ought to have become the Rokitansky 
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of America. But he died without having produced any 
worthy literary or scientific work, having contented him- 
self with furnishing a catalogue of each of the museums 
of which he was so long the presiding genius. ‘These pub- 
lications contain, it is true, much excellent material; but 
the material is isolated and unsystematized, and therefore 
comparatively valueless. 

Dr. Jackson was born at Boston in 1806; and after grad- 
uating in belles-lettres in Harvard University, he took 
his degree in 1829, at a time when his uncle, Dr. James 
Jackson, then in the zenith of his fame, was Professor of 
Medicine in the medical department of that institution. 
His natural tastes induced him to devote himself to the 
study of morbid anatomy; and he had hardly been in the 
profession eight years when he was appointed Professor of 
Pathological Anatomy in his Alma Mater, a position which 
he retained up to the time of his death. As a lecturer, 
he never attained a high rank. His manners before his 
class were constrained, and he lacked that grace and ani- 
mation so necessary to success in teaching. Despite these 
defects, however, he always commanded the attention of 
his pupils, all of whom became warmly attached to him 
on account of his amiable qualities, the accuracy and ex- 
tent of his knowledge, and the pains which he took to 
instruct them. ‘To know him was to love him. Early in 
life Dr. Jackson, like most professional men who have 
risen to eminence, was poor. 

For nearly a third of a century Dr. Bigelow had lived 
in retirement, and was, consequently, little known to 
the present generation of medical men. ‘They were of 
course familiar with his name and with what he had done 
for his profession and the public. Blessed with wealth, a 
loving family, warm friends, and high social position, he 
tore himself away from the drudgery of his profession at a 
comparatively early period of his life, and spent the re- 
mainder of his days in the study of philosophy and in the 
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contemplation of nature. It is said that he had unbounded 
confidence in, and reverence for, the Deity, as the great 
architect of the universe; but that he seldom conversed 
upon religious matters, or engaged in theological re- 
searches or discussions. As stated in a previous page,-he 
was totally blind during the last few years of his life, and 
it is sad to think that during most of this time he was 
unable, in consequence of an attack of hemiplegia, to 
leave his bed. To an old friend, Dr. Storer, who visited 
him only a short time before his death, he jokingly re- 
marked, ‘‘T’o live till one is ninety is not what it is 
cracked up to be.’’ ‘To the last he retained his intel- 
lectual faculties. He conversed slowly, but distinctly 
and pointedly with his friends upon a great variety of sub- 
jects, and his memory was particularly keen in regard to 
the earlier events of his life. In speaking to Dr. Bowditch, 
another old and valued friend, respecting the University 
of Pennsylvania, then the only medical school in Phila- 
delphia, and of its professors, he said, ‘‘ Rush and Wistar 
I knew; they were kindly, and the latter, especially, was 
warm-hearted. They received the students. Physick was 
a savage, and would have no intercourse with us. We 
never were allowed to enter his house. Barton was ego- 
tistical, a bad reader and speaker. Rush was enthusiastic 
and eloquent, an earnest believer in medicine and drugs. 
He was an ultra practitioner. He often said, ‘We can have 
no reliance on nature, gentlemen. We must turn her out- 
of-doors in our practice, and substitute for her efficient 
art.” When I was in Philadelphia there was constantly 
battling going on between the professors belonging to the 
Faculty. Rush and Physick were on the one side; Wistar 
and Barton on the other. The Philadelphia school had 
many students from all quarters of the country, except 
from New England. Very few went from here.’ Dr. 
Bigelow received his degree from the University of Penn- 
sylvania in the twenty-first year of his age; and the stric- 
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fact that they were strictly true. Physick, it is’ well 
known, was always an icicle in the presence of his pupils 
outside of the amphitheatre. 

Whether Bigelow became disgusted with the heroic treat- 
ment of disease inculcated by Rush, or with his lack of 
confidence in the resources of nature, certain it is, as ob- 
served by Dr. Bowditch, that in less than twenty-five years 
after he left Philadelphia he utterly ignored the precepts 
of his master, and substituted a practice of his own entirely 
at variance with that which he had been taught in the 
lecture-room. If he did not discover the philosopher’s 
stone, he taught his professional brethren to think, and 
gave to the art of medicine a simplicity which it never had 
before. The leading idea of his doctrine was that many 
if not most diseases, especially the eruptive, are self-lim- 
ited; that their natural tendency is to spontaneous cure; 
and that, while the system is struggling under their effects, 
very little aid is required from the physician, save what 
relates to food, drink, and hygienic regulations. While 
not discarding medicines or drugs altogether, he confined 
himself to the mildest and most simple remedies, such as 
are calculated to aid, and not to thwart, nature in her 
efforts at restoration. Such, in few words, were the views 
promulgated by the Boston philosopher before he had 
reached his fiftieth year. These views were afterwards 
embodied in a short tract, which may be regarded as one 
of the most valuable contributions ever made to medical 
science. It need hardly be added that these doctrines were 
slowly adopted by the profession; but their value is now 
universally acknowledged and acted upon; and they are 
the more honorable to American medicine because they 
antedate by several years similar views expressed by Sir 
John Forbes in his celebrated paper, originally published 
in the British and Foreign Medical Review under the 
novel and attractive title of Young Physic. 
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The estimate which I have placed upon Bigelow as a 
medical philosopher and reformer is not, I think, too high. 
That posterity will confirm it, whatever my contemporaries 
may think about it, Iam quite sure. Had he never writ- 
ten anything else than the brochure which I have men- 
tioned, he would have been regarded as one of the wisest 
physicians of the nineteenth century; but he produced 
other works which would have transmitted his name to 
posterity. His Florula Bostoniensis, published soon after 
he received his medical degree, is a standard production; 
while his American Medical Botany, illustrated by splen- 
did engravings, made his name widely known here and 
in Europe, and conferred honor upon American medical 
literature. Born at Sudbury, Massachusetts, in 1787, soon 
after the close of our Revolution, he was at the time of 
his death the oldest physician in the State, if not in the 
United States. In 1816, at the age of twenty-nine, he 
was appointed Rumford Professor, and Lecturer on Materia 
Medica and Botany in Harvard University, a chair which 
he occupied for many years. He delivered early in his 
professional life a series of lectures on the application of 
science to the useful arts. These had the effect of diffus- 
ing among his fellow-citizens a taste for the cultivation of 
physical science and the fine arts—a taste which finally 
culminated in the establishment of the Institute of Tech- 
nology, of which all Bostonians are proud. In private life 
he was one of the most agreeable of men. Naturally of a 
jovial temperament, gentle, and light-hearted, he was a 
delightful companion. During his declining years, usually 
accompanied by Mrs. Bigelow, he made frequent visits to 
different parts of the country in search of amusement and 
change of air and scene. When they came to Philadelphia 
they never failed to pay their respects to my dear wife and 
myself, 
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TION—-DANVILLE—ADDRESS DELIVERED AT THE DEDICATION OF THE MONU- 
MENT ERECTED TO EPHRAIM McDOWELL—NASHVILLE—W. T. BRIGGS—MRS., 
POLK—HENRY WENTWORTH ACLAND—AUSTIN FLINT’S DINNER. 


On the roth of April, 1879, my Philadelphia con- 
fréres, in commemoration of the fifty-first year of my 
entrance into the profession, gave me a complimentary 
dinner at the St. George Hotel. Dr. D. Hayes Agnew, 
Professor of Surgery in the University of Pennsylvania, 
the oldest member of the committee, presided. The num- 
ber of subscribers was limited to one hundred. Among 
the invited guests were many of the most prominent sur- 
geons and physicians of the United States, not a few of 
whom had been my pupils or colleagues in different medi- 
cal schools. Those who could not attend the reunion, 
either on account of the distance or other causes, sent kind 
letters or messages. A telegram from Cincinnati afforded 
me more than ordinary gratification, as it served to connect 
the past with my present history. It ran thus: ‘‘ The 
Medical College of Ohio, whose annual circular forty-six 
years ago announced Samuel D. Gross Demonstrator of 
Anatomy, sends its heartiest congratulations to America’s 
great surgeon.’? Among the invited guests at the dinner 
were the two Flints, father and son, Benjamin Silliman, 
David W. Yandell, Nathan Bozeman, Alfred C. Post, James 
R. Wood, Lewis A. Sayre, Theophilus Parvin, Alan P. 
Smith, W. C. Van Bibber, Basil Norris and G. A. Otis, 
U. S. A., Morris J. Asch, Traill Green, and G. F. Shrady, 
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editor of the New York Medical Record. My younger son 
was the only layman present. Professor Yandell came ex- 
pressly from Louisville; he arrived early in the afternoon, 
and left late the same evening. He had attended my 
lectures soon after I became connected with the chair of 
Surgery in the University of that city. His speech, 
delivered in behalf of the invited guests, is replete with 
interest, and I cannot resist the temptation of appending it 
in full: 

‘“Mr. CHAIRMAN: When the invitation to unite in this 
offering came, I was deeply touched. It revived memo- 
ries of my student life, when, as the pupil of your guest, I 
came before him for examination for the doctorate, now 
thirty-three years—a generation—ago. The teachings of 
that period have remained a part of my life. The method, 
the system which the great master observed, as in his ear- 
nest way he gradually unfolded to the minds of his hearers 
the grand truths which lie in the upper planes of surgery ; 
the painstaking, conscientious care with which he infused 
interest into the dry details of his subject ; his fiery zeal, his 
never-flagging industry, and better than all this, the so- 
lemnity with which he declared that to be a truly great 
physician it was essential to be at the same time a truly 
good man—all these are as fresh to me this evening as 
when I made one of his hearers, now so long ago. 

‘‘Mr. Chairman, I obeyed with alacrity the summons 
to be here. I came with pleasure. Nay, more, I came 
with feelings akin, I fancy, to those which animate the 
pilgrim as he turns his footsteps toward the tomb of the 
Prophet. With fitting reverence, sir, I stand in this au- 
gust presence. 

‘I come, sir, as the humble representative of a great 
people, the people of Kentucky, who send you greeting on 
this auspicious occasion. I come, empowered by them, to 
lay at the feet of your illustrious guest the homage of that 
renowned commonwealth. I come to wish him yet many 
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years upon the earth, and to say that, though his name and 
fame have become a common heritage, Kentucky still 
claims them as peculiarly her own, since it was in her bor- 
ders that he laid the foundation of a reputation which has 
not only irradiated this continent, but has penetrated 
wherever civilization is known or surgery is cultivated as 
a science. I feel, Mr. Chairman, that it is an honor to be 
called on to speak on such an occasion, and for such a 
people—a people which has given to statesmanship a Clay, 
a Lincoln, and a Breckinridge; to arms a Johnston, a Pres- 
ton, and a Buckner; and to surgery a McDowell and a 
Dudley. A goodly company! Stately names! Would 
you think me as exceeding the limits of good taste if I 
added, and chief among all these is that of him who bears 
the mark of our guild—Ephraim McDowell? For, sir, 
will not the labors of the statesman yield to the pitiless 
logic of events, the voice of the orator grow fainter in the 
coming ages, and the deeds of the soldier eventually find 
place but in the libraries of the student of military cam- 
paigns, while the achievements of the village surgeon, like 
the widening waves of the inviolate sea, shall reach the 
uttermost shores of time, hailed of all civilizations as hav- 
ing lessened the sufferings and lengthened the span of 
human life ? 

‘‘ Again, would you think me very far wrong were I to 
couple the victorious issue of the late war and the opera- 
tion of ovariotomy as in different fields the two most stu- 
pendous events of modern times? Sir, both are to be 
credited to Kentuckians. Mr. Lincoln effected the one. 
Dr. McDowell accomplished the other. Nor yet, in my 
opinion, do the two achievements admit of comparison. 
Powerful cabinets, far-seeing ministers, renowned captains, 
a daring and multitudinous soldiery, a rich, a steady, a 
united, and a persistent people contributed to the success 
of the former. Its glory was won amid the blare of trum- 
pets, the groans of men, the shock of contending armies. 
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The glory of the other belongs to but one man, is single 
and indivisible, was born under the eyes of fair women, 
and by the cunning of a single hand, which, amid su- 
preme peril, plucked victory from an enemy which before 
McDowell’s time had defied all that was subtlest in art, 
and repulsed every assault of science. 

‘‘But, sir, I would fain have done. I feel that it is good 
to have been here. I shall return to my people and recount 
to them what I have seen, aud what heard, and repeat to 
them what I now offer in their name: 


‘To our guest, the illustrious son of Pennsylvania, the foster-son 
of Kentucky, who, to the nimbus which ever encircles great deeds, 
has added the milk-white flower of a stainless life.’’ 


When Professor Yandell had concluded, I responded as 
follows: 

‘May my illustrious pupil carry back the assurance of 
my deep respect for the people of the State of Kentucky, 
and my undying attachment for the men, the women, and 
their happy homes! ‘Though absent nearly a quarter of a 
century, my heart burns for my early home among them. 
May God preserve Kentucky and its people !” 

Of the many letters sent on this occasion I select the 
following, not only because of its intrinsic beauty and of 
many tender expressions it contains, but because Dr. Rich- 
ardson was my private pupil and long my intimate and 
much-cherished friend. ‘The master and pupil always vied 


with each other in performing mutual acts of courtesy and 
kindness : 


New Or eans, April 2, 1879. 


To D. H. Acnew, Tuomas G. Morron, R. J. Levis, and J. 
Ewinc Mears, Secretary. 


GENTLEMEN OF THE COMMITTEE: Permit me to thank you sin- 
cerely for your polite invitation to attend a complimentary dinner 
to be given on the roth inst. to Professor §. D. Gross, commem- 


SAMUEL D,. GROSS, M.D. 61 


orative of his fifty-first professional birthday, and at the same time 
to express my great regret that I shall be unable to take advantage 
of your distinguished courtesy. 

The occasion is one which draws upon the strongest sentiment 
of my nature, and in contemplating this evidence of the love and 
veneration with which my noble old master is regarded by those 
with whom he has been associated for the past twenty-three years, 
I envy you the privilege of sitting down with him as your guest. 

Thirty-four years ago I entered his office as a private pupil, and 
enjoyed his society almost daily for a period of more than twelve 
years, during which time and ever since my esteem for him as a 
man in whom there is no guile, my admiration for him as a true 
physician, and my love for him as a personal friend have continu- 
ously grown and strengthened with increasing years. It is not 
needful that I should speak to you of his many virtues—of the 
purity of his life; of his sacred regard for the marital relation; of 
his tender devotion to his family ; of his ready sympathy with the 
distressed ; of his delicate consideration for his juniors; of his un- 
remitting interest in every scheme for the advancement of medical 
science, the prevention of disease, and the care of the infirm; of 
the vast benefit which he has conferred upon the profession by his 
example no less than by his precepts; of his unceasing labors; of 
his courteous demeanor toward all; of the delightful cheerfulness 
of his temperament; of the light which he ever carries into the 
darkened chambers of the sick; or of the innumerable other beau- 
tiful traits of character and admirable qualities of mind which 
combine to make him what he is, a friend of the young, a teacher 
of teachers, a model physician, an illustrious citizen, a benefactor 
of his race. These are all as familiar to you as to me, but at the 
mention of his name they crowd so thickly upon my attention that 
I cannot wholly repress their expression. 

In consideration of the fact that my early professional life was 
immediately fashioned by his fatherly hand; that his example has 
ever been to me a pillar of cloud by day, and a pillar of fire by 
night ; and that his personal confidence is treasured in my heart 
as a jewel of priceless worth, I beg that when you take your seats 
at table you will allow me, by your hands, to place upon his breast 
the accompanying simple badge as a token of remembrance from 
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his devoted pupil who on this occasion can only in spirit partake 
of his joy. 
With renewed thanks for the honor you have conferred upon me, 
I am, very truly, your servant, 
T. G. RICHARDSON. 


The Committee of Arrangements originally consisted of 
Drs. D. Hayes Agnew, Richard J. Levis, and Thomas G. 
Morton, to whom was afterwards added Dr. J. Ewing 
Mears as Secretary. "The following correspondence will 
serve to show that the undertaking had its origin with the 
Surgical Club of Philadelphia, a private association which 
meets once a week during the autumn and winter for mu- 
tual improvement and the cultivation of kindly feeling. 
It had been intended to extend this compliment to me the 
year before, on the occasion of my semi-centennial profes- 
sional birthday, but the celebration had to be postponed 
on account of my domestic bereavement. ‘The proceedings 
were soon after published in a neat volume of forty-two 
pages. 

The following letter was sent to me by the committee: 


PHILADELPHIA, February 18, 1879. 
Proressor S. D. Gross. 

Dear Docror: A number of your friends in Philadelphia, out 
of love for your many personal virtues, and from a high apprecia- 
tion of your distinguished professional position as the representative 
surgeon of America, have expressed a desire to extend to you the 
compliment of a public dinner; and the undersigned have accord- 
ingly been appointed a committee by our Surgical Club, with whom 
the subject originated, to ascertain your feelings in the matter, and 
to receive any suggestions which may enable them successfully to 
carry out the contemplated object. 


Very sincerely, your friends, 


D. Haves AGNEw, 
THomas G. Morton, 
Ro’y.eLEvis. 


SAMUEL D. GROSS, M.D. 63 


I answered as follows: 


Drs. AGNEw, Morton, and Levis. 

GENTLEMEN: I have the honor to acknowledge the receipt of 
your letter of the r8th inst., proffering me, in the name of my 
friends, a public dinner as an appreciation of my private and pro- 
fessional character. Your communication, so expressive of personal 
kindness, profoundly touches my heart; and, although I cannot 
see things exactly in the light in which you see them, I cannot 
forego so pleasant an opportunity of meeting you and those you 
represent on an occasion which will be likely to be attended with 
so much enjoyment. I therefore cordially accept your kind in- 
vitation, leaving it to you to appoint the time for the entertainment. 

I am, my dear friends, with many thanks for your kindness, very 


truly and affectionately, yours, 
S. D. Gross. 


PHILADELPHIA, February 22, 1879. 


Justice having been done to the excellent and varied bill 
of fare provided for the occasion, Professor Agnew an- 
nounced the first toast of the evening, ‘‘Our Guest,’’ and 
addressing me, indulged in the following eloquent strain, 
which was repeatedly applauded during its delivery : 

‘“The honor of speaking to this toast devolves upon my- 
self, and I may say that it gives me great pleasure to be the 
medium of extending to you, on this occasion, the friendly 
congratulations of your professional brethren here present. 
Fifty-one years is a long time, my dear sir, for a man to 
labor in any department of knowledge. Will you recall for 
a moment just a few of the events which have transpired 
during this period? ‘Two generations have played their 
part in the great drama of life, and have left the stage. 
Dynasties which bid fair to rival in perpetuity that of 
Rome itself have risen, flourished, and passed into decay. 
Engineers have struck their levels, and laid down great 
iron roadways from one end of this continent to the other, 
uniting together the waters of the Atlantic and the Pacific. 
The most distant parts of the earth have been reached by 
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threads of iron over which pass the thoughts of men in 
chariots of electric fire. "The telephone has made the 
world a great whispering gallery; the powder cart and 
the subtle arts of diplomacy have reconstructed the entire 
map of Europe; and an American medical and surgical 
literature has grown up to which you have been one of 
the largest contributors—a literature which is not only read 
on this side of the Atlantic, but in every civilized country 
on the face of the globe. And yet here you still remain, 
my good friend, sturdy and strong as a great oak of the 
forest; or, like Moses, with eye undimmed and strength 
unabated. It is, I fear, too commonly thought, in these 
days of mad haste for preferment, place, or power, that 
men, when they have passed threescore and ten years, 
should gracefully retire to the shades of private and inac- 
tive life, leaving the field to younger athletes. This isa 
great mistake. Look at old Plato, at eighty-one, delving 
away at his studies with all the enthusiasm of youth; at 
Isocrates, delivering his great Panathenaic oration at 
ninety-six. No, no! ‘There is something in the grace 
and dignity of age. Its serene complacency of mind, 
when coupled with an affluent wealth of knowledge and 
rich stores of observation and experience, renders the 
presence of old men in our midst pillars of strength, not 
only in a profession like our own, but to the community 
at large, indeed to the world. ‘The wisdom of old Fabius 
was more than a match for the trained legions of the 
youthful and wily Hannibal. It was not for men like 
Milo, or Ajax, for which the Captain of all the Greeks 
prayed, in order that he might humble the proud battle- 
ments of Troy, but for men like Nestor. Long may you 
yet live, my dear sir, actively to engage in the duties of 
the profession which you have dignified and honored! 
and when the inevitable hour comes, as come it must 
to each and all of us,—that supreme hour, on which all 
the hours of human life concentrate,—may your eyes 
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close on the scenes of earth calm and quiet as a summer 
evening ! 

“It only remains for me, my dear sir, to place on the 
lapel of your coat this little decoration. It is the gift of 
the gentlemen who sit around this board. And also this 
book, which contains the names of those who participate 
in this interesting ceremonial. These souvenirs may serve, 
when you shall have laid aside the harness of conflict, to 
recall some pleasant memories of the past; and they may 
also tend to fire the ambition of your sons to emulate the 
ambition of their noble sire.”’ 

When Professor Agnew had finished his address, he at- 
tached to the lapel of my coat a gold medal, having on 
one side the monogram ‘‘S. D. G.’’ in diamonds and bril- 
liants; and on the other this inscription: ‘‘ Presented to 
Dr. S. D. Gross by his medical friends in commemoration 
of his fifty-first year in the profession, April roth, 1879.” 
The book consisted of leaves of tinted paper which con- 
tained the names, neatly written, of the invited guests 
and subscribers, and which were placed between covers of 
Russian leather. 


In response to Professor Agnew, I said: 


‘In rising to respond to the toast offered by the distin- 
guished chairman, I feel deeply oppressed by what Dr. 
Rush has so well described as ‘suffocated excitement.’ 
You need not be assured how much I appreciate the honor 
conferred upon me by this occasion and by this warm re- 
ception. The sentiments embodied in the toast touch my 
heart, and I should indeed be dead to all the finer feelings 
of my nature if I did not tender you my most cordial and 
respectful acknowledgments. It is no light compliment 
to be in such a presence or to be the guest of such a 
company. ‘To merit the approbation of my professional 
brethren and of good men generally has ever been my 
highest ambition, as it must be of every honest and vir- 
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tuous citizen. ‘The offer of a public dinner, extended to 
me a few weeks ago by a committee of my professional 
friends, took me completely by surprise, and would prob- 
ably have been promptly declined if it had not been ac- 
companied by such kind and flattering words as at once 
to satisfy me that they came from the heart. The com- 
mendations which you have bestowed upon my private 
character and public services as a practitioner and teacher 
of surgery are measured, I am conscious, rather by your 
own generous feelings than by any deserts of mine. What- 
ever value these services may possess, it is no ordinary 
consolation to me to know that they are appreciated by 
men among whom I have lived for nearly a quarter of a 
century, with many of whom I have been brought into 
frequent contact in various relations of life—often, indeed, 
under circumstances of a most trying kind—with some of 
whom I have been officially associated, and with none of 
whom, thanks be to God, have I ever had one word of 
misunderstanding. 

‘It is not a pleasant thing to speak of one’s self, but 
there are a few circumstances in the history of my un- 
eventful life to which I may perhaps be pardoned for refer- 
ring upon this occasion. I have grown old in the profes- 
sion, for, as pupil and practitioner, I have been in it for 
fifty-four years, my graduation dating back to March, 1828. 
A little over one month ago I closed my thirty-ninth course 
of lectures on surgery. If to these thirty-nine years be 
added two years spent as Demonstrator of Anatomy in the 
Medical College of Ohio, and four years passed in the Med- 
ical Department of the Cincinnati College as Professor of 
Pathological Anatomy, it will be perceived that my life as 
a public teacher extends over a period of forty-five years. 
During all this time it has been my good fortune to miss 
few lectures, either from sickness or any other cause. 

‘‘ Having been thus actively engaged for so many years 
as a public teacher, it is not surprising that my pupils 
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should be scattered far and wide over the country, while 
not a few of them are successfully practising in foreign 
climes. More than five thousand diplomas bear my sig- 
nature. Of the thirty-seven colleagues with whom I have 
at various times been associated, twenty-six have fallen by 
the wayside, for the most part ripe in years and full of 
honors, leaving eleven survivors, among others Willard 
Parker, Austin Flint, John W. Draper, Benjamin Silli- 
man, and our distinguished townsman, Joseph Pancoast, 
five men of whom any profession in any country might 
be proud. 

‘‘ Struggles of some kind are the inevitable lot of every 
man who is not born with a silver spoon in his mouth. I 
had mine, but they were the struggles of early life, and I 
thank God for them, for they taught me patience and per- 
severance and self-reliance, those powerful aids in devel- 
oping character. But they did not discourage me. On 
the contrary, I felt as Sheridan felt when he made his 
maiden speech in the British House of Commons, that it 
was in me, and would come out of me; or, as Erskine ex- 
pressed it on a similar occasion, I felt as if my children 
were tugging at my coat, and urging me on to industry 
and perseverance that I might supply their necessities. 
A brave man never yields to despair. His motto is Per- 
severantia omnia vincit! I have never lost sight of the 
fact that what a man soweth he shall reap, or that, ‘if the 
spring show no blossoms, autumn will show no fruit.’ 

‘Much has been said about the inspiration of genius. 
The greatest efforts that have ever been made at the forum, 
in the pulpit, or in the senate, in ancient or modern times, 
were the result of hard study and patient labor. Patrick 
Henry, William Pinkney, Daniel Webster, Rufus Choate, 
and others like them never made a great argument ora 
great oratorical display without preparation; and the same 
is true of every profession and every pursuit. After fifty 
years of earnest work I find myself still in the harness; 
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but, although I have reached that age when most men, 
tired of the cares of life, seek repose in retirement, and 
abandon themselves to the study of religion, the claims of 
friendship, or the contemplation of philosophy, my con- 
viction has always been that it is far better for a man to 
wear out than to rust out. Brain work, with constant 
application, has been a great comfort to me, as well as 
a great help; it has enhanced the enjoyment of daily life, 
and added largely to the pleasures of the lecture-room and 
of authorship; indeed, it will always, I am sure, if wisely 
regulated, be conducive both to health and longevity. A 
man who abandons himself to a life of inactivity after 
having long been accustomed to work is practically dead. 

‘‘In taking a retrospect of my life I have no regrets; 
and although I may not be able to say, Moz omnis moriar, 
I trust that I have not lived wholly in vain; for while 
much remains undone that might and should have been 
done, it is reasonable to suppose that at least some of the 
seed which I have sown have produced good fruit. It is 
not given to every man to be a Harvey, a Hunter, a Jen- 
ner, a Bichat, a Morton, a Paget, ora Virchow. ‘By the 
grace of God,’ says St. Paul, ‘I am whatI am.’ No man 
can rise superior to himself. 

‘“What is fame? Is it a phantom, or is it a reality? 
Alas, too often the former! too seldom the latter! No 
sooner does an author or a teacher retire from the field of 
his labor than other gods are worshipped. Happy, thrice 
happy, is he who in the evening of his life, as he reviews 
his past conduct, can say to himself, ‘I have been true to 
my profession; I have been ambitious of its glory.’ 

‘‘As IT look back through the dim vista of half a cen- 
tury, what memories crowd upon my mind! Kingdoms 
have crumbled into dust; new dynasties have sprung up; 
the world has been drenched in blood by contending 
armies ; millions of human beings have been swept away 
by pestilence and famine; civilization, commerce, the arts 
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and sciences, religion and education have found new 
homes ; the uttermost parts of the globe have been explored 
by intrepid navigators and adventurous travellers; time 
and space have been annihilated by the telegraph; and the 
employment of steam and the application of machinery 
have changed the occupations of man, and thrown upon us 
a surplus population which the wisest statesmen know not 
how to dispose of. The art and the science of medicine 
have been completely revolutionized and enriched to an 
extent which fifty years ago would have baffled the wildest 
conceptions. During these vast changes, so beneficent to 
mankind, America has not been idle. If she had con- 
tributed nothing more to the stock of human happiness 
than anzesthetics, the world would owe her an everlasting 
debt of gratitude. The fanciful and mischievous specu- 
lations which characterized medicine in the days of my 
youth have been replaced by sober facts, founded upon 
more carefully conducted observations and more rational 
deductions. In preventive medicine a new field has been 
opened which, if properly cultivated, as it seems destined 
to be, will add millions of years to the life of a human 
race. Oh, for a glance at the profession half a century 
hence, when man, enlightened and refined by education, 
and redeemed from the thraldom of ignorance and super- 
stition, shall reflect more perfectly than he now does the 
image of his Maker! 

“‘T thank you, Mr. Chairman, and you, gentlemen, who 
have honored me with your presence this evening, for the 
patience and attention with which you have listened to my 
rambling remarks. Allow me, before I take my seat, to 
wish you, one and all, prosperity and happiness, and to 
drink your health with a heart brimful of gratitude for the 
many favors that have been showered upon me by my pro- 
fessional brethren.”’ 

There have been more costly and elaborate dinners than 
this ; but there never has been one in which there was more 
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rational enjoyment, or in which a more cordial and tender 
feeling was manifested for the man whom it was de- 
signed to honor. 

Wednesday, April 30th, 1879.—I left in the 9.45 train 
this morning for Atlanta, Georgia, as a delegate to a Con- 
vention of all American Medical Colleges, the American 
Medical College Association, and the American Medical 
Association, all of which will meet in that city—the first 
on Friday, May 2d; the second on Monday, May 5th; and 
the last on Tuesday, May 6th. I reached the city at 11.45 
on the following night, much fatigued by a dreary, monot- 
onous ride through the States of Virginia, North Carolina 
and South Carolina, and a part of Georgia. No journey 
could have been more devoid of interest. 

The Convention of the Colleges of the country was, as 
will be perceived by the following preambles and resolu- 
tions, called at my instance. ‘These had been prepared 
with great care, and were unanimously adopted by the 
Medical College Association at its meeting at Buffalo in 
June, 1878. Two previous conventions having been fruit- 
lessly held for a similar purpose, the one at Cincinnati in 
1867, and the other at Washington City in 1869, I was de- 
termined to bring the subject of medical education by 
our colleges once more fully before the profession and the 
public in order that it might be thoroughly discussed, and 
finally acted upon. Alas, two entire days were spent in 
idle, vapid talk! and when the meeting broke up there was 
not a man who had at heart the interests of the profession 
and the honor of our medical schools that was not bitterly 
disappointed. Of the twenty-nine schools represented on 
the floor of the Convention hardly half a dozen had come 
with authority to adopt the reform contemplated by the 
resolutions. ‘The Jefferson Medical College, whose delegate 
I was on the occasion, remained—to her shame be it said— 
in the background. ‘This meeting, from which I had origi- 
nally expected so much, adjourned szze die at the close of 


SAMUEL D. GROSS, M.D. Bp 
the second day’s proceedings, thus ending, like its two 
predecessors, in smoke. 

The subjoined document shows the deep interest I feel 
in the progress of medical education, and how useless it is 
to expect substantial aid from our schools as at present 
constituted : 


“*Call for a Convention of all American Medical Colleges, to be 
held in the city of Atlanta, Georgia, beginning at 10 a.m., 
friday, May 2d, 1879. 

‘“DEAR SiR: At the meeting of the American Medical 
College Association, held in Buffalo, N. Y., June, 1878, 
Professor S. D. Gross, a delegate from Jefferson Medical 
College, of Philadelphia, offered the following preambles 
and resolutions : 


‘‘ Whereas, It is eminently desirable that the medical 
schools of this country should adopt a uniform system of 
instruction of a grade fully in accord with the require- 
ments of the age in other branches of study, and with the 
practice of the medical institutions of Europe; and 

“* Whereas, All the efforts to bring about such a change 
on the part of the American Medical Association, of the 
Association of Medical Teachers assembled at Cincinnati 
in 1867 and at Washington in 1869, and of different State 
medical societies, have signally failed; and 

““Whereas, The present time seems to be peculiarly 
favorable for taking strong ground upon the subject, inas- 
much as it is now attracting general attention throughout 
the United States: therefore 

‘‘ Resolved, That this Association respectfully and earn- 
estly request that the regularly organized and accredited 
medical schools of the United States hold at their earliest 
convenience a meeting for the purpose of adopting some 
definite and final action upon a subject of such vital im- 
portance to the dignity, character, and usefulness of the 
profession and the welfare of the American people. 
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‘« Resolved, That in order to impart proper efficiency to 
this plan each and every college be requested to send two 
delegates, consisting of one member of each Board of 
‘Trustees, and of one member of each Faculty, with full 
power to act for their respective institutions. 

“ Resolved, That the medical and secular press through- 
out the United States be respectfully requested to lend 
their aid in the dissemination and discussion of these pre- 
ambles and resolutions in order to place the whole matter 
of medical education prominently before the profession 
and the people. © 

‘* Resolved, That a copy of these preambles and resolu- 
tions, signed by the President and Secretary of the Asso- 
ciation, be transmitted to the officers of every regularly 
constituted medical college in the United States, with a 
request to hold the contemplated meeting at Washington 
City, or at some other central point, on the first Wednesday 
in September next, or as soon thereafter as possible. 

‘‘ Professor N. S. Davis seconded these resolutions, and 
heartily indorsed them. 

‘‘Professor T. G. Richardson moved that the time of the 
proposed meeting be the Friday preceding the meeting of 
the American Medical Association, and that the place be 
designated by the president of this Association. This 
amendment was adopted, and the preambles and resolu- 
tions as amended were agreed upon. 

‘‘In compliance with this action of the American Medi- 
cal College Association, its acting president, Professor N. 
S. Davis, of Chicago, has designated Atlanta, Georgia, as 
the place of the proposed Convention, while the aforemen- 
tioned action of the Association has appointed the time at 
10 A. M. Friday, May 2d, 1879. It is earnestly hoped that 
delegates from all ‘regularly organized and accredited 
medical schools’ in the United States will promptly meet 
at the above designated time and place. ‘That the action 
of the Convention may be definite, it is desired that each 
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college send two delegates, with full power to act for their 
respective institutions—one of these delegates to be selected 
from the Board of Trustees and one from the Faculty. 

‘‘In general terms, the object of the Convention is to 
adopt some ‘uniform system of instruction more in har- 
mony with the requirements of the age.’ Among the 
questions appropriate for discussion and decision may be 
mentioned, ‘Shall all the colleges require attendance upon 
three regular courses of lectures during three separate years 
ere admitting students to become candidates for the degree 
of M. D.? 

‘Is any uniform system possible in this or other things? 
If so, to what extent is it possible or even desirable at the 
present time? Each doctor in the land doubtless has in 
mind an ideal medical college system. But this Conven- 
tion cannot act upon idealities; it can only act upon that 
which is practicable to all honest and efficient medical 
schools. 

“Tt is hoped that the medical press and teaching frater- 
nity will freely and exhaustively discuss the subject-matter 
of this Convention. ‘The doing of this at once will enable 
it to enter upon its labors with a complete knowledge of 
the facts in the case. 

‘“'To avoid misconception, let it be distinctly noticed 
that, although this Convention is called by the ‘American 
Medical College Association,’ it is entirely distinct from 
that body. When assembled, the Convention will elect its 
own officers and adopt its own methods for transacting its 
business in pursuance with the object of the call. 

‘* Signed, NATHAN S. Davis, M. D., 

“Acting President of the American Medical College Association. 

‘“‘LEARTUS CONNOR, M. D., 


“ February 6th, 1879. Secretary, Detroit, Michigan. 


‘““Pp S.—It is desired that those colleges which decide 
to attend the aforesaid Convention by delegates will send 
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notice to that effect to the Secretary at any time previous 
to April 25th.”’ 


May 5th.—The College Association labored hard, and, 
like the Convention above referred to, accomplished no- 
thing. ‘There was a good deal of angry discussion, many 
motions were made, and a number of alterations of the by- 
laws were proposed, to be acted upon at New York in May 
next. Before the meeting adjourned I was elected president. 

May 6th.—The meeting of the American Medical Asso- 
ciation took place this morning, and although the attend- 
ance was not large, it was highly respectable. Several 
Southern States—hitherto, since the war, absent from the 
meeting—sent delegates. The utmost harmony prevailed. 
A number of interesting and instructive papers were read, 
and the address of Dr. Parvin, the president, was a chaste 
and scholarly production, delivered in a masterly manner. 
Dr. Lewis A. Sayre was elected president, and I acted as 
chairman of the Committee on Nominations. ‘The citizens 
of Atlanta entertained the Association most hospitably. 
Governor Colquitt gave a reception at the State mansion, 
and the medical fraternity spared no efforts to make the 
time of the members of the Association pass pleasantly. 
Atlanta is not an attractive town, but it has a number of 
elegant residences, and is the centre of a considerable 
number of railways, which impart to it an appearance of 
more than ordinary activity. It has two medical schools— 
neither of them, as might be supposed, in a flourishing 
condition. It also boasts of two medical journals. 

Wednesday, May 14th.—Early in February, 1870, I re- 
ceived an urgent invitation to deliver, on the 14th of the 
ensuing May, the public address at the dedication of the 
monument erected at Danville, Kentucky, by the Ken- 
tucky State Medical Society in honor of Dr. Ephraim 
McDowell. As I had been mainly instrumental in placing 
McDowell's claims upon a fixed and permanent basis, as 
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has been stated, I considered it my duty to accept the 
offer, and at the appointed time discharged what to me had 
become a pleasant task. The address, which has been 
published in pamphlet form, was delivered in the large 
Presbyterian church at Danville, in presence of the Goy- 
ernor, Lieutenant-Governor, Governor-elect, and of other 
distinguished men, and a large and select audience com- 
posed of the citizens of Danville and of the neighboring 
country. A number of McDowell’s descendants were 
present, and added to the interest of the occasion. One 
lady, a grand niece, came upon the stage after the exer- 
cises were over, and evinced her gratification by giving 
meakiss! Immediately after the close of the address my 
former pupil, Dr. Richard O. Cowling, presented to me, 
on behalf of the Kentucky State Medical Society, in the 
most eloquent terms, the knocker which had so long hung 
upon McDowell’s door, and which had so often summoned 
him by day and by night to deeds of mercy. ‘This gift is 
now in my possession, and I intend to give it ere long to 
the Philadelphia Academy of Surgery. I enjoyed my 
visit to Danville very much, and my address was, I have 
reason to believe, well received. After the meeting was 
dismissed, there were a number of public receptions by the 
more prominent and wealthy citizens of the place. Dr. 
McMurtry, a promising young physician, and chairman 
of the Committee of Arrangements, was very kind and at- 
tentive to me during my sojourn. 

The day after the celebration I paid my respects to Mrs. 
Young, widow of the late President of Centre College, and 
daughter of my late friend, Mr. John J. Crittenden, who 
with her daughters occupies a pleasant house in the sub- 
urbs of the city, and who entertained me with some agree- 
able reminiscences of departed Kentuckians. I also called 
upon another old friend, Mrs. Dudley, the excellent matron 
of the Kentucky Deaf and Dumb Asylum, an institution 
in which she takes great pride and interest. 
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During my journey from Atlanta to Louisville I stopped 
over night and spent part of a day at Nashville, where I 
met my old friend, Dr. W. T. Briggs, the Professor of 
Surgery in the University of that city, who showed me 
many objects of interest, among others the Capitol and the 
College buildings of the Medical Department of the Uni- 
versity. I was presented to A. S. Marks, the Governor, 
a handsome, intelligent, and popular man, who lost a leg 
in our civil war. ‘The Capitol, situated on an eminence, 
is built of T’ennessee granite, and is one of the finest edi- 
fices in the United States. Its dome affords a beautiful 
view of the city and the surrounding country. The archi- 
tect, Mr. Strickland, sleeps, tightly incased, in one of its 
walls. The library-room is studded with tolerably fair 
portraits of the principal worthies of the State, especially 
its former governors and chief-justices, prominent among 
which is the full-length portrait of Andrew Jackson. 

The Medical College had large classes before the war. 
Its prospects are improving, although several years must 
elapse before it can attain its former prosperity. Its 
principal pillar is Briggs, who enjoys a wide reputation as 
a teacher, as a lithotomist, and as a general surgeon. He is 
assisted by a respectable corps of colleagues, who do good 
work in their respective departments. ‘The College build- 
ing is commodious without elegance, and the Museum 
contains some valuable preparations for illustrating the 
different courses of lectures. A second medical school 
was opened a few years ago under the auspices of the late 
Professor Paul F. Eve, whose son now occupies the chair 
of Surgery. 

As we drove through this beautiful city we stopped at 
the fine mansion of Mrs. Polk, widow of the late Presi- 
dent, whose remains are interred in the garden in front 
of the house, under a monument erected, if I mistake 
not, by the lady herself. The door was opened by a col- 
ored servant, who ushered us into a large, well-furnished 
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parlor, where we were soon greeted by the hostess with 
a cordial welcome. I said, ‘‘I hope you will excuse 
me for troubling you this warm morning; but I could 
not think of passing through Nashville without paying 
my respects to a lady so much beloved and so widely 
known ;’’ adding, ‘‘I have not had the pleasure of see- 
ing you since I met you at Cincinnati in the autumn 
of 1836 at the reception given by General Lytle to Gen- 
eral Jackson on his way from Washington City to the 
Hermitage.’”? ‘‘Ah!’ said she, ‘‘that was a long time 
ago, and I dare say you would like to know how old I 


am.’’ I replied, ‘‘I have no special curiosity on that 
subject, for, as I have just stated, I called simply to pay 
you my respects.’’ ‘‘ Well,’’ she remarked, ‘‘I am in my 
seventy-sixth year, and enjoy excellent health.’ ‘‘ You 
certainly look well,’? was my answer; ‘‘and there is 
nothing in your appearance to indicate that you have 
attained that age.’’? She is a well-preserved woman, and 


very lady-like in her appearance, rather tall, sprightly, 
and animated in conversation, and loves to talk of her late 
husband, who, although not a man of the highest grade 
of intellect, was well acquainted with the duties of govern- 
ment, and made a pure and dignified magistrate. After 
having passed an agreeable half hour with Mrs. Polk, we 
took our departure with our best wishes for her happiness. 
In the afternoon I took the train for Louisville, where 
I spent the next two days in the midst of some of my old 
friends, comparatively few of whom now survive. Gen- 
eral and Mrs. Preston with their daughters were especially 
kind to me, and I received much attention from my pro- 
fessional brethren, several of whom lost no time in press- 
ing me into their service. Great changes and improve- 
ments are everywhere visible since my removal in 1856. 
September 17th.—My friend, Dr. Henry Wentworth Ac- 
land, Regius Professor of Medicine in the University of 
Oxford, arrived this afternoon with his son Theodore to 
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pay me a visit which he had promised me several years 
ago. He had just visited Saratoga and Lake Champlain 
in quest of health and recreation, and was anxious before 
looking at Baltimore and Washington City to see some- 
thing of Philadelphia. Before he came to me he had 
intended to spend a few days with General and Mrs. 
McClellan, at Orange, New Jersey, where I was to meet 
him, but owing to the General’s sudden indisposition the 
arrangement, much to our mutual regret, fell to the 
ground. At a formal dinner which I gave him, among 
the guests were Mr. Henry C. Carey, Mr. George H. Boker, 
General Robert Patterson, Professor Alfred Stillé of the 
University of Pennsylvania, Professor Roberts Bartholow 
of the Jefferson Medical College, Professor Austin Flint, 
Sr., and Professor Fordyce Barker of New York. The 
evening passed in agreeable and edifying conversation. 
Mr. Carey and Mrs. Orville Horwitz, the only lady pres- 
ent, were especially animated, and added not a little to the 
life and enjoyment of the occasion. ‘The day after the 
dinner I drove Professor Acland to the Woman’s College, 
with whose workings he was anxious to familiarize him- 
self, the more especially as no institution of the kind exists 
in Great Britain, and as he is one of the most influential 
members of the Medical Council, whose duty it is, under a 
government appointment, to superintend medical schools 
and medical education. At half past twelve o’clock he 
accompanied me to the amphitheatre of the Jefferson Med- 
ical College, where he addressed the class in some appro- 
priate remarks, and witnessed an amputation of the hip- 
joint which I performed upon a Methodist clergyman 
who had come all the way from ‘Texas for relief. Late 
in the afternoon he left for Baltimore, but before taking 
leave of us he ran rapidly to have a final look at my 
patient, in whom he took the deepest interest, and who, 
thanks to good luck and kind and unwearied care and 
attention, made an excellent recovery, surviving the oper- 
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ation two years and a half, living most of the time in per- 
fect health, and always standing up in the pulpit during 
his clerical exercises. 

It would be hard to find in all England a more active 
man, mentally and physically, than Acland. He is con- 
stantly prying into nooks and corners of whatever interests 
him, or even of what does not specially interest him. He 
is a rapid writer and a fluent speaker, with aslight lisp that 
serves to give an edge to whatever he says. He abounds 
in knowledge, general and medical, which is ever at his 
tongue’s end. There is hardly an American of note who 
visits Oxford that is not entertained at his table, and 
shown whatever is of interest in that old, weird city. He 
takes especial pleasure in pointing out the almost invisible 
path leading to the narrow creek from which are derived 
the name of Oxford and that of the great University Mu- 
seum of which he is one of the founders, and which 
already contains one of the choicest collections of objects 
in anthropology, archzeology, and natural history in the 
kingdom. His writings are characterized by strong sense 
and scholarly taste. He has taken an active part in the 
famous Contagious Diseases Acts, in hygiene, and in med- 
ical and general education. One of his earliest publica- 
tions was his Plains of Troy. In 1854 he published a 
valuable memoir on the Visitation of Cholera in Oxford. 
His memoir of Dr. William Stokes, of Dublin, prepared 
for the New Sydenham Society, is worthy alike of the 
subject and of the author. 

January 16th, 1880.—I went to New York this afternoon 
to dine with my friend, Professor Austin Flint, Sr., at 
the Manhattan Club. The invitations had been issued 
one week previously, and the day set apart for the din- 
ner was Friday, the only day of the week on which I 
could leave home for such a purpose. ‘The entertainment, 
which was given in my honor, took place at seven o’clock, 
and was in every respect worthy of the host and of the 
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Club. We sat down at a large round table decorated with 
choice flowers, and so arranged as to place us within easy 
view of one another. Smoking began at ten o’clock, fol- 
lowed by the recital of numerous anecdotes, many of 
which elicited rounds of applause. ‘The occasion was one 
not soon to be forgotten. ‘The company consisted, besides 
the host, of Dr. Isaac E. Taylor, President of the Faculty 
of the Bellevue Hospital Medical College ; Dr. James R. 
Wood; Dr. Lewis A. Sayre, President-elect of the Ameri- 
can Medical Association; Dr. Fordyce Barker; Dr. Det- 
mold, the orthopedic surgeon, and a pupil of Stromeyer 
of Hanover; Dr. John Gray, Superintendent of the Luna- 
tic Asylum at Utica; Dr. Peters; Dr. D. B. St. John 
Roosa; Dr. Lusk; Professor Doremus, the chemist; Dr. 
Alexander H. Mott; Dr. Austin Flint, Jr.; Dr. ‘‘Char- 
ley’’? Smith, the anecdotist; Dr. Draper; Dr. S. W. Gross ; 
and myself, who occupied the seat of honor between the 
host and Dr. Peters. With all of these New Yorkers I 
was more or less intimately acquainted—a circumstance 
which contributed greatly to my enjoyment. A number 
of prominent physicians and surgeons who had been in- 
vited declined on account of other engagements. The 
party broke up at fifteen minutes of twelve o’clock, when 
we drove to Professor Flint’s residence, under whose hos- 
pitable roof I remained until the next afternoon. Then I 
left for my home, where I arrived at half past six, having 
left Jersey City two hours and a half previously. 

The journey from Philadelphia to New York is one of 
remarkable ease and speed compared with what it was 
fifty years ago. In December, 1828, it took Mr. John 
Grigg, the publisher, and myself nearly an entire day to 
reach the latter city. Leaving Philadelphia on a steam- 
boat at eight o’clock in the morning, we landed at Bristol 
about ten o’clock. Then we took seats in a stage-coach, 
in which, along with sixteen similar vehicles, we rode to 
New Brunswick, where we embarked on another boat, 
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which landed us at New York about seven o’clock in the 
evening. ‘This was considered at that time good speed; 
and it must be added that the journey was a very merry 
one, performed as it was in so many coaches, each drawn 
by four fine horses, and crowded with passengers, the 
whole forming a line nearly one mile in length. Whata 
contrast between the past and the present! If to-day a 
man were compelled to move in that comparatively tor- 
toise-like manner, would he not groan aloud? An hour 
and fifty-five minutes now—ere long to be reduced to one 
hour and a half! Surely the railroad and telegraph have 
annihilated space and time. 
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MADE PRESIDENT OF PENNSYLVANIA COLLEGE OF DENTAL SURGERY— JOHN 
KEARNEY RODGERS—DAVID HOSACK—GEORGE BUSHE—JOHN W. FRANCIS— 
THE SOCIAL POSITION OF THE DOCTOR— THE AMERICAN PHILOSOPHICAL 
SOCIETY — VISIT NEW ORLEANS — BANQUET — WARREN STONE — CHARLES 
ALOYSIUS LUZENBERG—TOBIAS G. RICHARDSON — MOBILE — SAVANNAH— 
CHARLESTON, 


FEBRUARY 20th.—I lunched to-day with Mrs. George W. 
Biddle, wife of the eminent lawyer, to meet Mrs. Newman 
of Elizabeth, New Jersey, and Mrs. George Biddle, two 
daughters of my old friend J. Kearney Rodgers of New 
York, whose acquaintance I made during my connection 
with the New York University in 1850. Dr. Rodgers was 
married twice—first to Miss Nicholson of Baltimore ; and 
afterwards to Miss Hosack, daughter of the eminent Dr. 
David Hosack, of New York, who still survives. Mrs. 
Newman, who is a daughter of the first wife, received me 
with cordiality, and I was soon engaged in conversation 
with her. She was quite agreeable, and I could not help 
telling her how much she looked like an English woman. 
She is intelligent, self-possessed, and lady-like. She is 
married to a merchant, who is somewhat her senior in 
age, very modest, and rather retiring in his habits. Mrs. 
Newman spends much of her time in charitable works, 
and she is deeply interested in the Sunday-schools of her 
parish. Mrs. Biddle is the younger sister, or rather step- 
sister, married to a highly promising son of Mr. George 
W. Biddle. Like Mrs. Newman, she is intelligent, and 


possesses an active and inquisitive mind. ‘The party at 
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Mrs. Biddle’s, though small, was very pleasant, and at the 
end of two hours I left the table with reluctance. 

Mrs. Newman and Mrs. Biddle met me at dinner at 
my house the following Sunday, when the conversation, 
although of a more mixed character than at the luncheon 
on the previous Friday, turned upon their father and Dr. 
Hosack. The husband of Mrs. Biddle was also present. 

February 24th.—The Board of Trustees of the Pennsyl- 
vania College of Dental Surgery, at their meeting to-day, 
unanimously elected me their president, an office filled by 
the late Henry C. Carey from the foundation of the in- 
stitution to the time of his death last October. ‘Three 
members of the board had previously called upon me to 
ask my consent to be put in nomination, as I had not be- 
fore been connected with the school. 

February 28th.—The College had its twenty-fourth 
Commencement at twelve o’clock to-day, and it devolved 
upon me as its chief officer to confer the degrees upon 
fifty-seven candidates, including two women. In congratu- 
lating the graduates upon the completion of their studies 
and upon their entrance into professional life, I extended 
my special sympathies to the young women. I spoke to 
them words of encouragement, telling them that they 
could not fail to do well if they were true to themselves 
and to their profession, and that the dentist of the Empress 
of Germany was a woman, and a graduate of the Pennsyl- 
vania College of Dental Surgery. One of them, a native 
of Germany, took a prize for proficiency in her dental 
studies, and she is said to possess marked ability, having 
made herself fairly acquainted with the English language, 
of which she hardly knew anything on her arrival in this 
country two years ago. 

One Sunday in March I had the pleasure of entertain- 
ing at dinner Mrs. O’Sullivan, the eldest daughter of 
Dr. Rodgers, and Miss Hosack, a daughter of Dr. David 
Hosack, both of New York. Mrs. O’Sullivan is the wife of 
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our former Minister at the Court of Portugal, well known 
at home and abroad. She informed me that she had lived 
twenty-two years in Europe, during which time she was 
brought into contact with many persons of distinction. 
She bears a close resemblance to her father, is cultured 
and refined, talks well, and has a pleasing voice and man- 
ner. Miss Hosack is a woman of fine type. She is now 
seventy-two years of age, and is not ashamed to confess 
the fact. She told me that the statement circulated by 
the medical press of this and other countries soon after the 
death of her father, that he had sustained heavy losses 
during the great fire in New York, was without the shadow 
of truth. ‘These losses—it was, I well remember, currently 
reported—had caused such deep chagrin as to bring on the 
attack of apoplexy of which he died within a few days. 
Hosack was an earnest advocate of bleeding, and immedi- 
ately after this attack came on, although he was partially 
unconscious and unable to speak, he held out his arm. A 
vein was speedily opened by his son, Dr. Alexander Eddy 
Hosack, who happened to be near him at the moment. 
These little incidents—two family Sunday dinners and 
Mrs. Biddle’s luncheon—have served to remind me forci- 
bly of some features in the life of Dr. John Kearney 
Rodgers, which I will briefly refer to. I do this the more 
willingly because Rodgers was not only well read and 
versed in his profession, but he was a great operator and 
an amiable gentleman, a kind husband, a devoted father, 
and a staunch friend. I recollect him as a stout man, 
more than six feet in height, well built, with a large 
head, light eyes, small, slightly sandy whiskers, and an 
expressive countenance. He was a good talker and loved 
to converse on professional topics. He was quite free from 
jealousy, so common in our ranks, and was full of sim- 
plicity, the characteristic of a great mind. Born in the 
city of New York in 1793, he was of Scotch descent, and 
the eldest son of a physician, his paternal grandfather 
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having been a Presbyterian clergyman of note. He ob- 
tained his classical education at Princeton College under 
the presidency of Dr. Samuel Stanhope Smith, with whom, 
however, he was not a favorite. As the story goes, the 
master one day in a fit of anger told his pupil that if 
he did not mend his ways he might as well shut up his 
books, for he never could become useful or distinguished 
as he was then going on. ‘To this taunting remark the 
future surgeon promptly replied, ‘‘’The world shall see, 
sir!’ And indeed the world did see! This occurrence was 
the turning-point in his life. The unfeeling remark stimu- 
lated his ambition and roused his dormant energies into 
full activity. His early medical studies were conducted 
in the office of Dr. Wright Post, Professor of Anatomy in 
the College of Physicians and Surgeons of New York, a 
surgeon famous in his day, rendered so mainly by the fact 
that he was the first to ligate successfully the subclavian 
artery, a feat worthy of American surgery. In 1816 he 
received his degree in that institution—a school which has 
long ranked among the foremost of the country. Even be- 
fore his graduation he acted as Demonstrator of Anatomy 
to his master, served for a time as House Surgeon to the 
New York Hospital, and then, armed with letters of intro- 
duction, went to London to pursue his studies at the hos- 
pitals of that city under the famous masters of the metrop- 
olis. While abroad he became much interested in the 
study of ophthalmic surgery, and soon after his return 
established, along with his friend Dr. Edward Delafield 
and others, the New York Eye Infirmary. In 1818 he was 
appointed Demonstrator of Anatomy in the College of 
Physicians and Surgeons of New York, and four years 
afterwards Surgeon to the New York Hospital—an office 
which he had much coveted, and which he retained up to 
the time of his death in 1851, a period of nearly thirty 
years. 

As an operator, Dr. Rodgers possessed high merit, and 
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it is certain that he had for a long time no superior in this 
country, except perhaps Valentine Mott, who so long 
wielded the surgical sceptre on the American continent. 
His crowning triumph was the ligation in 1845 of the left 
subclavian artery on the inside of the scalene muscle on 
account of a huge aneurism of that vessel, a feat which, 
up to that time, was universally regarded as impracticable. 
Those who are acquainted with the anatomy of this vessel, 
in this portion of its extent, will fully appreciate the diffi- 
culties of placing a ligature around it—difficulties vastly 
increased by the overlapping tumor and the morbid ad- 
hesions formed by its pressure. In the skill displayed in 
its performance this achievement yields in no respect to 
Mott’s celebrated case of ligation of the innominate artery, 
or even to that of the aorta by Sir Astley Cooper, and 
placed Rodgers at once in the first rank of the surgeons of 
the world. The operation, it is true, did not save the pa- 
tient’s life, but all who witnessed it agreed that it was per- 
formed in a masterly manner, and that nothing was left 
undone to insure a favorable result. 

Operative skill is not the highest attribute of surgery ; 
it is a great thing in its way, and entitled to all praise. 
But therapeutic surgery and surgical pathology stand far 
above it. Rodgers was not only an expert operator and a 
sound practical surgeon, but thoroughly versed in the prin- 
ciples of the healing art, and keen in the discrimination of 
diseases and accidents. He had made himself early in life 
an excellent anatomist, and lost no opportunity of study- 
ing morbid structure. Conscientious in dealing with his 
patients, he never operated merely for the sake of oper- 
ating, or sought that notoriety in the use of the knife, 
even when not skilfully wielded, which so often wins the 
admiration of the vulgar. In consultations he was the 
wise counsellor, and under all circumstances, in health 
and in sickness, he was the sympathizing and trusted 
friend and physician. Surely the career of such a man, 
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so full of philanthropy and genuine manliness, is one 
worthy of imitation alike of the student and the physi- 
cian. His death was caused by a rare disease,—phlebitis 
of the liver, followed by peritonitis. It is to be regretted 
that Dr. Rodgers left no record of his vast experience. 
With the exception of the publication of a few brief papers 
in the medical journals of the day, nothing appeared from 
his pen. 

Dr. David Hosack was a physician worthy to be named 
with Rush, Physick, Wistar, Chapman, and other savans. 
He was born in New York in August, 1769. He was of 
Scotch descent, and early in life evinced strong literary 
and scientific tastes, which he cultivated with diligence 
and success, so much so that he enjoyed a high reputation 
as a scholar, as a writer, as an accomplished teacher, and 
as a scientist. His classical education was received at 
Princeton, and his medical education in New York, Phila- 
delphia, and Edinburgh. In Edinburgh he remained sev- 
eral years. His dissertation upon Vision made his name 
widely known on both sides of the Atlantic. Shortly after 
his return to his native city he was elected Professor of 
Botany in Columbia College; and he taught successively 
in different schools materia medica, midwifery, and prac- 
tical medicine, the last in Rutgers Medical College. Soon 
after the college was closed, and thus ended the profes- 
sional career of the great physician and the eloquent and 
enthusiastic teacher. I heard him discourse on fevers. 
He sat in an arm-chair and read from his manuscript; but 
he frequently indulged in extemporaneous flights, accom- 
panied by flashes of his black eyes, and by graceful gestic- 
ulations, which enchained the attention of his pupils. His 
manner was delightful; his voice commanding. If, as a 
teacher, he had any fault, it was his dogmatism; and yet 
it is proper that a man of his talents, experience, and posi- 
tion should not only have decided views upon professional 
matters but that he should fearlessly express them. 
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It was by the merest accident that I heard Hosack lec- 
ture. Early in November, 1828, I had occasion, as I have 
elsewhere said, to visit New Vork to place in the hands of 
Mr. Bliss, a prominent publisher of that city, a translation 
of Hildenbrand’s monograph on contagious typhus fever. 
My old friend, Professor John Eberle, had given me a flat- 
tering letter to him, which I delivered early in the morn- 
ing after my arrival; and I need hardly add that it secured 
for me a kind reception. As I rose to take leave, Hosack 
said to me, ‘‘Perhaps you would like to see our College, 
and hear some of us lecture;’’ adding, ‘‘my own hour is 
twelve.’? I said, ‘‘Thank you; I will be with you at the 
appointed time.’’? He presented me to the class, and after 
making some complimentary remarks, in which he referred 
to the object of my visit, proceeded with his lecture. After 
it was over, he said, ‘‘The New York Philosophical So- 
ciety will meet at my house this evening, and you must 
not fail to come.’? On my arrival at his house in Cham- 
bers Street, opposite the City Park, I was surprised to find 
a large assembly of gentlemen and ladies, the former in- 
cluding eminent artists, scientists, and authors, to many 
of whom I was presented by the host. Supper was served 
in a spacious dining-room at fifteen minutes of eleven 
o’clock, when I was kindly placed at the seat of honor 
on his right. The menu embraced every available del- 
icacy, and the wines were of the best quality. The con- 
versation was animated, but philosophy was forgotten in 
the convivialities of the occasion. One man at least was 
sick, although I can testify to the fact that he ate and 
drank in the most temperate manner. It was considerably 
after midnight when the company separated. I saw Dr. 
Hosack only once after this pleasant event—namely, in 
1832, during the visitation of the Asiatic cholera, when 
the whole city of New York was wrapped in gloom, and 
when he himself spent most of his time at his country 
residence on the Hudson. 
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Dr. Hosack was an excellent botanist and mineralogist, 
and the author of three volumes of medical essays, of nu- 
merous articles in the medical journals, and of a Life of 
De Witt Clinton, and of Dr. Hugh Williams. After his 
death a volume on the Practice of Medicine, edited by 
his friend and former pupil, Rev. Dr. Ducachet, of Phila- 
delphia, was published, but it failed to attract favorable 
notice, and may indeed be said to have fallen stillborn 
from the press. The matter had grown obsolete, and 
should have been consigned to the flames. The days of 
nosology had departed, and a new era had been inaugu- 
rated. Fortunately the editor had the good sense to sup- 
press a vast amount of the material which Dr. Hosack’s 
will had intrusted to his charge. 

Dr. Hosack was a public-spirited man, and took a lively 
interest in whatever appertained to the welfare of the city 
and State of New York. Many of his discourses relate to 
agricultural affairs. He watched with pride the progress of 
the Erie Canal, and established at Hyde Park, on the banks 
of the Hudson, a fine botanical garden, rich in exotic 
plants and flowers. He was elected early in life a member 
of the Royal Society of London and of that of Edinburgh, 
and was created LL. D. by Princeton College. He was 
married three times, twice to ladies of wealth and high 
social rank. He was of medium height, well built, with 
a dark complexion, black eyes, heavy brows, and fine fea- 
tures. He was one of the originators of the New York 
Historical Society, of the Horticultural Society, of the 
New York Literary and Philosophical Society, and in 
conjunction with his friend and former pupil, Dr. John 
W. Francis, of the American Medical and Philosophical 
Register. He carried on a large correspondence with 
many prominent literary and scientific men at home and 
abroad; and along with De Witt Clinton and Bishop 
Hobart he was engaged for many years in enterprises 
designed to promote the arts and sciences, the literary 
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taste of the community, and the establishment of chari- 
table institutions. As a connoisseur of the fine arts, none 
of his contemporaries excelled him. His death occurred 
in December, 1835. 

Among the medical men present at Dr. Hosack’s party 
there were two to whom I was especially attracted: Dr. 
George Bushe and John W. Francis—the one destined to a 
premature grave, the other to a brilliant career as a physi- 
cian and to literary and social eminence. Bushe was an 
Irishman, who had been brought here at the instance of 
Mr. William Lawrence, of St. Bartholomew’s Hospital, 
London, to fill the chair of Anatomy in Rutgers Medical 
College made vacant by the retirement of Godman. He 
was more than six feet and three inches in height, with 
light blue eyes, delicate features, and sandy whiskers. 
There was a hectic flush upon his cheeks. I heard him 
deliver, on the previous morning, an excellent discourse 
on the anatomy of the hip-joint, in which he referred, in 
glowing terms, to the labors of Bonnetus, Morgagni, and 
other pathological authorities, with which he seemed to be 
familiar. The hours passed rapidly and pleasantly, the 
attention of every student being rivetted to the subject. 
The lecture was able and animated, abounding in flights 
of gentine eloquence. 

Many anecdotes are told of Bushe, and none with greater 
zest and emphasis than those that were related of him by 
his former associate, Dr. John W. Francis. ‘That he was 
aman of talent and of not a little genius is certain; but it 
is also certain that he was unscrupulous, on all occasions 
taking advantage of his fellow-practitioners, so that at 
length hardly any one would meet him in consultation. 
When Rutgers College was broken up, as it was in less 
than three years after he entered it, he was thrown upon 
his own resources as a surgeon for the support of his 
family ; and the consequence was, if report be true, that 
he often used the knife where a conscientious surgeon 
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would not have interfered. He was very poor when he 
reached this country; and any fee, however small, must 
therefore have been of importance to him. He possessed 
much operative skill, combined with an amount of dash 
that did not fail to take with all classes of people. Some 
of his operations, such, for example, as the ligation of the 
common iliac artery in a child only six weeks old for a 
nevus of the vagina, perineum, and anus, were meritori- 
ous achievements. Mott, who could brook no rival, dis- 
liked him; and the hatred soon became mutual. Bushe 
contributed numerous articles to the medical press; and 
in 1831 he founded the New York Medico-Chirurgical 
Bulletin, which, however, was suspended at the close of 
the second volume. ‘The work by which he is chiefly re- 
membered is his treatise on the Malformations, Injuries, 
and Diseases of the Rectum and Anus, issued in 1837, 
only a short time before his death. It is a creditable pro- 
duction, and may be consulted with advantage on account 
of its admirable delineations of the various surgical affec- 
tions incident to these regions of the body. It is accom- 
panied by a volume of beautiful plates. Dr. Bushe died 
of consumption in 1837, at the age, if I mistake not, of 
thirty-seven. 

Dr. John W. Francis was the prince of good fellows, 
the soul of wit and humor, a man of great learning, an ex- 
cellent talker, a facile writer, a capital speaker—in short, 
a man whose like we shall not soon see again. Such a 
face; such a head, with its long curly hair; such a voice; 
such a pleasant manner; such warmth of expression ; such 
a cordial shake of the hand; such good nature, are things 
which can never be forgotten. They were peculiarly his 
own. I wish it were in my power to convey to my readers 
an idea of his genius, of his flow of spirits, of his intelli- 
gence, of his learning, of his conversational powers, and 
of the fund of anecdotes at his command. Nature had 
endowed him with rare gifts. He was of German descent 


92 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 


by the father’s side, and of Swiss by the mother’s, and 
he was born in the city of New York in 1789. In his 
youth he worked for a time in a printing-office. His 
classical education was obtained in Columbia College, and 
his medical education in the College of Physicians and 
Surgeons of his native city. Dr. Hosack, his preceptor, 
seeing his professional promise, took him into partner- 
ship, and, for a time the tutor and the disciple worked 
shoulder to shoulder in furtherance of their common in- 
terests and the common weal. How long this connection 
lasted I am unable to say; but there is no doubt that it 
was mutually advantageous, and it is certain that the 
friendship which grew out of it continued warm and fresh 
during the remainder of their lives. When the medical 
department of Rutgers College was organized Hosack 
and Francis became colleagues, and, along with Mott 
and other distinguished associates, exerted their utmost 
powers, although in vain, to build up a great and perma- 
nent seminary of medical science. "They founded, and for 
four years edited, The American Medical and Philosophical 
Register, a periodical which, short-lived as it was, was 
well received 1n Europe and America. Francis, as was 
then the custom with the wealthier and more ambitious 
American students, spent some time in Europe, passing 
most of it in London, Edinburgh, and Paris, where he at- 
tended the great hospitals and the lectures of Abernethy, 
Cline, Haighton, Cooper, Bell, Gregory, Duncan, Dupuy- 
tren, Roux, and other masters in medicine, surgery, and 
obstetrics. While abroad he made the acquaintance of 
a number of eminent literary and scientific men, such as 
Brewster, Jameson, Walter Scott, Playfair, Gall, and Cu- 
vier. He was successively Professor of Materia Medica, of 
the Institutes of Medicine, of Medical Jurisprudence, and 
of Obstetrics—the last in Rutgers Medical College. When 
this institution was disbanded he retired to private life and 
devoted himself exclusively to professional and charitable 
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work. He contributed many valuable papers to the peri- 
odical press; became again for a short time an editor of a 
medical journal; brought out an edition of Denman’s Mid- 
wifery, illustrated by copious notes and additions; wrote 
numerous biographical sketches, among others one of Dr. 
Samuel Latham Mitchill for my American Medical Biog- 
raphy ; and late in life published his Historical Reminis- 
cences of New York, a work which was most favorably 
received. He was, in fact, a prolific author, although he 
never published a systematic treatise on any branch of 
professional knowledge. He wielded a facile pen, and 
writing was evidently a source of great pleasure to him. 
In 1848, soon after the organization of that now flourish- 
ing institution, the New York Academy of Medicine, he 
was elected its President; and in 1850 Trinity College, 
Hartford, Connecticut, conferred upon him the degree of 
LL.D. He was a member of many American and foreign 
societies. He died in February, 1861, in the seventy-sec- 
ond year of his age, ripe in honor and universally regretted. 

In summing up the character of Dr. Francis it is appar- 
ent from this brief sketch of his life that its salient traits 
were industry, versatility, benevolence, culture, probity, 
intelligence, and genius, all developed in a high degree. 
He had a warm sympathy for his fellow-beings, and a deep 
sense of the dignity and usefulness of his profession, of 
which he was so long one of the main pillars in his native 
city and State. He was eminently speculative, thoroughly 
orderly and systematic, and he was capable of taking a 
comprehensive view of everything upon which he was en- 
gaged. He took a deep interest in the establishment of 
the Woman’s Hospital in New York, originated by Dr. J. 
Marion Sims. His interest in the Typographical Asso- 
ciation of New York never flagged. Having himself been 
a printer in early life, he never lost an opportunity to pro- 
mote the welfare and the respectability of that honored 
craft. He was a great lover of the fine arts, and of what- 
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ever was calculated to refine man’s taste. The death of a 
young and promising son bearing his name was a great 
shock to him, from the effects of which he was long in 
recovering. His wife survived him several years. My 
friendship for Francis was warm, and the pleasantest re- 
lations existed between us. 

March 14th.—The subjoined letter explains itself. So 
many aspersions have been cast upon the medical profes- 
sion, even by some of its members, that I considered it 
my duty to enter the field and fire a shot at the enemy. 
A man who will not stand up for his guild when assailed 
by prejudice and malevolence is unworthy of his vocation. 
I desire to make a permanent record of this letter that 
it may be known that I have ever been ready to defend our 
honor and our rights: 


From THE MEDICAL RECORD, Wew York, March 13th, 1880. 
THE SOCIAL POSITION OF THE DOCTOR. 
TO THE EDITOR OF THE MEDICAL RECORD. 


Dear Sir: In your issue of February 14th occurs the following 
sentence: ‘The social position of the doctor in this country is 
not, on the whole, a very high one; because the individual doctor 
has not the means, and often, it must be confessed, not the educa- 
tion or taste, to make it such.’? These remarks, it seems, were 
elicited by some strictures made by Dr. J. Milner Fothergill, of 
London, in a letter in a recent number of the Philadelphia Medical 
Times, respecting the social position of medical men and their 
wives in Great Britain, the latter of whom he declares to be mere 
pariahs or social outcasts without any position whatever. With this 
statement of Dr. Fothergill I have no concern, although I take leave 
to express my conviction that it is entirely erroneous. 

To the assertion of the Record I am obliged to take exception, 
for I am sure it is not true. I have lived a good while in the world, 
and having seen a great deal of society I am safe in asserting that 
there is no profession, vocation, or pursuit which, on this side of 
the Atlantic, enjoys a higher social status than the medical, the 
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clerical not excepted. The refined and educated American physi- 
clan is a prince among men, and his wife is ever his equal in the 
social circle. Indeed, she is often a leader in, and a queen of, 
society. Who has not heard of the late Mrs. Octavia Walton 
Le Vert, the wife of the distinguished Dr. Henry S. Le Vert, of 
Mobile, Alabama? This lady, so accomplished as a linguist, as 
a writer, and as a conversationalist, was everywhere honored and 
caressed by the good and the great at home and abroad. No 
American woman ever received more homage or consideration at 
foreign courts than she. For many years she was a leader of 
fashion in her own city, rendering her house one of the most at- 
tractive in the country, and adding greatly to the reputation of her 
husband. Many similar instances might be cited of the wives of 
medical men, who, by their manners, culture, intelligence, and re- 
finement, have attained to the highest social rank. In my own 
city the educated physician is, and always has been, the peer of the 
best man in the community, whatever may be his calling. There 
is never any large dinner-party, an evening gathering, or a club- 
meeting, at which there is not always a full representation of medi- 
cal men, who neyer fail to hold their own by their good breeding, 
their general intelligence, or the elegance of their manners. The 
Wistar parties, so called in honor of Dr. Caspar Wistar, the cele- 
brated Professor of Anatomy in the University of Pennsylvania, 
which, for nearly half a century, were the acknowledged centres 
of the refinement and intellectual culture of Philadelphia, were 
largely composed of medical men, among others, of Chapman, 
James, Dewees, Hays, Bache, René La Roche, Robley Dunglison, 
and George B. Wood, men who in a social point of view were the 
peers of the Binneys, the Sergeants, the Ingersolls, the Whartons, 
the Cadwaladers, and other distinguished laymen. ‘The wives of 
these men were all on an equal footing. Where their husbands 
went they went; they were not pariahs or social outcasts. On 
the contrary, they were refined and cultured, the peers of any sim- 
ilar number of women in the country. What woman in America 
ever occupied a higher social position than the wife of Dr. James 
Rush, the author of The Philosophy of the Human Voice? The 
Morgans, Shippens, Rushes, Wistars, Bartons, and Dorseys of 
former days held, along with their wives, an equally commanding 
social status. 
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During my residence at Cincinnati and at Louisville I never 
failed, in attending an evening party, a dinner, or a social enter- 
tainment of any kind, to meet with some of my professional friends 
and their wives, sons, or daughters; and I speak advisedly when I 
declare, although it may be at the expense of repeating myself, 
that there is not a city or town of any considerable size in the 
Union in which the same state of things does not obtain. If you 
look at the medical profession in your own city, you will find a 
further illustration of the truth of my statements. In 1828 I was 
at a Thursday evening reception given by the late Professor David 
Hosack, one of the medical luminaries of his day, to the New 
York Philosophical Society, which was graced by a large num- 
ber of distinguished jurists, divines, artists, and literary gentle- 
men, including, as I well remember, such men as Francis, Mac- 
neven, Mott, J. Kearney Rodgers, and the great and good but 
eccentric Samuel Latham Mitchill, and their wives. It was one 
of the most brilliant assemblies I have ever witnessed. It is not 
necessary to ask what was the social status of such men as Bailey, 
Bard, Jones, Miller, Wright Post, and others, physicians whose 
names and fame are indissolubly associated with the glory of New 
York. It is folly to suppose that these men were deprived of the 
entrée of the best society of your city. 

The refined and cultivated society of Boston has always had a 
large share of the medical element. Its doors have always been 
open to the Warrens, the Haywards, the Channings, the Bigelows, 
the Jacksons, the Shattucks, the Bowditches, the Storers, the Rey- 
noldses, and others, as they still are to their descendants. Charles- 
ton, South Carolina, at one time contained the most brilliant and 
aristocratic society in this country. Nowhere has there been on 
this continent a higher type of civilization, or a greater amount of 
elegant and refined breeding, than in this once famous city—famous 
for its pretty and accomplished women, and its noble, chivalric, 
and intelligent men. Its social entertainments were of the most 
recherché and costly character. More old Madeira and sherry, 
Burgundy, and champagne were consumed, and a greater number 
of terrapins annually slaughtered at these reunions than in any 
other city of its size in America; and who that is familiar with 
the inner life of Charleston, as it existed only a short time ago, 
does not know that its society was largely indebted for the éclat 
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which it so long enjoyed to its medical men and their wives? 
The refined Samuel Henry Dickson was a host in himself—a type 
of the true gentleman who would, in any land, have graced the 
society of princes. Who is not familiar with the high social posi- 
tion of the Ramsays, the Porchers, the Ravenels, the Holbrooks, 
the Geddingses, the Prioleaus, the Frosts, and other men whose 
names adorn the medical history of the United States ? 

What is true of our larger cities in this respect is emphatically 
true of every town, village, and hamlet of the Union. Go where 
we may, the refined and cultured physician is a man of mark, 
not a whit inferior in his social position to the clergyman, the 
lawyer, the scientist, or the merchant prince. A great deal is said 
at the present day of the want of refinement and of the defective 
education of the medical student, as if he were the veriest boor 
in Christendom, hardly half-civilized, unwashed, unkempt, and 
dressed in the shabbiest garb. We are all agreed that our systems 
of instruction are sadly out of joint; that they are not what they 
should be, or what, by-and-by, they must and will be; but I am 
quite sure that if you were some day to drop into my lecture- 
room, while I am engaged in addressing nearly six hundred stu- 
dents, assembled from all parts of the country, including repre- 
sentatives from different foreign lands, you would be surprised at 
their orderly conduct, their gentlemanly appearance, and their in- 
telligent countenances. Not only are many of these youths well 
educated, but they have been reared under the best influences, and 
are destined to make their mark in the profession as well as in 
the social circle. Our army and naval surgeons are, as every- 
body knows, admitted into the best society, both at home and 
abroad. Again, not a few of our young physicians marry into 
our most distinguished families, which would assuredly not 
be the case if they were not well-bred, cultured, and meritorious 
men. 

It might seem invidious in me, if not in bad taste, to institute 
a comparison between my own and the other learned professions ; 
but I think you will bear me out in the assertion that if we take 
one hundred medical men, as we meet with them in our towns and 
cities, and place them side by side with an equal number of clergy- 
men and lawyers, they will lose nothing by the comparison either 
in mental culture, high refinement, or social position. 
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I am not sufficiently familiar with the social status of medical 
men in Great Britain, but, unless I greatly err, Dr. Fothergill has 
been inadvertently betrayed into an unfortunate slander upon his 
professional brethren, which no one will probably regret more, or 
be more anxious to correct, than himself. My two visits abroad 
brought me into contact with a large number of medical men in 
England, Ireland, and Scotland, and I can conscientiously declare 
that I did not meet with one who was not entitled to be called a 
‘‘gentleman.’’? There are, of course, different grades of society, 
and it cannot be expected that every medical man should be re- 
ceived into the highest circles. There are comparatively few in 
any profession who are thus honored. 

Every man holds his social position in his own hand. If it be 
not his birthright, he can, if he choose, or is worth anything at 
all, gradually attain it, despite untoward circumstances. The 
requirement for admission into society in Philadelphia is said to 
be family, or blue blood; in New York, wealth or money; and 
in Boston, literature or mental culture. This may be so, but it is 
so only in a certain degree, and these landmarks are rapidly be- 
coming merged into one another. Character alone should be the 
test of social distinction in a truly civilized country. 

I cannot agree with you when you say that social position is not 
a thing for which men should struggle. I cannot see how this can 
interfere with a physician’s usefulness. On the contrary, I regard 
it as one of the highest and most sacred duties of the medical man 
to cultivate the graces and amenities of social life. The absence 
of this quality lowers any profession in public estimation, and re- 
duces it to the level of the ordinary pursuits of life. Let the med- 
ical man aspire to be a refined and cultured gentleman, and do all 
he can to adorn the higher walks of life, for just in proportion as 
he does this will he be respected by the community, and add to the 
dignity of his profession. 


Very respectfully your obedient servant, 
S. D. Gross. 


PHILADELPHIA, February 25th, 1880. 


[We are glad to hear from Professor Gross on this topic. Except 
in a few unimportant particulars, to which it is unnecessary now to 
refer, we entirely agree with him in the position he has taken. But 
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we consider it quite fortunate for the readers of the Record that the 
points of difference were considered by him of sufficient importance 
to provoke the writing of his very interesting epistle.—Ep. ] 


At our fifty-fifth Commencement, which was held yester- 
day, March 13th, one hundred and ninety-six candidates 
received the degree, among whom were a number of bright, 
well-educated, genteel young men. ‘The class numbered 
five hundred and seventy-two. The audience filled every 
nook and corner of the Academy of Music. ‘The valedic- 
tory of Professor Rogers was eloquent and scholarly, and 
abounded in good advice. 

March r5th.—I dined at half past five in the afternoon at 
the St. George Hotel with members of the American Phil- 
osophical Society, which celebrated its one hundredth an- 
niversary. The Society was founded on the 25th of May, 
1743, but was not incorporated until March 15th, 1780. The 
celebration, which was a private one, was under the super- 
vision of William A. Ingham, J. Sergeant Price, and 
Henry Phillips, Jr. Nearly one hundred gentlemen sat 
down. The chair at the head of the table was occupied 
by the venerable President, Frederick Fraley, supported 
on his right by President Gilman of Johns Hopkins Uni- 
versity, and on the left by Professor E. Otis Kendall of 
the University of Pennsylvania. Among other noted 
guests were Dr. Green and Professor Guyot of Princeton, 
Professor Henry Morton of the Stevens Institute, and 
Professor Gray of Boston. "The menu was excellent; but, 
much to my regret, I was obliged to leave at eight o’clock, 
having previously engaged passage on the nine o’clock 
train for New Orleans. I therefore heard none of the 
speeches made during the evening. Among the members 
of the Society are some men of marked.ability. Benjamin 
Franklin and Thomas Jefferson were its principal origi- 
nators, and were for many years two of the most frequent 
contributors to its Proceedings. ‘he Society has a respec- 
table library, and publishes quarterly a small volume of 
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Transactions. Its foreign membership is very large, and 
embraces many illustrious savans of Europe. 

In the evening at nine o’clock, accompanied by my 
younger son, Haller, I took my seat in the Pennsylvania 
railroad train for New Orleans, having previously engaged 
a section in the Pullman car. I had long ago contem- 
plated performing this journey to gratify a desire to see 
more of the Southern States than I had yet seen, and to 
become better acquainted with their people, resources, and 
institutions. Then, again, Dr. TI. G. Richardson and his » 
excellent wife had repeatedly solicited me to pay them a 
visit, and to make their house my home during my sojourn 
in New Orleans. Moreover, my health was not very good, 
and I needed change of air, food, and scene after my hard 
winter’s work. ‘The distance of the Crescent City from 
the City of Brotherly Love is fifteen hundred and twenty- 
four miles by way of Louisville, Milan in Tennessee, 
and Jackson in Mississippi, and was made in two days 
and a half. The journey did not seriously fatigue me, 
although I spent three entire nights in the car. On our 
arrival at New Orleans, Dr. Richardson was in waiting, 
and drove us at once to his residence, where a cordial 
reception and a warm breakfast greeted us. The day was 
chiefly spent in rest. The following day I attended at the 
Grand Opera House the Commencement of the Medical 
Department of the University of Louisiana. The ven- 
erable Randall Hunt, the President of the Board of 
Trustees, conferred the degree upon forty-nine graduates, 
to whom at the close of the exercises, at the instance of 
Professor Richardson, I addressed a few words of advice 
and encouragement, in which I laid stress upon the im- 
portance of high mental culture, high social position, 
hard and persistent work, and the cultivation of the finer 
feelings of our nature. In commenting upon the last 
subject I referred in strong and affectionate terms to the 
late Dr. Warren Stone, and I closed by saying that he had 
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been in medicine what Henry Clay had been in politics 
and statesmanship; and that his name would be handed 
down to posterity as the great Commoner of his profession. 
My remarks evidently struck a sympathetic chord, for they 
were received with applause by the large audience. 

The medical department of this school is again in a 
flourishing condition, although it has not attained the 
standard it had before the war, when its classes were for 
several years, with one single exception, the largest in the 
Union. The school has three lecture-rooms, a large and 
valuable museum, and an able Faculty. Much attention 
is paid to the study of practical anatomy, and unusual 
advantages are afforded for clinical instruction by the 
Charity Hospital with seven hundred beds, generally well 
filled. 

The general Commencement address, on the Relation of 
Communities and States during Epidemics, was delivered 
by Mr. James B. Eustis, formerly a United States Senator, 
in which he justly condemned the practice of isolating the 
affected districts by stopping navigation and railway facili- 
ties without the sanction of law, as was done during the 
prevalence of yellow fever in the South in 1878. 

Judge Hunt is an aged man, in ill health, although 
his mind is still vigorous. On the Saturday before my 
departure from New Orleans I called at his office, and 
found him busily engaged in writing a lecture, which he 
intended to deliver during the afternoon to the law class 
in the University, in which he holds a professorship. He 
lamented the decline of learning and refinement of the 
bar, and highly praised the erudition, acumen, and intel- 
lectual powers of Marshall, Story, Pinkney, Chase, and 
other American lawyers. He has himself long been one 
of the lights of the Louisiana bar, formerly represented 
the State in Congress, and has been engaged all his life 
in useful and disinterested work. New Orleans is proud 
of him. 
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Two days after my arrival Dr. and Mrs. Richardson gave 
me a reception at their residence, which was attended by 
more than one hundred prominent medical gentlemen of 
New Orleans, as well as by a number of laymen, among 
others by the Rev. Dr. Leacock, Rev. Dr. Palmer, and 
Mr. Eustis. This reception was as unexpected as it 
was gratifying to me, and it brought me in contact with 
a number of physicians and surgeons with whose names 
I had long been familiar, but of whom personally I had 
no knowledge. An equally gratifying surprise was the 
banquet given to me by the physicians of New Orleans 
on the following Wednesday, March 24th, at the old Span- 
ish Fort on Lake Pontchartrain, fourteen miles from the 
city. Isubjoin the invitation: 


New Or EAns, March 23d, 1880. 
ProFressor S. D. Gross, M. D., LL. D. 

Dear Sir: In behalf of the physicians of New Orleans I beg 
leave respectfully to request you to accept from them a reception 
in your honor, to take place to-morrow, Wednesday, March 24th, 
at the Spanish Fort, Lake Pontchartrain. A special train will leave 
the depot on Canal Street at one o’clock Pp. M. 

I beg leave also to extend an invitation to your son for the same 
occasion. 

Very respectfully, your obedient servant, 
J. P. Davipson, M. D., 
Chairman Joint Committee of New Orleans Parish Medical Society 
and New Orleans Medical and Surgical Association. 


The day was pleasant, and the atmosphere balmy. ‘The 
dinner was served at three o’clock. ‘The chairman, Dr. 
J. P. Davidson, on taking his seat, extended to me a cor- 
dial welcome in the name of the medical societies of New 
Orleans, and indulged in some flattering remarks, in which 
he referred to my labors as an author, and to my pro- 
tracted and faithful services as a public teacher of surgery. 
On my left sat the Rev. Dr. Watkins, a well-known divine 
of Natchez, the father of two promising young physicians 
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present on the occasion; and on my right sat Dr. Stern- 
berger, U. S. A., a member of the National Board of 
Health. Directly opposite to me sat Dr. Davidson. ‘The 
New Orleans press was represented. A number of toasts 
were drunk, in which kind references were made to me. 
When the viands were pretty well disposed of, Dr. W. H. 
Watkins presented me with a book containing the auto- 
graphs of the gentlemen who attended the banquet, accom- 
panied with some felicitous remarks, to which of course I 
was compelled to reply. My son said I acquitted myself 
with credit, but this I much doubt, as my embarrassment 
on such occasions is always great. ‘The most happy effort 
was that of my friend, Professor Stanford E. Chaillé, a man 
of brains and high culture, always ready on a prandial 
emergency. Professor Richardson was kept unexpectedly 
away by an obstetric case, and Bemiss was off on an 
aquatic excursion in the interests of the National Board 
of Health, of which he is a prominent member. After 
having sat for two hours and a half at table in animated 
conversation, during which the wine was freely circulated, 
the whistle gave warning of the time for our departure. 
Thus, save the ride to the city, ended a day of which I 
shall always cherish pleasant recollections. 

During my sojourn in New Orleans, a period of ten days, 
I dined with Professor Chaillé and Professor Logan of the 
University of Louisiana, and I also breakfasted with Cap- 
tain and Mrs. Jesse Bell, two old friends, Mrs. Bell being 
a sister of the late Dr. Enders, of Baton Rouge, one of my 
earliest and most cherished pupils. The pleasure of the oc- 
casion was enhanced by the presence of the great preacher, 
the Rev. Dr. Palmer, and of Dr. Enders’s daughter, Lina, 
an adopted child of Mrs. Bell. I had one or two other 
invitations to dine which want of time compelled me to 
decline. 

I could not think of leaving New Orleans without visit- 
ing Mrs. Stone, the widow of Dr. Warren Stone; and the 
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widow of my early friend, Dr. Charles A. Luzenberg. 
Accompanied by Mrs. Richardson, who is thoroughly fa- 
miliar with the city, I called upon these two good women, 
and received from each of them a cordial welcome. Mrs. 
Stone, with her son Dr. Warren Stone and his children, 
lives in the house in which her husband died. She is a 
good-looking, well-preserved woman, now bordering on 
seventy years. She spoke in the most affectionate manner 
of her late husband, and a few days after our interview 
sent me his photograph, with other mementos of him. 
An excellent full-length portrait of him, painted by a 
prominent New Orleans artist, hangs in her parlor, and 
there is another in the parlor of the Charity Hospital, but 
the latter is on a small scale, and is indifferent both as a 
likeness and as a work of art. 

I did not know Dr. Stone intimately, but we often met, 
and I had therefore excellent opportunities of forming a 
proper estimate of his character as a man, as a physician, 
and asasurgeon. Born at St. Albans, Vermont, in 1808, 
he entered with a limited education as a private pupil the 
office of Dr. Twitchell, of Keene, New Hampshire, who 
long stood at the head of his profession as a surgeon in 
that part of New England. His degree was obtained in 
1831 from the medical school at Pittsfield, Massachusetts, 
among whose professors were Elisha Bartlett, Alonzo 
Clark, Willard Parker, and other great teachers. Aware 
of what little account a prophet is in his own country, he 
boldly made his way to New Orleans with hardly a cent 
in his pocket. Though a stranger among a new people, 
he soon became domesticated, made friends, and found 
himself usefully, if not profitably, occupied. His first 
public office was the Demonstratorship of Anatomy in the 
University of Louisiana. In a few years he was trans- 
lated to the chair of Anatomy, and, on the resignation of 
Dr. Luzenberg, to that of Surgery, which he held until 
1872, when ill health compelled him to retire from the 
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school. He was for many years one of the surgeons of the 
Charity Hospital, and in 1839 he opened a commodious 
private infirmary, in which he treated a great number of 
patients and performed many of the more important oper- 
ations. From this infirmary he received no substantial 
addition to his fortune, and soon after the close of the war 
its doors were permanently closed for the want of patron- 
age. It will thus be perceived that Dr. Stone worked his 
way up from an humble to an exalted position, and it will 
not detract from the merits of his contemporaries to say 
that long before his death he was the acknowledged head 
of his profession in the Southern States. His practice 
was extensive; his experience vast, both as a surgeon and 
as a physician. He was a skilful diagnostician. As to 
his merits as an operator or mechanical surgeon various 
opinions have been expressed; and as I never saw him 
use any instrument, I am not in a position to form a 
judgment upon the subject. His boldness and decision 
no one will doubt; and if he was deficient in the finer 
manipulations of his art, he ably performed all the more 
common operations. He was of lofty stature, with a noble 
forehead and expressive features. He was rather slow of 
speech, and as a lecturer deficient in animation, although 
he never failed to express himself with force and clearness. 
No one could listen to him either in the amphitheatre or 
in private conversation without being convinced that he 
was a man of great intelligence. He had a vast and most 
retentive memory. His influence in New Orleans, and, 
indeed, in the Southern States generally, was great. He 
had a hand and a heart for every one. During the prev- 
alence of the epidemics which so frequently desolated 
New Orleans and other Southern towns and cities, the 
terror-stricken people trusted in him as if he had been a 
god. Unselfishness was one of the attributes of his nature. 
Whatever he did or said was without fear or malice. 

Dr. Stone left behind him no written monument. He 
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possessed no facility as a writer, and although he was for 
a short time the editor of a medical journal, he seldom 
contributed anything to its pages. It is much to be re- 
gretted that his experience was buried with him. One 
would suppose that a man, absorbed for so many years in 
practice in the largest and most wealthy city in the South, 
would have left a considerable estate at the time of his 
death; but this was not the case. When the war was 
over he found himself in straitened circumstances, with 
no prospect of improving his condition. Doubtless his 
condition was principally due to the misfortunes growing 
out of the war; but it was also due to sheer mismanage- 
ment of his private business, such as the collection of 
bills, for which he had no taste or qualifications. He could 
make money, but could not keep it. Dr. Stone died in 
December, 1872, at the age of sixty-five, deeply regretted 
by his fellow-citizens, by the Southern people, and by the 
American medical profession. It is said that, although his 
manners were blunt, he never had an enemy, and that he 
was idolized by his patients and friends. 

I called on Mrs. Luzenberg a few days after my visit 
to Mrs. Stone. Mrs. Richardson and I entered a horse- 
car, or rather a mule-car, and after passing through a 
number of narrow, crooked streets in the old parts of the 
city near the river, reached the humble dwelling of this 
lady, now eighty years of age. For nearly thirty-two years 
she has been a widow. She was married to Dr. Luzenberg 
in 1832, when she was a young and wealthy widow of the 
name of Fort, the daughter of a New York banker. What 
a contrast between then and now! Her last husband left 
her a handsome fortune, much of it the accumulations 
from his own extensive and lucrative practice. ‘The war 
swept nearly all away. Notwithstanding that she is ad- 
vanced in years, and withal partially blind, she seemed 
to be in good spirits, and conversed with animation and 
directness upon various topics. She frequently mentioned 
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her husband, whom she idolized. She has only one sur- 
viving child, a son, who was educated at Princeton, and 
who has for several years been city attorney. A young 
granddaughter, Miss Lizzie McCay, shares her solitude, 
and contributes to her happiness. I reminded Mrs. Luzen- 
berg of the pleasant breakfast which I took with her 
and her husband, in company with Dr. Harlan, the natur- 
alist, at their beautiful residence in 1842, when her hus- 
band occupied so conspicuous a place in the profession of 
his adopted city, while she was one of the leading women 
in fashionable society. 

When I entered the Jefferson Medical College in 1826 
Charles Aloysius Luzenberg served as Demonstrator of 
Anatomy under Professor N. R. Smith. Young as he 
was, he was a good talker, and an excellent anatomist and 
demonstrator. He took his degree the ensuing spring, 
passing a brilliant examination. He settled in Burling- 
ton, New Jersey, which place, however, he soon left, in 
consequence of some difficulty, the precise nature of which 
I never learned. It was thus that I lost sight of him until 
some years afterwards, when I was told that he had set- 
tled in New Orleans, and was rapidly attaining distinc- 
tion as a surgeon and general practitioner. I had been 
but a short time in Cincinnati when I received a letter 
from him urging me to accept the chair of Anatomy in 
the Medical College of Louisiana, at that time recently 
organized and now known as the University of Louisiana. 
My connection with the Medical College of Ohio in- 
duced me to decline the offer, and it was not until 
1842 that I had the pleasure of meeting him again 
during a brief visit which I made to New Orleans. 
He occupied for a time the chairs of Anatomy and Sur- 
gery in his new school; but meeting with much opposi- 
tion, he abandoned his cherished object of building up a 
great institution, and forswore teaching, which had so 
long been the desire of his life. Dr. Luzenberg had a 
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warm, positive, and impulsive temperament, and it is not 
improbable that he occasionally gave vent to expressions 
for which in his cooler moments he was sorry. However 
this may be, a hostile clique gathered around him, which 
disgusted him with his associates and induced him to de- 
vote himself exclusively to the practical duties of his 
calling. 

Luzenberg was a man of fine intellect and high culture. 
He had the advantages of a good classical education, of 
foreign travel, of extensive reading, and of large inter- 
course with the world. He was born in Verona, in Italy, 
July, 1805. He removed to the borders of France and 
Germany, and made himself master of the languages of 
these three countries—an accomplishment which was of 
vast use to him in New Orleans, whose population is made 
up of immigrants from all parts of the world. He was well 
versed in the Latin language, which he is said to have 
spoken with fluency. His library was large, and included 
the choicest editions of the works of the fathers of the pro- 
fession. His collection of modern works was rich in the 
departments of natural history, zoology, and comparative 
anatomy. Most of his leisure hours were spent among his 
books; and it is due to him to say that he was probably 
the most cultivated and learned physician whom the South 
has ever had. He wrote with grace and elegance. A 
few fugitive pieces in the medical periodicals of the day 
are all that remain of his pen. His vast experience, like 
that of Stone, is forever lost. 

Dr. Luzenberg was of medium height, weil proportioned, 
with light-blue eyes, fine head and face, and delicate hands. 
As a husband and a father no one was ever more beloved. 
His death, in July, 1848, at the early age of forty-three, was 
caused by disease of the heart, and was deeply lamented. 

Luzenberg was an expert operator, and his feats with 
the knife have associated his name with the history of sur- 
gery in this country. Among his greatest triumphs may 
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be mentioned extirpation of the parotid gland for sarcoma- 
tous degeneration ; ligation of the primitive iliac artery for 
the cure of aneurism of the external iliac; and the excision 
of six inches of the ileum in a case of strangulated hernia, 
the ends of the bowel being stitched together according to 
the principles laid down in my monograph on Wounds of 
the Intestines. In all these cases the patients made rapid 
and permanent recoveries. He treated numerous cases of 
cataract, his favorite operation being couching, then and 
for a long time afterwards a common but objectionable 
procedure; for the immediate effects, though flattering, 
were followed by the ultimate destruction, complete and 
irremediable, of the eye as an organ of vision. Dr. Luzen- 
berg was the founder of the Society of Natural History and 
the Sciences of New Orleans, and of the Louisiana Medico- 
Chirurgical Society, of both of which he was the first pres- 
ident. Of the latter I was elected a member early in my 
professional life. 

Dr. Luzenberg had a large collection of books on yellow 
fever, with whose history, symptomatology, diagnosis, and 
treatment he had unbounded opportunities of making him- 
self familiar, both in hospital and private practice. There 
was hardly a monograph on the subject in any language 
which was not to be found in his library; and it was his 
intention to publish an exhaustive treatise upon that hor- 
rible disease, illustrated by numerous drawings represent- 
ing the varied expressions of the patient’s countenance 
and the pathological changes revealed by the knife after 
death. The manuscript was composed in the Latin lan- 
guage. Alas, he did not survive to complete his self- 
imposed task! and it remained for my learned friend René 
La Roche, of Philadelphia, to fill this gap in our litera- 
ture. 

Dr. T. G. Richardson came of an excellent family, dis- 
tinguished for its piety, enterprise, and correct citizenship. 
He has long been a member of the Presbyterian Church, 
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and is an admirer of Dr. Palmer, of whose church he 
is an elder. He has been twice married. His first wife 
was a daughter of the late Professor Charles W. Short, 
the Kentucky botanist, by whom he had four children, 
one of which died of scarlet fever; while the other three 
perished with their mother on the Mississippi River, 
the steamer on which they had been passengers having 
taken fire a short distance below Natchez. Whether they 
were burned or drowned I believe could never be deter- 
mined. ‘The maid of the party was alone saved. My poor 
friend had been expecting his family every hour, and was 
reading the morning papers in the St. Charles Hotel when 
the frightful news met his eye. This melancholy occur- 
rence happened soon after the close of the war, and pro- 
duced an effect from which it is doubtful whether he has 
entirely recovered. His present wife was a Miss Slocum, 
a woman of refinement, well known for her lovely char- 
acter and her charitable deeds. Dr. Richardson lives ina 
pleasant part of the city, in a handsome house, adorned by 
a beautiful garden and a conservatory abounding in ferns. 
His library is not large, but rich in standard authors. His 
excellent work on Anatomy has reached a second edition. 
He was for a time one of the editors of the New Orleans 
Medical Journal, and has contributed a number of valuable 
papers to the periodical press. His style as a writer is 
clear and graphic. Having for a number of years occu- 
pied the chair of Anatomy in the University of Louisiana, : 
he was, on the death of Dr. Stone, transferred to the chair 
of Surgery, which he has ever since most ably filled. As 
an operator, as a general practitioner, and as a didactic 
and clinical teacher he enjoys a wide reputation. During 
the war he espoused the cause of the Confederacy; and, 
like all who were on that side, suffered in his private for- 
tune. A friendly correspondence has long existed between 
us, and there is no man in the profession for whom I 
cherish a warmer regard. 
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Having long been anxious to see Mobile, I availed my- 
self of the opportunity afforded by my New Orleans visit 
to gratify my wishes. The journey, occupying about six 
hours, was anything but pleasant, and we were glad when 
we were set down at our hotel, which, though at one 
time the best in the city, was now old, shaky, and unin- 
viting. I soon found myself in the hands—I had almost 
said the arms—of my friend, Dr. Mastin, the accomplished 
gentleman and able surgeon, who showed my son and my- 
self every attention, driving us through the most pleasant 
parts of the city and pointing out to us every object of 
interest. The next day we were presented to the ladies 
of his family; and at one o’clock we sat down to an elabo- 
rate luncheon, at which we met several distinguished 
physicians, besides members of the Mobile bar. Mobile 
has many capabilities, but is still laboring under the 
depressing effects of our late war. It has a medical col- 
lege, but few students and no great professors. 

Augusta, Georgia, was our next objective point. Here 
we fared well under the guidance of two of its most prom- 
inent medical men, my kind friends, Dr. Henry F. Camp- 
bell, and Dr. Dugas, the veteran surgeon. ‘The latter, 
now an octogenarian, crippled in health but still active 
in mind, was as much interested in the progress of medi- 
cine as in his earlier days. He was one of the founders 
of the Augusta Medical College, and was for many years 
the leading surgeon of his State. We were indebted to 
him for a charming drive through the suburbs of the city 
as far as the Sand Hills, well known for its handsome resi- 
dences and as a winter resort for invalids. In the evening 
we were entertained by Dr. Campbell and his family with 
genuine Southern hospitality. 

A journey of eight hours brought us to Savannah, a 
beautiful: city, literally built upon sand, distinguished for 
its residences, for its square or park, and for the intelli- 
gence and hospitality of its citizens. ‘The spring roses, 
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which form so conspicuous a feature in the scenery of the 
city, had already, early as it was in the season, in great 
measure ceased to bloom; but there was an abundance of 
other flowers to atone for their absence. Bonaventure, 
which is distant four miles from Savannah, is an object of 
much interest to the visitor. Originally the seat of a 
wealthy English family, it passed in 1849 from its con- 
trol into that of the Evergreen Cemetery Company; and 
although its gates stand wide open, so as to afford the 
public free entrance, it is essentially a private burying- 
ground. Its charm lies in its majestic live oaks, so draped 
in funereal moss as to form archways in every direction, 
the whole imparting a weird appearance to the place, the 
home of many of Savannah’s dead. Our drive, which 
lay over a sandy road, afforded much enjoyment, enlivened 
as it was by our chatty and intelligent cicerone. In the 
afternoon we lunched with my friend Dr. Thomas and his 
agreeable family. An hour later we were on our way to 
Charleston, which we reached the same evening at eleven 
o’clock. 

Of Charleston I have little to say. My visit was too 
brief to do justice to a city once the residence of Calhoun, 
Hayne, Langdon Cheves, Dickson, Geddings, and other 
prominent men—a city so well known for its accomplished 
men, its refined women, and its cultured society, in which 
everybody was so much at ease and felt so little concern 
for the morrow. I wish her every prosperity and a 
speedy reinstatement in her ancient glory. I knew many 
of her older medical men, men who were a power in their 
day and generation; and I loved and respected them, as 
I love and respect those who have come into prominence 
since the close of the war. 

_The morning after our arrival we drove through the 
city to inspect the various objects of interest; visited the 
beautiful cemetery several miles beyond, a fit resting-place 
for Charleston’s great citizens; spent the afternoon on Sul- 
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livan Island; and in the evening attended the Commence- 
ment exercises of Charleston College. The next day we 
sailed up the Ashley River to Drayton Hall, stuck fast on 
a sandbar for nearly two hours, and arrived just in time 
to see nothing, our stay being hardly twenty minutes. 
The azaleas, so abundant in the proper season, were not 
in flower. A number of physicians paid their respects to 
me, among others Drs. Porcher and Kinloch, members of 
the Faculty of the Medical College of South Carolina. 
To the younger Dr. Porcher my son and I were indebted 
for much kindness, 

One of the most interesting persons whom I met at 
Charleston was the Rev. Mr. Yates. In 1828, Dr. Valen- 
tine Mott excised his left collar bone on account of a large 
tumor, the operation occupying nearly four hours. More 
than forty ligatures were required to control the hemor- 
rhage. When I saw Mr. Yates in 1880 he was seventy- 
two years of age, and in enjoyment of excellent health, 
with a good use of the corresponding limb. Mott styled 
this his Waterloo operation, as it was performed in June, 
the month in which was fought the great battle. 


215 


CHAP VE hay! 


THE UNIVERSITY OF CAMBRIDGE TENDERS THE DEGREE OF LL.D.—NEW YORK 
—THE MEDICAL COLLEGE ASSOCIATION—THE AMERICAN MEDICAL ASSOCIA- 
TION—ORGANIZATION OF THE AMERICAN SURGICAL SOCIETY—VISIT ENGLAND 
— BOWNESS — LONDON—RICHARD OWEN-—ST. GEORGE'S HOSPITAL—JOHN 
HUNTER—THE HUNTERIAN MUSEUM—CAMBRIDGE—THE BRITISH MEDICAL 
ASSOCIATION—SIR WILLIAM GULL, BART.—PAUL BROCA—BROWN-SEQUARD— 
SANDOWN—ENGLISH COUNTRY SCENES—SIR JAMES PAGET, BART.—CONFERRING 
OF DEGREE—THE BISHOP OF ELY—ST. PAUL’S, LONDON—SIR ASTLEY COOPER. 


May 17th.—The following letters were received by me 
this morning: 


Corpus CHRISTI COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE, May 4th, 1880. 

Sir: It is the intention of the University to confer honorary de- 
grees on certain persons of eminence at the meeting of the British 
Medical Association in Cambridge in August next. 

Iam requested by the Council of the Senate to ask whether you 
will be able to attend on the occasion, and whether you will allow 
yourself to be nominated to the Senate for the honorary degree of 
LL.D., the highest honorary degree which it is in the power of the 
Senate to confer. 

I have the honor to be, sir, your faithful servant, 
H. Y. PErowne, Vice-Chancellor. 


CAMBRIDGE, May 5th, 1880. 

Dear ProFEssorR Gross: I sincerely hope the offer of the hon- 
orary degree of our University which you will have received through 
the Vice-Chancellor will tempt you to come among us again, and I 
write to say that we will receive you heartily, and will provide ac- 
commodations for you during the meeting, whether you come alone 
or bring all your family with you. Kindly let me know as soon as 
you can whether you will be able to come. 

My family unite in very warm regards. 


Yours truly, GeorcE M. Humpnry. 
114 
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This compliment was altogether unexpected by me, and 
is therefore highly gratifying, because it serves to show 
that I have warm friends in England unwilling to forget 
me. Dr. Humphry, of whom I have spoken elsewhere, 
is a Fellow of the Royal Society of London, an accom- 
plished scholar, and an author of note. His treatise on 
the Human Skeleton and various other productions have 
made his name widely known on both sides of the At- 
lantic. He is an excellent physiologist and comparative 
anatomist, an original investigator, an able teacher, and 
a philosophical thinker. He is now the President-elect 
of the British Medical Association, which meets at Cam- 
bridge on the roth of August next. 

Sunday, May 30th, 1880.—I went to New York this 
afternoon in order to attend to-morrow the meeting of the 
Medical College Association, of which I was elected presi- 
dent at Atlanta last May. In the car I met Generals 
Hancock and Augur, the former of whom made himself 
especially agreeable by the recital of some interesting 
anecdotes concerning his military life in Mexico. At 
parting he gave mea pressing invitation to visit him and 
Mrs. Hancock at their residence on Staten Island. 

The Association unanimously adopted the amendment 
to its by-laws, offered a year ago by Professor Menees, of 
Nashville, which makes an attendance of three courses of 
lectures obligatory upon the student before he can become 
a candidate for graduation. This important regulation 
is to go into operation in 1882-83, and there is little 
doubt in my mind that it will be generally adopted by the 
schools of the country by that time. When this object, 
so long prayed for by the leading physicians of the coun- 
try, as well as by many of our more intelligent laymen, 
shall be attained, the nation will have cause to congratu- 
late itself upon an event which cannot fail to be of vast 


benefit to it. 
The meeting of the American Medical Association, the 
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thirty-first, was largely attended, more than a thousand 
delegates being present. Dr. Sayre, the President, deliv- 
ered a good address. He dwelt principally upon the bril- 
liant progress of medicine and surgery in this country 
during the last half century, upon the importance of the 
adoption of the metric system by the profession, and upon 
the growing necessity of establishing a medical journal, 
similar to that of the British Medical Association Journal, 
so ably conducted by Mr. Ernest Hart, of London, for the 
publication of our Transactions, thus doing away with the 
large volumes which are seldom ready until six or eight 
months after the adjournment of the meetings, and which 
hardly any one ever consults or even reads. I advocated 
the adoption of this plan years ago, and the subject was at 
the time referred to a committee of prominent members, 
who never reported. What the fate of the present recom- 
mendation may be remains to be seen. 

The entertainments given to the Association by the med- 
ical men and the citizens of New York were on a costly 
scale, and added much to the enjoyment of the meeting. 
‘The Academy of Music, where the principal reception took 
place, was floored over, and was crowded to excess. The 
fare was, I am told, very good, and the Committee of 
Arrangements had wisely excluded wine from the bill. A 
theatrical entertainment was given on the second night 
of the meeting, at which Booth, the eminent actor, ap- 
peared, with his usual ability, in the character of Iago; 
Othello was assigned to Mr. Robinson. ‘The crowd was 
great, a large number of the members being present, 
many accompanied by their wives and daughters. ‘The 
receptions given by Mr. August Belmont, by Mayor 
Cooper, and by Drs. Barker and Thomas at the New York 
Academy of Medicine were elaborate and well attended. 
My host, Mr. Samuel Smith, gave me a handsome dinner ; 
and I breakfasted with my old pupil, Dr. Bozeman. I 
dined with the elder Flint at the Manhattan Club, and 
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with the gynecologists at the residence of Dr. Emmet. 
Before I left home Dr. Barker had sent me an invitation to 
dine with him, but it failed to reach me. I was unable to 
accompany the steamboat excursion given by the Messrs. 
Wood, the eminent New York publishers. The meeting 
of the Association was, on the whole, a success, although 
a considerable number of the more prominent New York 
physicians failed to participate in it. 

One of the objects of my visit to New York was to assist 
in permanently organizing the American Surgical Asso- 
ciation, initiated by me at Atlanta in 1879. For reasons 
which need not now be stated, the effort was postponed 
until Monday, May 31st, 1880; and in the mean time a 
circular setting forth the objects of the proposed Society, 
signed by Professors Dugas of Augusta, Georgia, Briggs 
of Nashville, Dawson of Cincinnati, Gunn of Chicago, and 
myself, was sent to the principal surgeons of the United 
States, soliciting their codperation, and requesting them to 
meet us on the day above named at the hall of the College 
of Physicians and Surgeons of New York immediately 
after the adjournment of the Medical College Association. 
The meeting was organized by calling Professor Lewis A. 
Sayre to the chair, and appointing Professor W. W. Daw- 
son secretary. Afterwards Dr. J. R. Weist of Richmond, 
Indiana, was made secretary. ‘The constitution and by- 
laws, prepared by myself, were temporarily adopted. ‘The 
next morning a permanent organization was effected by 
appointing me, by a unanimous vote, President; Professor 
Dugas of Georgia, and James R. Wood of New York, 
Vice-Presidents; J. R. Weist, Secretary; and John H. 
Packard, of Philadelphia, Treasurer. The attendance was 
slim, not one of the prominent surgeons of the city of 
New York being present. The next meeting will take 
place at Richmond, Virginia, during the session of the 
American Medical Association, at five o’clock in the after- 
noon on Thursday, terminating on Saturday. I expect 
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much from this Association, and it is proper here to add 
that it is an independent organization, having no connec- 
tion whatever with the American Medical Association. 
Its object is to foster surgical art, science, education, and 
literature, to cultivate good feeling in the profession, and 
to unite the prominent surgeons of the country in one har- 
monious body. 

After consultation with my children I determined to 
visit Europe, and to avail myself of the honor so gra- 
ciously proffered by my English friends. I accordingly 
engaged a room for myself and my son Haller on the 
steamer Abyssinia for the 23d of June. As the time 
approached for her departure, the fear of seasickness 
overcame me and I gave it up. Subsequently, however, 
I yielded to the importunities of my family and em- 
barked on the steamer Indiana, Captain Sargent, which 
left Philadelphia on the 7th of July for Liverpool, where, 
after a very smooth passage, unattended by seasickness 
on my part, we arrived on Sunday evening, July 18th. 
The day after we started was my seventy-fifth birthday. 

My son and I stopped at the Adelphi Hotel, Liverpool, 
until Tuesday morning, when we visited Chester to in- 
spect its famous Cathedral and the Roman walls, of which 
there are some fine specimens in different parts of this an- 
cient town. In the afternoon we left for Bowness, which 
we reached in the evening. The next day, a charming 
one, we rode on the top of a tally-ho coach through the 
Lake region, as it is termed, as far as Keswick on Derwent- 
water, returning in the afternoon, scarcely at all fatigued 
by our ride of forty-six miles. The scenery, made up of 
lofty hills a great part of the way, is beautiful, in many 
places even grand; but the lakes themselves are insignifi- 
cant compared with many of those of our own country. 
In the little churchyard at Grasmere we stopped to see the 
grave of Wordsworth, and were struck with the simplicity 
of the tombstone which marks the spot. ‘The grave of his 
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young and gifted friend, Hartley Coleridge, who died at 
an early age from the effects of dissipation, is close by. 
In the church itself, where Wordsworth was a frequent 
attendant, is a tablet erected to his memory, with an elab- 
orate inscription commemorative of his life and labors. 
All the villages and towns through which our road lay 
presented a neat appearance, with no marks of poverty. 
Many of the dwellings were handsome. Before leaving 
the district we spent a day in visiting Coniston Lake and 
Furness Abbey, about twenty miles from Windermere. 
The ride extended through a lovely stretch of country, 
and the lake was in view for several miles. ‘The abbey 
is situated in a retired valley, on a lawn embellished with 
shrubbery, and it must have been a noble structure in its 
day. It is composed of red sandstone from neighboring 
quarries. Many of the walls are in excellent preservation. 
On our return the train stopped at the foot of Lake Win- 
dermere, which we ascended as far as Bowness, a distance 
of about six miles, in a small steamer crowded with pas- 
sengers. 

From Bowness, after a sojourn of two pleasant days, 
we went to the newly-opened Grand Hotel at Trafalgar 
Square, London, where we remained sixteen days, spend- 
ing much of our time in sight-seeing, the most fatiguing 
of all occupations in which a man can be engaged. Al- 
though most of the places we visited we had seen in 1872, 
yet there was much to interest me, especially in Westmin- 
ster Abbey, the Houses of Parliament, and the Tower. At 
the British Museum I had the pleasure of again meeting 
Mr. Richard Owen, the naturalist, whom I saw here in 
1872, and soon afterwards at a large dinner party at the 
house of Dr., now Sir George, Burrows. The grand old 
man, now seventy-five years of age, was descending the 
stairway as we were going up. He was on his way to 
fill an engagement, and had only time to shake hands 
with my son and myself and to express the wish that we 
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would call upon him the next day, when he should be at 
leisure to see us. Unfortunately our arrangements ren- 
dered it impossible to comply with his request. It was 
gratifying to find him in excellent health. The repu- 
tation of Professor Owen as a scientist, naturalist, palee- 
ontologist, and comparative anatomist is world-wide; and 
few living men have done more for the advancement of 
natural science than he. He has led a life of incessant 
labor, and is still full of ardor and enthusiasm in the pur- 
suit of knowledge. He is the author of numerous works, 
mainly founded upon original observations. He studied 
medicine in Edinburgh and London, and was for a short 
time Hunterian Professor at the Royal College of Sur- 
geons. Notwithstanding his occupations as a naturalist 
and scientist, he has devoted much attention, especially 
of late years, to sanitary science. He has been the re- 
cipient of many honors, is a member of numerous learned 
societies both at home and abroad, and in 1873 was made 
a Companion of the Bath. 

In London a dinner was given to me by Mr. William 
Adams, the distinguished orthopeedic surgeon, at which 
were present among others Mr. John Wood, the surgeon of 
King’s College Hospital ; Ernest Hart, editor of the British 
Medical Journal; Dr. Hare, a London physician, and Mr. 
Trubner, the publisher. Several of these gentlemen were 
accompanied by their wives. ‘The menu was an elaborate 
one, and the conversation animated. Mr. Erichsen also 
gave us a dinner, at which I made the acquaintance of 
Dr. Garrod, the author of the famous treatise on Gout and 
Rheumatism, and had the pleasure of again meeting Mr. 
Christopher Heath, successor to Mr. Erichsen in the Lon- 
don University and University College Hospital, and the 
author of several valuable works on Surgery. Before I 
left London I spent an agreeable evening with Sir James 
and Lady Paget at their residence. Many of my friends 
were out of town, and hence I failed to see them. I had 
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the gratification, however, of shaking hands with Dr. Pea- 
cock, Mr. John Gay, and several others whose friendship I 
greatly value. 

I spent a day and a night at Oxford with my old friend, 
Professor Acland. Although I was quite unwell, I went 
with him in the afternoon to a regatta, in which his 
University always takes so deep an interest. ‘The professor 
was soon in his private boat rowing with his coat off; and 
he insisted that I should accompany him some distance up 
the river in order that I might obtain a better view of 
the races. Since my last visit he had lost his wife, and 
I was glad to find that a memorial, entitled the ‘Sarah 
Acland Memorial and Home for Nurses,’’ had been erected 
in her honor in Wellington Square, in the city which she 
so long adorned by her many virtues and her charitable 
deeds. 

While in London I had the pleasure of meeting at St. 
Thomas’s Hospital Mr. John Croft, who performed several 
operations in my presence under what is called the Lister 
spray ; and at St. Bartholomew’s I met Mr. Luther Holden 
and Mr. Savory. Mr. Savory excised several tumors, oper- 
ations easy of performance and of no special interest. Most 
of the London hospitals at this season of the year are slimly 
attended by patients and students, while some are entirely 
closed to undergo the necessary cleansing and repairs. One 
of them, around which many historic memories cluster, is 
St. George’s, the scene for so many years of the labors 
and triumphs of John Hunter, the founder of modern 
surgery. The story of his death is a sad one. He had 
long labored under disease of the heart, attended with 
occasional paroxysms of suffering. One morning while 
visiting the hospital he got into a dispute with one of the 
managers; angry words ensued, and he was immediately 
seized with an attack of cardiac distress, from the effects 
of which he died almost instantaneously. He was sixty- 
five years old, and was buried in the church of St. Martin- 
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in-the-Fields, from which his remains were removed in 
1859 to the north aisle of Westminster Abbey. 

The Hospital, which is situated at Hyde Park, is a large 
building and contains three hundred and fifty-three beds. 
At the time of my visit few patients were in it, as the an- 
nual renovation was going on, and the surgeons were ab- 
sent. A new museum and lecture-room had been added— 
the latter, although small, being very fine, well lighted, and 
convenient, and the former well stored with rare patho- 
logical specimens and a valuable collection of urinary and 
other calculi. In the passage leading to the museum hangs 
an interesting relic—the hide of Jenner’s famous cow, a 
short-horn with spotted skin; this furnished the original 
vaccine matter which has rendered man in all civilized 
countries invulnerable to smallpox infection. The cele- 
brated preparation of aneurism of the popliteal artery, for 
which Hunter originally ligated the femoral, is, if I mis- 
take not, in the Hunterian Museum. The library attached 
to the hospital comprises more than five thousand volumes, 
most of them being old books. It was in this hospital 
that Physick, a favorite pupil of John Hunter, served his 
apprenticeship, extending over a period of four years, and 
laid the foundation of his immense reputation. 

The Hunterian Museum, situated in Lincoln’s Inn 
Fields, in the grand edifice owned by the Royal College 
of Surgeons of England, comprises a world of objects of 
interest in human, comparative, and morbid anatomy. 
The original collection, although large as the result of 
the labors of one man, was a mite in comparison with 
the present gigantic accumulation made by many hun- 
dred contributors and admirers of the founder. ‘The de- 
partment of comparative anatomy in particular has been 
greatly extended during the last twenty-five years, chiefly 
by the dissections of Professor Owen; while that of patho- 
logical anatomy has been enriched by the labors and exer- 
tions of its able curator, Mr. Flower. ‘The collection of 


SAMUEL. D- GROSS, M.D. 123 


urinary calculi is by far the finest in the world. ‘There is 
also a magnificent set of preparations illustrative of dis- 
eased bones, joints, and arteries, including a large number 
of cases of aneurism in all its varieties and forms. ‘The 
library comprises nearly forty thousand volumes, and is 
receiving constant accessions from all parts of the world. 
The Museum is divided into numerous compartments, one 
of which, the examination-room as it is called, is orna- 
mented with portraits of Harvey, Cowper, Sheldon, Pott, 
and other illustrious men. In the vestibule, at the top of 
the stairs, are busts of Cheselden, J. Hunter, Cline, Sir 
Astley Cooper, Guthrie, Home, Sir Charles Bell, Grainger, 
and several others. A marble statue of Hunter graces the 
first room on the lower floor. It is the work of Wilkes, 
and represents the great interpreter of nature in the sitting 
posture, in an attitude of contemplation. 

We left London for Cambridge, a distance of fifty-one 
miles, on Monday, August gth, to attend the forty-eighth 
session of the British Medical Association. Rooms had 
been engaged for us by my young friend, Mr. Humphry, 
son of the President-elect of the Association. About eight 
hundred physicians from all parts of Great Britain, as well 
as several distinguished foreigners, were present. Among 
the latter were Dr. Brown-Séquard, of Paris, and Professor 
Donders, of Utrecht. There were also several delegates 
from the American Medical Association. The session was 
opened without prayer by the President, Dr. O’Connor, 
of Cork, where the meeting had been held the previous 
year. After some well-chosen and complimentary remarks 
the chair was assigned to Dr. Humphry, who presided 
during the remainder of the session with dignity and 
ability. "The address in surgery was delivered by Mr. 
Timothy Holmes, the well-known author, Surgeon to St. 
George’s Hospital, and consisted principally of an account 
of excisions of the hip- and knee-joints, in which he at- 
tempted to show that the profession was mainly indebted 
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to the late Sir William Fergusson for the revival of these 
operations. He did not allude to the labors of the late Mr. 
Syme of Edinburgh. ‘The address was well written and 
well delivered, and was warmly applauded by the Associa- 
tion. On the second day of the meeting—August 11th—at 
noon, in the Senate House of the University of Cambridge, 
in the presence of an immense audience, the degree of 
Doctor of Laws was conferred upon twelve gentlemen, 
previously selected for the purpose as representing the 
interests and the status of the medical profession of their 
respective countries. ‘The candidates, arranged in pairs, 
and arrayed in red gowns furnished by the University, 
marched in procession down the aisle and took their seats 
on the platform. After writing their full names in a 
register, they were called out one after another by the 
beadle and presented to the orator. In a Latin address 
the orator recounted the merits and standing of the can- 
didate and presented him to the Vice-Chancellor, who, 
seated in his chair and grasping the candidate’s right 
hand, closed the ceremony by conferring the degree upon 
him in a brief Latin speech, spoken in a gentle tone. 
The foreigners headed the list, Brown-Séquard and Don- 
ders leading; then I and Sir William Jenner followed. 
When the name of Sir William Gull was called there was 
a general uproar and hissing, lasting five minutes, and in- 
terrupting the ceremonies. This conduct, in which many 
of the members of the Association participated, is said to 
have been due to the fact that, a few weeks previously, Sir 
William Gull disparaged, in a harsh and disloyal manner, 
the skill of Dr. Pavy, a member of the medical staff of 
Guy’s Hospital, in treating a case of disease in that insti- 
tution. The incident, into the particulars of which I shall 
not enter, produced much indignation among the physi- 
cians of London, heightened, it should seem, by the fact 
that Sir William had been equally culpable on several for- 
mer occasions. During this interruption he maintained 
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dignified silence, looking more like a statue than a human 
being. Of course he must have felt deeply mortified. I 
will only add that Sir William has, much to his credit, 
risen from humble life to an exalted rank in his profession, 
that he enjoys a large and lucrative practice as a physi- 
cian, and that his ability, experience, skill, and learning 
are remarkable. His manners are, however, unpopular; 
and, whether deservedly so or not, he has many enemies. 
Two of the gentlemen upon whom the degree was in- 
tended to be conferred were absent, namely, Dr. Paul Broca 
of Paris and Dr. Chauveau of Lyons. By a curious coin- 
cidence poor Broca, a month before the meeting, suddenly 
died from the rupture of an aneurism of the aorta, having 
only a few hours previously attended a meeting of the 
Senate, of which he had lately been elected a member. 
He was a native of St. Foy, in the Gironde, and was only 
fifty-six years of age at the time of his death. I met 
him in 1868, first at La Charité, Paris, and a short time 
after at Dr. Bateman’s, of Norwich, during the meeting in 
that city of the British Association for the Advancement 
of Science. He was of medium height, had a fine face and 
commanding presence, and was highly cultured and full 
of intelligence and good nature. He studied medicine in 
Paris, soon acquired a high reputation as an original in- 
vestigator, and was appointed at a comparatively early age 
Professor of Surgical Pathology in the College of France. 
He was an able clinical teacher and an expert operator, 
and thoroughly devoted to his hospital work. His pupils 
were warmly attached to him, and loved to follow him 
through the surgical wards and thence to the amphithe- 
atre, where he never failed to delight and instruct them. 
For many years past nearly all the time he could snatch 
from his professional labors he gave to the science of an- 
thropology, of which he may be said to have been the 
founder in France. He wrote numerous papers upon the 
subject, and established a periodical for the purpose of dis- 
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seminating correct and useful information among the people 
as well as among scientists. His death has left a void in 
this branch of knowledge; but it is gratifying to know 
that the work which he has left unfinished will be carried 
forward by his many intelligent pupils. 

Dr. Brown-Séquard I had seen many years before, but 
I had not met him for a long time, and was sorry to 
find that he looked much older than is usual with one of 
his age. He is of medium stature, and of rather slight 
frame, with a white beard and moustache. Although he 
has been a great deal in my own country, as well as in 
England, he speaks English indifferently. He was born 
in 1818 in the Island of Mauritius. His father, Edward 
Brown, was a Philadelphian, and his mother, named Sé- 
quard, was a French lady. He took his degree of M. D. 
in Paris in 1840, and early distinguished himself as an 
experimental physiologist. The results of his researches 
are embodied in numerous papers and brochures, which 
are universally regarded as among the most valuable ever 
contributed to the elucidation of the functions and diseases 
of the nervous system. He was connected with several 
medical colleges in the United States. A few years ago 
he was appointed Professor of Physiology in the School of 
Medicine in Paris, where he will no doubt, despite his 
restless disposition, reside during the remainder of his life. 

It was pleasant to me to meet, as a recipient of the 
honors of the occasion, my old friend Sir George Burrows. 
I have spoken of him elsewhere, but it may not be amiss 
here to say that he is a graduate of Cambridge, both in art 
and medicine, and that he is Physician in Ordinary to the 
Queen. He is a Consulting Physician to St. Bartholo- 
mew’s Hospital, and the author of a monograph on Dis- 
orders of the Cerebral Circulation, as well as of a number 
of valuable contributions to the periodical press. 

Dr. Andrew Wood, of Edinburgh, is a member of the 
General Medical Council, and has for many years been 
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interested in the progress of medical education. He is an 
elegant scholar, and has acquired reputation by his excel- 
lent translations of Horace and of several of Schiller’s 
poems. 

After the exercises were concluded the men who had 
been honored walked in procession to Corpus Christi Col- 
lege, where they lunched with the Vice-Chancellor, the 
Rey. Dr. Perowne, and the Fellows of the College. On 
the evening of the same day I dined with the Irish gradu- 
ates of the University of Cambridge. Dr. George E. 
Paget, Regius Professor of Medicine, had kindly sent my 
invitation to Philadelphia before I left home. ‘The com- 
pany, including many ladies, numbered about seventy. 
The occasion was a very pleasant one, and it was late 
before we left the table. Many little speeches were made, 
among others one by me in response to ‘‘Our Foreign 
Guests’’—words which I found on the card on my plate 
when I took my seat at the table, and which of course 
spoiled my appetite for the viands spread before me. 
Among the most witty and humorous of these Irish gradu- 
ates was the Rev. Dr. Haughton, a Fellow of Trinity Col- 
lege, Dublin, a learned divine, a progressive scientist, and 
of much repute as a ready and facetious speaker. 

On Thursday, August rath, I met the British Medical 
Association at dinner, for which every member who occu- 
pies a seat at the table pays a guinea. This festival forms 
one of the chief features of the meeting. Nearly four 
hundred gentlemen sat down in the hall of Trinity Col- 
lege. The President, Professor Humphry, was supported 
on his right by the Vice-Chancellor of the University, and 
on his left by his grace, the Lord Bishop of Ely. My 
seat was next to that of the Vice-Chancellor, while just 
below sat Sir James Paget. Immediately below Sir James 
was Professor Donders, a tall, noble-looking man, grap- 
pling with the English language, warm-hearted, and 
abounding in scientific knowledge. A short distance 
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farther on, on the same side of the table, was Professor 
Acland of Oxford. At the end of the table, to my left, 
sat Brown-Séquard; and Dr. Alfred Carpenter, President 
of the Medical Council of the Association. Directly op- 
posite to me was Mr. Lister, the famous reformer of the 
surgical treatment of wounds and other injuries. Scat- 
tered through the room were many other physicians from 
different parts of Great Britain, renowned as practitioners, 
authors, or teachers. I venture to say that the large 
hall, ornamented with the portraits of illustrious men, 
never exhibited a finer or nobler display than it did 
upon this occasion. As I looked across the sea of well- 
dressed men, many of them with large, striking heads, 
I thought that I had never witnessed a grander array of 
humanity. After the grosser viands were disposed of, the 
president called out the toasts with the names of the 
speakers, and the toast-master, who took his stand be- 


hind him, commanded silence. ‘‘Gentlemen,’’ he would 
say—‘‘Gentlemen, Sir James Paget is about to address 
you; preserve silence.’? The toasts were numerous, and 


it was not until a late hour that the repast terminated. 
The ominous card, ‘‘Our Foreign Guests,’’ was again on 
my plate, with a request to respond; but this time I was 
not deprived of my appetite. When my turn came I 
referred to the fact that this was my third attendance 
upon the meeting of the Association, the first having 
been at Oxford in 1868, and the second at Birmingham 
in 1872. I then dwelt briefly upon the importance of 
an exchange of friendly feelings at these meetings, and 
expressed the conviction that this international inter- 
course would do more to preserve and increase the good 
understanding between England and the United States 
than all other things put together. I mentioned an in- 
cident which had recently occurred during a visit which 
I had made to the Tower of London. ‘‘When,’’ said 
I, “the guide had shown us all that was of special in- 
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terest in the interior of that edifice, he took us down 
into the yard, and pointing to some huge cannon that lay 
close by, he said, ‘This was taken from the Russians; that 
from the French; that from the Spanish; this from the 
Dutch.’ And thus he went on, giving the history of one 
piece after another. When he had finished I asked, ‘ Are 
there not any that you have taken from my country, the 
United States?’ ‘Not one,’ was the reply; adding, ‘God 
forbid we ever should take any! The two nations have 
too much good sense ever to go to war with each other.’”’ 
Such were the noble sentiments of a superannuated soldier 
who had served a long apprenticeship in the wars of India, 
who was thoroughly acquainted with the horrors of blood- 
shed, and who was now eking out the remnant of his life 
in a place which was once a prison, and is now filled with 
one hundred thousand muskets, ready at a day’s notice to 
engage in the work of destruction. ‘‘Every man present 
will, I am sure,’’ I said, ‘‘indorse these generous senti- 
ments. Let us cultivate social intercourse; we cannot 
come together too often; we cannot too often shake hands 
or too often look one another in the face. Let us feel and 
act as though we are brothers, united by the ties of a com- 
mon interest, speaking as we do the same language, gov- 
erned by the same religion, and descended from the same 
ancestry.”’ 

Before the company dispersed the Vice-Chancellor in- 
vited my son and myself to breakfast with him in his 
private room in Corpus Christi College at nine o’clock the 
next morning; and his grace, the Lord Bishop of Ely, 
courteously asked us to meet him at luncheon on the same 
day at his palace at Ely. Both invitations were cordially 
accepted. Dr. Perowne, the head of Corpus Christi Col- 
lege, and Vice-Chancellor of the University, is refined and 
affable, of small stature, probably sixty-two or sixty-four 
years of age, and withal a bachelor. He did the honors of 
the table with much dignity and suavity, pouring out the 
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coffee and tea with his own hands, at the same time carry- 
ing on an interesting and animated conversation. The only 
guests besides ourselves were Dr. and Mrs. Andrew Wood, 
of Edinburgh. Mrs. Wood is a sister of the host. At 
one o’clock we took the train for Ely, a distance of about 
sixteen miles from Cambridge, to fulfil our engagement 
with his grace, the Lord Bishop, who had provided an 
elaborate luncheon, at which we had the pleasure of meet- 
ing again Dr. Acland and Sir James Paget, the latter 
having come out to see his daughter. After luncheon 
we spent an hour in looking through the cathedral, nearly 
five hundred feet in length, and celebrated for the gran- 
deur of its Norman architecture. The Lord Bishop of 
Ely is probably sixty-five years of age, very intelligent, 
popular, and benevolent, and much beloved by his people. 
The palace is an old, unsightly building, the dining-room 
of which is adorned with a number of excellent portraits 
of his lordship’s predecessors, some of them dating back 
to a remote period. 

In taking leave of Cambridge I must not forget the hos- 
pitality and courtesy extended to us by Dr. Humphry and 
his family and by Dr. George E. Paget. During my visit 
to Cambridge in 1868 the Humphrys were especially kind 
to my dear wife, myself, and my son, sparing no pains to 
contribute to our happiness. I was particularly sorry to 
part with them during my recent visit, for I felt assured 
that I should never see any of the family again. To Dr. 
Paget, an elder brother of Sir James, I am also under deep 
obligations for agreeable attentions. Returning after a 
lapse of five days by the way we had come we passed di- 
rectly to the Isle of Wight without stopping in London 
except for an hour to take luncheon. ‘There, at the Royal 
Pier Hotel, at the very edge of the ocean, in the small 
bathing-town of Sandown, we spent the remaining nine 
days of our sojourn in England. I had intended to bathe 
here, but after one trial I found the water so cold that I 
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did not venture into it again. The pleasure of our visit 
to this charming spot was much enhanced by the pres- 
ence of our old friends, Mr. and Mrs. Erichsen, who spared 
no effort to contribute to our happiness. Here we again 
met Dr. Garrod, who, with his little family, was occupying 
a beautiful villa at Shanklin, two miles from Sandown. 
With him and with Mr. Erichsen we made an interesting 
excursion through some of the neighboring towns along 
the seaside, as well as passed two very pleasant after- 
noons. While at Sandown we received a visit from Pro- 
fessor Acland and from the Rev. Dr. Liddell, Dean of 
Christ Church, Oxford, who was Vice-Chancellor of the 
University of Oxford in 1872, when I received the degree of 
D. C. L., and who was now staying with his family at his 
summer residence at Cowes. ‘This visit we returned on 
the Saturday before we left for London; and our gratifi- 
cation was greatly increased by the presence of my friend 
Acland, who, with his son and daughter, came in a car- 
riage from Yarmouth, a distance of thirteen miles, to bid 
us a final adieu. An anecdote, illustrative of his re- 
markable industry and love of labor, is told of Liddell 
in connection with his Greek Dictionary. He had just 
read one evening the last proofs of a new edition, and was 
warmly congratulated by a friend on the completion of 
his task. When his friend called at his house the next 
morning the Dean was seen to be much occupied, and it 
was found upon inquiry that he was already engaged in 
revising the work for another edition. 

During my sojourn I obtained a much better idea of 
England than during my two previous visits. In passing 
through the country one is struck with its remarkable 
beauty and fertility, its high cultivation, and the absence 
of everything like slovenliness. "There is not much wood- 
land to be seen anywhere, the whole country presenting 
the appearance of a garden. In fact, every inch of ground 
seems to be utilized to the best advantage. Nothing can 
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be imagined more beautiful than the fields of wheat, oats, 
and barley, in many places ripe for the sickle, which 
everywhere met the eye, and which formed a striking con- 
trast to the adjoining green grass-fields. Cattle and sheep, 
of the sleekest kind, greeted the sight in every direction. 
The horses were less numerous and not in such fine con- 
dition. During the middle of August many persons, both 
women and men, were engaged in harvesting, especially 
in the southern parts of England. ‘The old sickle seems 
to be still much in use. In some of the larger fields the 
cutting was performed with machinery. The crops were 
very promising, and the fine weather gladdened the heart 
of the husbandman. ‘The hedges, which are used every- 
where, instead of fences as with us, form a striking fea- 
ture in the landscape, as they do in many districts on the 
continent of Europe. ‘The roads are in superb condition, 
without a rut or loose stone anywhere—in other words, 
singularly smooth and comfortable. MacAdam, who was, 
I believe, an American citizen, conferred vast benefits upon 
England in teaching her how to build her public roads 
and how to keep them in order. In comparison with our 
country England has few forests, but it is wonderful how 
carefully every man guards his trees, which preserve every- 
where until late in the autumn their remarkable verdure. 
The number of her native forest trees is, as I am informed 
by Sir James Paget, only six, among which the elm and 
the oak are the most conspicuous. In the houses in the 
rural districts, in the villages, and in the larger towns 
there is a remarkable likeness, the same yellow brick and 
the same style of architecture everywhere fatiguing the 
eye of the traveller. In making long journeys the fields 
and forest trees seem to have a monotonous aspect. Many 
of the rural houses are built of stone, and are almost com- 
pletely covered with ivy. In many places the ivy is also 
seen creeping in luxuriance over the elm and other trees. 
The English people are very fond of flowers, which are 
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found at almost every house and cottage, either in front 
of the building or in the back or side yard. In the larger 
towns, such, for instance, as Oxford and Cambridge, the 
flowers are occasionally grown in boxes or baskets in the 
windows or suspended from the walls, the scarlet gera- 
nium and a pretty little blue flower, the name of which 
has escaped me, being the most common. 

I must not omit to mention the gratification with which, 
in common with a densely crowded audience, I listened, 
for more than one hour, to the address of Sir James Paget 
in the Section of Pathology, of which he was president, 
on the Relations of Vegetable Pathology to Animal Pa- 
thology. ‘The subject, which was a novel one to a British 
audience, was handled in the graceful and masterly man- 
ner for which Sir James is so distinguished. He spoke 
without a single note. It is strange that this subject has 
never been brought to the attention of any scientific body 
in this country, inasmuch as numerous treatises have al- 
ready been published upon it, especially in Germany. ‘The 
example of the great savans of England will no doubt soon 
be followed on this side of the Atlantic. 

Sir James Paget is a tall, slender man, upon whose quiet, 
thoughtful brow intellectuality is stamped in a marked de- 
gree. ‘The son of a merchant, he was born at Great Yar- 
mouth in 1814. He was Hunterian Professor of Surgery 
at the Royal College of Surgeons, and subsequently Lec- 
turer on General Anatomy and Physiology at St. Bartholo- 
mew’s Hospital. As a lecturer and as a writer he is 
equally distinguished. His large experience as an origi- 
nal investigator united to a mind saturated with varied 
knowledge enables him to present to the student the latest 
and most accurate information on the subject of his dis- 
course. His language is at once vigorous and graceful, 
and he has a ready command of illustrations drawn from 
the domain of science and of art. His contributions to 
the department which he has made his own constitute 
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a new era in surgical pathology with which his name 
will ever be indissolubly connected; indeed, they are 
more valuable than those of any man in Great Britain of 
his day. He stands at the head of his profession in a 
country which boasts among its members so many gifted 
men. Of his Lectures on Surgical Pathology, which ap- 
peared in 1853, and has passed through several editions, it 
has been said by an able critic that it is ‘Sone of the most 
valuable contributions’’ to this subject ‘‘ since the days of 
John Hunter.”’ 

The popularity of Sir James Paget is unbounded. When 
it is known that he is to address a meeting the hall in 
which he is announced to appear is crowded with an ear- 
nest, intelligent audience, which realizes that it has come 
to be instructed and pleased, and that its expectations will 
not be disappointed. His manner of speaking is entirely 
free from that drawl and hesitation which are so common 
to many of his countrymen, and which are nowhere more 
apparent than in the debates of the Houses of Parliament, 
or in the addresses of eminent lawyers in jury trials. So 
great is his reputation for versatility and for the rapid 
acquisition of knowledge, that it has been said of him, 
‘**Give him six weeks and he will lecture on Oriental lan- 
guages !'' He is Sergeant-Surgeon Extraordinary to the 
Queen, Surgeon to the Prince of Wales, and Consulting 
Surgeon to St. Bartholomew's Hospital. He is a member 
of many learned societies at home and abroad, and has 
been the recipient of the highest honorary degrees of the 
Universities of Oxford, Cambridge, and Edinburgh. 

Sir James is singularly neat in his dress, and writes a 
hand almost as faultless as copperplate. It is pleasant to 
witness his unaffected simplicity in the domestic circle and 
the zeal with which, when surrounded by the members of 
his devoted family, he unites with them in the relaxation 
of music and other home pleasures. The enjoyment of my 
visits to England has been much increased by the hospi- 
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tality and the courtesies which I have received at his 
hands. 

Professor Humphry, in his presidential address before 
the British Medical Association, stated that while in a 
city like Cambridge, with so sparse a population, the 
establishment of a great practical school of medicine and 
surgery was impracticable, the foundation had been laid, 
upon a broad and enduring basis, of a school of biology, 
or physiology, the beneficent results of which were already 
apparent in much able, novel, and useful work performed 
by Dr. Michael Foster and his assistants in the Physiolo- 
gical Laboratory of the University, instituted a few years 
ago; and he appealed to the Association to sustain and 
foster the enterprise, by sending their students to a place 
wherein they might be taught, in a suitable and proper 
manner, the rudiments of their medical education. ‘The 
address was received with great applause, and it is evident 
that the cherished purpose of the professor is an assured 
fact. What Humphry is trying to do for Cambridge 
Acland has for years been engaged in doing for Oxford, 
which, although it has a considerably larger population 
than her rival, cannot any more than she compete with 
the London schools in clinical facilities. The Oxford Mu- 
seum, to which I have already referred, is, in the opulence 
of its various collections, second only to the Hunterian 
Museum in London, and is gradually assuming, under the 
supervision of Professor Rolleston and his associates, the 
characteristics of a great school of biology, in which young 
men destined for the medical profession may receive, dur- 
ing the first two years of their novitiate, thorough instruc- 
tion in chemistry, pharmacy, anatomy, physiology, and 
microscopy, so that they may devote without any material 
interruption the remainder of their pupilage to the study 
of the practical branches. 

Since the above was written—in 1880—a fine laboratory 
has been erected and placed in charge of Dr. Burdon-San- 
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derson, the eminent physiologist, under whose direction 
Oxford will soon rival Cambridge in scientific enterprise 
and experimental research. 

Everybody who visits London stops of course to see 
St. Paul’s Cathedral, built by Sir Christopher Wren in 
the seventeenth century. Thirty-five years elapsed be- 
fore it was completed. It is one of the noblest struc- 
tures in the world. ‘To me its crypts in the basement 
story were of especial interest, containing as they do gor- 
geous monuments of deceased naval and military heroes, 
illustrious statesmen, and distinguished physicians. The 
monuments erected in honor of Nelson and Wellington 
are grand; but what interested me more than anything else 
in this vast chamber of the dead was the statue of Sir 
Astley Cooper, who, after a brilliant career of more thai 
forty years, died in February, 1841, in the seventy-third 
year of his age. The work is a fine specimen of sculpture, 
and was erected at heavy cost. Near by is another statue, 
also a noble work of art, erected in honor of Dr. Babington, 
a contemporary of Cooper, who was for many years the 
great London physician, and a most learned, popular, and 
charitable man. 

There was no one to dispute with Sir Astley Cooper the 
surgical sceptre of London. Soon after his famous opera- 
tion upon George IV., referred to elsewhere, his practice 
lay almost exclusively among the nobility and people in 
the higher walks of life. His first year yielded him only 
five guineas; and it was not until the ninth year, when 
he secured a hospital appointment, that he vaulted from 
the hundreds into the thousands, and finally received un- 
exampled remuneration. One gentleman alone for a long 
time paid him six hundred pounds a year. Some of his 
fees were very large. A retired and eccentric West India 
merchant on whom he had operated for hydrocele threw 
one thousand guineas at him in a nightcap as he was 
leaving the room. 
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Cooper was a native of Brooke, a small town in Norfolk, 
where he was born in 1768. He received his early educa- 
tion chiefly under his father, and at the age of fifteen was 
apprenticed to a surgeon and apothecary at Great Yar- 
mouth. Inashort time he exchanged him for a paternal 
uncle, a surgeon of Guy’s Hospital, and the latter in turn for 
Mr. Cline, the eminent surgeon of St. Thomas’s Hospital. 
As an instance of his courage and presence of mind it is 
related that when a boy he saw a lad fall from a cart and 
tear open his thigh in such a manner as to wound the 
femoral artery. He immediately took his handkerchief 
from his pocket, and tying it tightly round the limb kept 
the bleeding in check until proper assistance was procured. 
His progress as a student was rapid, and at the expiration 
of his apprenticeship he entered upon that career as a 
teacher, practitioner, hospital surgeon, investigator, and 
author which made him so illustrious among his contem- 
poraries, and which has immortalized his name. He pub- 
lished great works, all founded upon original observations, 
and performed many important operations, among others 
that of ligating the aorta, a feat never accomplished before. 
He was an incessant worker, an excellent lecturer, and a 
good writer, without any pretension to elegance of style, 
the thoughts being conveyed in plain, clear language. I 
learned my first lessons in surgery from his Lectures, re- 
printed in Philadelphia soon after I began the study of 
medicine. Every student should read them, for they 
abound in good sense and in sound practical knowledge. 

Tall and of magnificent proportions, Cooper was one of 
the handsomest men of his day, noted for the elegance 
of his manners and his manly bearing. In Paris, at the 
Hétel Dieu, as he walked round the wards with Dupuy- 
tren, he attracted general attention, and the students ex- 
claimed, ‘‘C’est un bel homme!’ He was genial, but dig- 
nified in his demeanor, neat in dress, and very popular as 
a man, as a lecturer, and as a practitioner. His style of 
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living was expensive, but he was temperate in his habits, 
and contributed large sums annually to his poor relatives, 
to indigent members of the profession, and to various ob- 
jects of charity. He was created a baronet in 1821, was 
Sergeant-Surgeon to George IV., attended William, after- 
wards William IV., when he was Lord High Admiral, and 
received through the Duke of Wellington the Grand Cross 
of the Guelphic Order. He was a member of the French 
Institute, and Louis Philippe sent him the insignia of the 
Legion of Honor. Oxford conferred upon him the degree 
of D.C. L. in 1834. He retained his office of surgeon to 
and lecturer at Guy’s and St. Thomas’s Hospitals, where 
he laid the foundation of his reputation, until ill health 
compelled him to relinquish it. Cooper’s private character 
was lofty. A biography of him in two volumes, by his 
nephew, Mr. Bransby B. Cooper, was published soon after 
his death. It is far from being a model of what such a 
work should be. By his will Sir Astley established a tri- 
ennial prize of three hundred pounds for the best original 
essay on some professional subject, open to all members of 
the profession, native and foreign. ‘‘My success,’’ says 
Cooper, ‘‘depended upon my zeal and industry’’—memo- 
rable words, full of encouragement to young men. 

We took leave of our friends, Mr. and Mrs. Erichsen, 
on Monday, August 23d, and spent the night in London. 
We reached Liverpool by the beautiful and interesting 
Midland route the following afternoon, preparatory to our 
embarkation the next day on the steamer Illinois, Captain 
Shackford. Soon after leaving Queenstown it began to 
rain and blow, and I was obliged to remain in my berth 
for six days. I subsisted all this time mainly on milk 
punch, and I took my meals at table only the last two days 
of the trip. Even in clear weather the vessel rocked like 
a cradle, and made me very uncomfortable. We arrived 
at the dock on Sunday, September 5th, where the kind 
faces of my children were in waiting to welcome us. 
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INVITATION TO DELIVER AN ADDRESS BEFORE THE INTERNATIONAL MEDICAL 
CONGRESS IN LONDON—ROBERT PATTERSON—RESIGNATION OF THE CHAIR OF 
SURGERY IN JEFFERSON MEDICAL COLLEGE—-JOHN BROWN’S DEATH—NEW 
EDITION OF SYSTEM OF SURGERY—J. MARION SIMS—-THE NATIONAL ASSOCIA- 
TION FOR THE PREVENTION OF INSANITY—THE MALIN DINNER—JOHN ERIC 
ERICHSEN—AUSTIN FLINT—AUSTIN FLINT, JR.—W. H. VAN BUREN—JOSEPH K. 
BARNES—OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES—MEDICAL POETS. 


APRIL 3d, 1881.—I have just received a letter from Mr. 
William MacCormac, Honorary Secretary, inviting me to 
deliver one of the five general addresses at the Interna- 
tional Medical Congress which is to meet in London early 
in August of the present year. My regret that I cannot ac- 
cept this invitation is very keen, as the meeting, with Sir 
James Paget at the head of it, will be by far the most 
illustrious of its kind ever held. ‘The best men in the 
profession of Great Britain are vying with one another to 
insure its success. I have crossed the Atlantic Ocean six 
times, and my suffering from seasickness has usually been 
so severe that I am forced to decline an honor which, 
under other circumstances, it would have given me un- 
feigned pleasure to accept. Of the five American gentle- 
men whose names I suggested for the office, the choice fell 
upon Dr. Billings, of the army, and I am sure it could not 
have been intrusted to abler hands. Dr. Billings is a high- 
toned and thoroughly cultured medical man, and therefore 
eminently worthy to represent us at this gathering. 

August 8th.—Oceanic House, Isles of Shoals.—The 
morning papers bring me the sad news of the death of my 
friend, General Robert Patterson, last evening at half past 
eight o’clock at his residence in Philadelphia, at the un- 

139 


140 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 


common age of eighty-nine. Like the sturdy oak which 
has nobly resisted many a storm, the good old man has at 
last yielded to the inevitable and gone to his long home, 
the contemporary of three generations of human beings, 
and the active participant in the deeds of one of the most 
remarkable epochs in the world’s history. The hero of 
three wars, General Robert Patterson was for a third of a 
century one of the most prominent citizens of Philadel- 
phia, with an enviable national reputation, founded upon 
distinguished services in the field, commercial and manu- 
facturing enterprise, urbanity, integrity of character, and 
unbounded hospitality. No man in Philadelphia in his 
day ate so many good dinners or gave so many symposial 
entertainments as Robert Patterson. Few strangers of 
note ever passed through our city without having received 
attentions from him. ‘Talking to a friend some years 
before his death, he made the following statement, illus- 
trative at once of the force of his character and the 
esteem in which he was held by his more conspicuous 
contemporaries: ‘‘When I left my father’s house, about 
seventy years ago, I determined not to take an office of 
profit, but to rely on my own energy and industry to sup- 
port myself and my family, if I ever had one. I have 
adhered to this purpose, and have not allowed either of 
my sons to take an office of profit. I have voted at every 
Presidential election since the war of 1812, was on inti- 
mate terms with Monroe, Adams, Jackson, Van Buren, 
Harrison, Polk, Taylor, Pierce, Buchanan, Lincoln, and 
Grant. JI have dined with nearly all of them at the White 
House, and most of them have dined at my house.* I had 
the honor of intimate and friendly relations with Henry 
Clay, Webster, Calhoun, Benton, Hugh L. White, Taze- 
well, Grundy, Dallas, Poindexter, Lincoln of Massachu- 
setts, Silas Wright, Marcy, Bayard, Reverdy Johnson, and 
most of the intellectual giants of the Senate and House of 
Representatives in bygone days.”’ 
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Robert Patterson was born at Tyrone, Ireland, in 1792. 
His father was a farmer, who, in consequence of the active 
part which he took in the Rebellion of ’98, was obliged to 
flee to this country, where he engaged in agricultural pur- 
suits, and became eventually a prosperous citizen. From 
him the son doubtless inherited his active disposition and 
those manly qualities which were of such benefit to him in 
forming his business habits and in influencing the minds 
of his fellow-citizens in times of public alarm and im- 
pending danger. A Democrat of the Jefferson school, he 
was ever loyal to his adopted country, and considered no 
sacrifice too great to subserve its interests. The stain 
which some of his jealous military contemporaries at- 
tempted to put upon him for his conduct in the Shenan- 
doah Valley at the commencement of the war of the 
Rebellion was triumphantly effaced by a pamphlet which 
he published soon after the declaration of peace, and which 
satished every impartial person that he had been shame- 
fully maligned and misrepresented. He was proud of his 
military career. 

General Patterson was nearly six feet in height, with a 
stout, commanding figure, broad shoulders, and a counte- 
nance which to the last was strikingly handsome. He 
had about him an air such as is seldom witnessed even in 
the professional soldier. He rarely appeared at his own 
table in the presence of his guests, at an evening party, or 
at a public entertainment without his buff-colored vest and 
his blue coat ornamented with gilt buttons and a velvet 
collar. He was in fact a marked specimen of the gentle- 
manly, civilian soldier. He was an excellent diner-out, 
and it was well known that he could drink with impunity 
more champagne, his favorite wine, than any other guest. 
He possessed much knowledge of the world, was a good 
conversationalist, and happy as an after-dinner speaker. 
He had a large fund of anecdotes derived from his inter- 
course with distinguished men of all classes of society, and 
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he cordially codperated in all measures tending to promote 
the public good. The architect of his own fortune, he 
lived to win the respect of his fellow-citizens and to see 
his adopted country rapidly rise in national greatness. He 
hated England with a cordial hatred; but he fully appre- 
ciated her position as a mighty power upon the earth, and 
he never failed, when occasion offered, to extend courtesy 
and hospitality to Englishmen. My acquaintance with 
General Patterson commenced in 1849 during a visit he 
made to Louisville, when I resided in that city, and our 
friendship continued without interruption up to the time 
of his death. 

March 28th, 1882.—This day will ever be deeply im- 
pressed on my recollection as the one on which I resigned 
the chair of Surgery in the Jefferson Medical College. The 
reasons which prompted me to take this step are fully ex- 
pressed in the subjoined letter, a copy of which was sent to 
the Board of Trustees at its meeting two days before the 
Commencement. While I might readily have retained my 
chair two years longer, and thus completed my fifty years 
as a public teacher, I deemed it best to retire at a time 
when I was in the full possession of my intellectual and 
physical powers, instead of waiting until it should become 
apparent that I was no longer fit to perform my duties. 
I always loved teaching and the excitement of lecturing 
to large classes; and I believe that I am quite justified in 
saying that I never failed, even in my earliest efforts in 
this direction, to command the respect, if not also the love 
and admiration, of my pupils. I was always a strict dis- 
ciplinarian, but in chiding was never harsh, rude, or sar- 
castic in my ways or methods. The great majority of 
young men in every class are well-behaved and ambitious 
to acquire knowledge. One motive which influenced me 
in offering my resignation, apart from the motives stated 
in my letter to the Board, was the assurance that if my 
chair were divided, as had long been intended, my son, Dr. 
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S. W. Gross, would be one of my successors; and in the 
keeping of this pledge I was not disappointed. ‘This was 
a great solace to me; and doubly gratifying because, in 
the first place, the change highly promoted my son’s wel- 
fare ; and because, in the second place, I knew perfectly 
well that in his hands the interests of the chair would be 
entirely safe. Of all men in the country I felt assured 
that no one was better qualified than he to teach the prin- 
ciples of surgery. The Board, in accepting my resigna- 
tion, unanimously adopted resolutions of regret and elected 
me Emeritus Professor of Surgery. The letter is as follows: 


Advancing age and a desire, after a laborious professional life of 
fifty-four years, to spend the remainder of my days in comparative 
repose induce me to ask your Board to accept my resignation of 
the chair of Surgery which, by a unanimous vote, you did me the 
honor to confer upon me twenty-six years ago. During this long 
period it was my good fortune to be associated with learned, dis- 
tinguished, and honorable colleagues, who always received my 
earnest support in every measure designed to advance the best in- 
terests of the school, and to maintain it in that lofty position which 
it is universally acknowledged to occupy. In severing my relations 
with you and with my associates, I desire to assure you that I shall 
ever feel a deep interest in my Alma Mater, and pray that she may 
continually advance in prosperity and influence, and be in all time 
to come an honor to her founders, to the various faculties that have 
ministered at her shrine, and to the trustees who have in successive 
stages of her career so wisely shaped and controlled her destinies. 
I lay down the robes of office not without regret, but with clean 
hands and with the consciousness that in all my teachings, extend- 
ing in different schools over a period of forty-eight years, I was 
governed by an eye single to the welfare of my pupils and the 
honor and dignity of my profession. 


May r1th.—A cablegram brings us this morning the sad 
news of the death of the author of Rab and his Friends. 
No one who has read this charming tale will fail to heave 
a deep sigh at the news. The London Spectator, in com- 
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menting upon it, has this striking passage: ‘‘Early in the 
morning of Thursday, May 11th, Edinburgh lost its best- 
known and best-loved citizen, Scotland her son of finest 
genius, and thousands, wherever the English language is 
spoken, one toward whom, though they had never seen his 
face, they felt as to a friend.’ John Brown was truly the 
friend of the humble and the lowly. He was not satisfied 
with merely examining the sick and prescribing for their 
ailments ; he identified himself with their interests, worldly 
as well as religious. When he went hence to return to 
them no more the people felt that they had parted with 
their best and dearest friend on earth. 

The author of Rab and his Friends had reached the 
allotted age of the psalmist. His death, after an illness 
of only five days, was caused by an attack of pleuro-pneu- 
monia. When the cog-wheels of our machinery are worn 
roughly by the ravages of time, a slight blow is sufficient 
to knock it into pieces. ‘The strong religious element in 
his character was inherited from four generations of sturdy 
Seceding ministers, men of a rare stamp in any church, 
and diminishing in number year by year. His early 
days were passed among the hills and moorlands of 
Scotland; and it was not until after his father was put 
in charge of an influential congregation in Edinburgh 
that he began to enjoy the advantages of society and 
of a classical education. His professional studies were 
conducted, as stated in a previous page, under the charge 
of Mr. Syme. Brown was forty-eight years old before 
he tried his powers at authorship. He wrote by snatches, 
and in the midst of interruptions, and, what is remark- 
able, his medical productions were limited to an occa- 
sional paper for the periodical press. He was fond of 
philosophical contemplations, and was a warm lover of 
the wild and romantic scenery of his own Scotland, of art 
in all its varied forms, of music, of children, and of ani- 
mals, especially dogs. Without being a poet, he had a 
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poetical mind, and but for the want of early training he 
might have outstripped some of the bards of his own day. 
His sketches of Sydenham and Locke are masterpieces. 
It is sad to think that his intellect was occasionally 
clouded by insanity, for the cure of which his friends were 
obliged to confine him temporarily in an asylum. 

August 24th.—It is now eleven o’clock in the morn- 
ing, and I have just finished reading the last proof of 
the sixth edition of my Surgery. Early in February my 
publishers informed me that they would be ready within 
the next two months to go to press. For the last few 
years I had been at work upon the revision, and I now 
taxed myself to the utmost to meet the requirements of the 
occasion. Ten years had elapsed since the last edition 
was issued, and much of the work had to be rewritten. 
Conscious that I could not perform this gigantic labor 
alone, I intrusted the revision of the chapters on the 
Eye, Ear, and Throat to three of my young friends; while 
my son, Dr. S. W. Gross, and I took charge of the main 
body of the work. Never did two men work more earn- 
estly or zealously to acquit themselves properly of their 
task. The work, as it now stands, may, I think, without 
the imputation of vanity, be regarded as presenting a cor- 
rect reflection of the existing state of surgery in all its 
parts; at all events, this is the general opinion of the 
medical press. I was glad when the hour came for 
my release from the heat, noise, and dust of the city. 
The same afternoon I left for Long Branch in search of 
fresh air and sea-bathing, which had always been of 
signal benefit to me. 

The reason why this work, originally issued in 1859, 
was so slow in reaching its sixth edition is that the 
market had been glutted with similar productions, most 
of them foreign reprints. Erichsen’s Surgery was always 
very popular; and Druitt’s, Miller’s, Bryant’s, Holmes’s, 
and Ashhurst’s works were more within the student’s 
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means than my two ponderous and much more costly 
volumes. ‘The Surgery, too, of Agnew, although still in- 
complete, was well received, and, as a matter of course, 
was sought in preference to mine by the graduates of the 
University of Pennsylvania, in which he is a professor. 
November 2d.—I went to New York this afternoon 
to attend the reception of Dr. J. Marion Sims and of his 
son, Harry Marion Sims, kindly tendered to me a fortnight 
ago during a visit made to me by the father. At first I 
rebelled ; but, finding that the matter had been thoroughly 
matured, I yielded my assent as gracefully as I could. 
Cards were sent to most of the prominent medical men 
within a reasonable distance, and nearly four hundred 
responded to the invitation. Philadelphia sent thirty 
of her best men; Baltimore, Washington, Boston, Pitts- 
burgh, Chicago, Buffalo, Albany, Troy, and a number 
of other towns and cities sent delegates; and New York 
and Brooklyn were present in full force. The reception 
took place in the large ball-room of the Hotel Bruns- 
wick, which was brilliantly lighted up for the occasion, 
and adorned with a profusion of the choicest flowers. 
The supper was spread upon a long side-table, and was 
served in excellent style. Champagne corks popped in 
every direction, and a band of music stationed in the gal- 
lery discoursed delightful music. The guests began to 
arrive soon after eight o’clock, and it was midnight before 
the last disappeared. The entertainment was a charming 
one ; some lay gentlemen, mainly lawyers, were also of 
the company. But what, more than anything else, served 
to enhance the pleasure of the evening was the presence, 
in an adjoining room, of Dr. Sims’s family and of my 
own. Dr. Sims received numerous letters as well as tele- 
grams from friends who on account of distance found it 
impossible to attend. Dr. Baldwin, of Montgomery, 
Alabama, the early professional home of Dr. Sims, and 
a well-tried friend of both of us, sent a despatch contain- 
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ing nearly two hundred words. To single out the names 
of gentlemen who graced the occasion with their presence 
might seem invidious, and I therefore forbear. 

When the history of American medicine shall be writ- 
ten, one of its brightest pages will be an account of the 
services of Dr. Sims, a name as enduring as the hills and 
valleys of South Carolina, his native State. Born in Jan- 
uary, 1813, he received his English and classical educa- 
tion in the South Carolina College at Charleston, and 
then studied medicine, graduating in the Medical College 
of the Palmetto State in 1832, and in the Jefferson Medical 
College in 1835. Thus equipped with more than an ordi- 
nary amount of knowledge, and impelled by a lofty ambi- 
tion to excel in his profession, he selected Montgomery, 
Alabama, as his future home; and it was there, in the 
midst of genial and appreciative friends, in a delightful 
cotton region, blessed with a charming climate, that he 
laid the foundation of his fame and usefulness. Meet- 
ing with several cases of vesico-vaginal fistule which had 
repeatedly failed to obtain relief from other practitioners, 
it occurred to Dr. Sims that an operation might be de- 
vised by which a permanent cure of this distressing 
affection might be effected. For this purpose he opened a 
private hospital with a capacity for sixteen beds, conducted 
solely at his own expense. His patients were young 
slaves, all primiparee, who, as they were of no use to their 
owners, willingly placed themselves under his charge. 
He had, as he told me, originally no taste for obstetrics 
or gynecology. His practice was largely given up to 
surgery. ‘The first two cases of vesico-vaginal fistule that 
came under his observation were summarily dismissed, 
because, from all that he had seen and read upon the 
subject, he considered the affection to be utterly incu- 
rable. A third case, brought to him soon after the last, 
would have shared a similar fate had it not been for an 
accident. This accident changed the whole course of 
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his life by suggesting the thought which enabled him 
to lay the foundation of gynecology, of which he will in 
all time be regarded as the scientific father. A lady fell 
from her pony, and, striking on the sacrum, dislocated 
her uterus, causing intense agony. Called to her almost 
immediately after the accident, he placed her upon her 
knees, so as to elevate the pelvis and depress the uterus, 
and he found to his surprise as well as joy that the organ 
at once resumed its natural position. New light burst 
upon his vision; atmospheric pressure, with the slight aid 
of his fingers, had done the work, and he was not slow 
in taking advantage of what proved to be a most import- 
ant discovery. Does not this fact forcibly remind one of 
the discovery of the law of gravitation by Newton from 
having witnessed the fall of an apple, and of the con- 
struction by Galileo of a clock, in which the pendulum 
was used, from having observed the swinging of the lamp 
suspended from the roof of the cathedral at Pisa? Both 
occurrences had been noticed thousands of times before; 
but it remained for the fertile minds of these great men 
to utilize them, and to render them subservient to the 
interpretation of nature’s laws. Sims now set about in- 
venting new instruments, new needles, and new sutures 
for the more secure closure of these horrid fissures. His 
speculum is used in every part of the civilized world, and 
silver sutures have an equal popularity, although they are 
not indispensable to the success of such operations. He 
now often had half a dozen cases of vesico-vaginal fistule 
under treatment in his little hospital at one time. Ina 
letter to me he says: ‘‘When I began this work I was 
thirty-three years old, full of life, energy, endurance, and 
enthusiasm. I was so sure that I could cure any case 
in a few months that I proposed to the masters of these 
unfortunate young women to keep them at my own ex- 
pense if they would clothe them and pay their taxes, 
and promised not to do anything that would endanger 
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their lives or render their condition worse. As they 
were entirely profitless to their owners, I easily got con- 
trol of them, and they were only too happy to come with 
the hope of getting rid of their disgusting infirmities. 
Keeping so many patients at my own expense for four 
years impoverished me, and, what rendered matters worse, 
my own health gave way. Convinced that I could not ob- 
tain relief in the South, I was compelled, in 1850, to go 
North. When I reached New York I weighed only ninety 
pounds, and my disease harassed me until 1856. I may 
mention the fact that when I began my experiments my 
professional brethren in Montgomery were all ready to 
come and help me, for they thought with me that I was 
on the eve of a great discovery; but when they saw only 
failure after failure they became tired of it, and in the 
third and fourth years I could get hardly any one to help 
me. During the last year my principal assistants were the 
patients; and they always eagerly looked forward to the 
time of having their operations repeated, often contending 
with one another who should be the next. All the opera- 
tions were performed without an aneesthetic. Indeed, I 
had been at work a year before the introduction of ether.’’ 
Thus, at length, in 1849, after many trials and failures, 
Sims triumphed over all obstacles, and placed his methods 
upon a scientific and enduring basis. Upon one of his pa- 
tients he performed not fewer than thirty operations before 
he succeeded in effecting complete riddance of her loath- 
some infirmity. It is difficult to say which to admire most 
in this case—the fortitude of the poor sufferer, or the pa- 
tience, perseverance, and skill of the great surgeon. Dr. 
Sims published the first account of his operation in the 
American Journal of the Medical Sciences for January, 
1852. It was prepared while he was confined to his bed, 
and was considered hopelessly ill. It speedily attracted 
general attention. 

In 1853 Sims removed to New York, where, in the 
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following year, he founded the Woman’s Hospital, the first 
institution on this continent exclusively devoted to the 
treatment of the diseases of women. In this undertaking 
he was aided by the influence of such men as Mott, Ste- 
vens, Francis, Green, and Griscom, as well as of a number 
of prominent women of New York. If Sims had done 
nothing else, the energy and determination displayed in 
placing this institution in a proper working condition 
would be sufficient to entitle him to the gratitude of the 
public, and to establish his claims as a philanthropist. 
His early connection with it afforded him an opportunity 
of introducing his peculiar operative procedures, and en- 
abled the profession and the public to form a true estimate 
of their value. 

In 1861 Dr. Sims visited Europe, and during his sojourn 
in Paris was invited to perform his operations in the prin- 
cipal hospitals of that city, men of world-wide renown 
sitting at the feet of the American Gamaliel to be enlight- 
ened respecting a procedure which was to revolutionize 
the treatment of the surgical diseases of women. ‘The 
following year he took his family abroad with a view of 
educating his children; and, availing himself of the repu- 
tation which he achieved in his previous visit, he soon ob- 
tained a large and lucrative practice, patients flocking to 
him from all parts of the Continent, Great Britain, and 
even the United States. He remained abroad until 1868. 
He was made a Knight of the Legion of Honor by Napo- 
leon II. ; and the French, Spanish, Portuguese, Italian, and 
Belgian governments vied with one another in investing 
him with their decorations; while many of the promi- 
nent medical societies enrolled him among their members. 
During the Franco-Prussian war he rendered important 
services at the head of the Anglo-American Ambulance 
Corps, for which he and his assistants received the thanks 
of the French government. At Louisville, in 1875, he 
was elected President of the American Medical Associa- 
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tion; and he delivered his inaugural address the following 
year—the Centennial Year of American independence—at 
a meeting of the Association at Philadelphia. Although 
not a voluminous writer, Dr. Sims has found time to 
contribute articles to the periodical press, and to publish 
monographs on Silver Sutures in Surgery, Uterine Sur- 
gery, Ovariotomy, Intra-Uterine Fibroid Tumors, and the 
Microscope in the Sterile Condition. Of late years, owing 
chiefly to ill health, most of his time has been spent in 
Europe, where he is always sure to receive a warm wel- 
come and to be greeted by crowds of wealthy patients, 
including not a few of the nobility. In 1880 he had a 
violent attack of pneumonia, from the effects of which he 
was long in recovering. He is one of the most generous 
and hospitable of men, of winsome manners, with keen 
perceptions and a mind well stored with varied informa- 
tion. He is of medium stature, well proportioned, with a 
noble forehead, large blue eyes, and of modest demeanor. 
That he possesses genius of a high order is abundantly 
attested by his works. He has acquired an insight into 
human nature by his constant intercourse with the best 
society at home and abroad. He esteems money only for 
the good he can do with it, without perhaps a due regard 
to the future. The mantle which he has so long and so 
gracefully worn is destined soon to fall upon the shoulders 
of his son Harry, a young man rapidly rising into notice. 
My friend has lately attained his seventieth year, but he is 
still hale and able to do much work. 

Dr. Sims ought to be rich and independent. Some idea 
may be formed of the proceeds of his surgical work from 
the following extract from a letter which he wrote to me 
during his residence in Paris: ‘‘ No man in our country, 
‘solitary and alone,’ ever made as much money as I 
have by my profession, except, perhaps, Dr. H., and yet 
I am comparatively poor and must work for my daily 
bread. Iam not extravagant and never gambled. I have 
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lived well and have educated a large family of children, 
and I have only found out lately that my agent who man- 
aged my business for the last fourteen years stole from me 
not less than one hundred thousand dollars. To justify 
myself for remaining abroad let me show you what I have 
done since Isaw you. I went to Rome January ist, and 
remained there until April rst. Of course people could not 
find out I was there until about the middle of February. 
From that time until the close of March, a period of six 
weeks, I made fifty-two thousand francs. Since coming 
to Paris the following items show the work done and soon 
to be done: April 22d, operation, 25,000 francs; April 
28th, operation, 1,500 frances; April 29th, operation, 15,000 
francs; April 30th, operation, 20,000 frances; May 3d, ope- 
ration, 5,000 francs. ‘Total, 66,500 francs. 

‘‘In addition to these Iam to operate in the next ten 
days as follows: Ist case, 10,000 francs; 2d case, I0,000 
francs; 3d case, 5,000 francs; 4th case, 15,000 francs. 
Total, 40,000 francs. 

‘This makes the incredible sum of nearly twenty-two 
thousand dollars, all compressed within about one month ; 
but many of these cases followed me from Italy, and you 
must not think this an average showing. It is an acci- 
dental dlocking. But if I were to settle down here any- 
where in a great, ample centre, I am sure I could make 
with ease fifty thousand dollars a year; so you will see that 
my self-expatriation for health is justifiable.”’ 

In speaking of patients who came to him during his 
European residence, Dr. Sims states that they invariably 
expect to pay well for his services, but adds that it had 
been the rule of his life never to take money from any 
who cannot easily afford to part with it. The climate of 
New York is prejudicial to his health, and for this reason, 
as well as because he can make more money abroad with 
much less labor, he prefers to exile himself from his native 
country, revisiting it generally once a year to see his chil- 
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dren and to attend to such business as chance may throw 
in his way. I imagine that the real cause of Dr. Sims’s 
poverty is his inability to husband his means—‘‘easy 
come, easy go.”? 

Dr. Sims is a man of decided views. His opinions are 
formed with caution and not easily abandoned, unless 
when he finds them to be erroneous. His good nature 
occasionally leads him astray by inducing him to place too 
much confidence in the unsupported assertions of others. 
If he is at times aggressive, he is always ready to extend 
the hand of good-fellowship. As an operator he is bold, 
sometimes almost to recklessness, but he thoroughly under- 
stands the nature of his cases, and carefully weighs the 
consequences of the employment of the knife, which he 
wields with consummate ability. The after-treatment 
never fails to receive due attention. His manners in the 
sick-room are pleasant; hence it is no wonder that his pa- 
tients love him. If he had devoted himself to the practice 
of general surgery, his inventive genius, his fertility of 
resources in emergencies, and his dexterity as an operator 
would have placed him in the highest rank of his con- 
temporaries. One almost regrets that he confines himself 
to the limited field of gynzecology. 

Sims has never worn a professor’s gown. One of the 
chief objects of his ambition, as he has often told me, has 
been to be a teacher of gynzecology in some great school, 
if possible in his Alma Mater; and last summer, when the 
failing health of Professor Wallace rendered it only too 
probable that some of the duties of his chair must soon be 
resigned to another, I opened a correspondence with Sims 
upon the subject, at the request of some of the members 
of the Faculty of our college; but the answer came, ‘‘ My 
health will not permit my acceptance of so onerous a 
chair.’? He would, I am sure, have made a most popular 
teacher and have brought influence and reputation to the 
school. He is an excellent speaker, clear and distinct, 
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with a well-trained, sonorous voice and an earnest and 
impressive manner, denotive of a full appreciation of what 
he is saying. J have witnessed bursts of eloquence from 
him that would have done honor to a born orator. 

November 26th.—I am indebted to my friend Profes- 
sor Flint for this anecdote of Thurlow Weed. Professor 
Flint attended him during his last illness as one of the 
consulting physicians. The health of the great journalist 
had been gradually failing for several months. The im- 
mediate cause of his death was starvation, produced by 
his obstinate refusal to take nourishment in any form 
whatever. Even water he would not swallow, although 
when put into his mouth he said it was ‘‘so delicious.”’ 
There was no mechanical obstruction in his gullet. He 
was simply laboring under the delusion that food and 
drink would injure him; in other words, he was insane 
on the subject. The physicians had the greatest difficulty 
in persuading him to take nourishment by the rectum, 
given in small quantity several times a day. All medicine 
was withheld. 

January 26th, 1883.—The meeting of the National Asso- 
ciation for the Protection of the Insane and the Prevention 
of Insanity, founded two years ago by a number of philan- 
thropic men and women, took place day before yesterday 
at the hall of the College of Physicians of Philadelphia. 
Dr. Joseph Parrish, in the absence of the president and 
vice-president, was called to the chair. Upon me de- 
volved the delivery of the address of welcome. I took 
the ground that most of our insane asylums are simply 
so many boarding-houses under the supervision of incom- 
petent medical men, who, without proper training, are 
utterly unfit for the discharge of their sacred duties, as is 
proved by the fact that very few cases are cured under their 
treatment, and by the fact that no well-considered works 
on insanity have issued from any of these institutions, with 
the exception of the work of the late Dr. Isaac Ray, for 
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many years Superintendent of the Rhode Island Hospital. 
On the same day I offered a resolution, which, with slight 
modification, was unanimously adopted, namely, that it 
was the sense of the meeting that every institution for the 
treatment of the insane should have upon its medical staff 
an educated and experienced gynecologist, in view of the 
fact that many cases of insanity of a curable nature are 
caused by disorders of the sexual organs. If this plan 
were generally adopted, immense good would result from 
it. Another plan, equally useful, would be to subject all 
applicants for a medical office to a rigid examination by a 
competent board. Full notes should be kept of each case, 
and every opportunity embraced to make by dissection 
thorough investigation of the causes of death. In this 
manner a flood of light, of the greatest benefit to the 
human race, could soon be made to issue from every in- 
stitution of the kind. Apathy would give place to indus- 
try, and stupidity and indifference to scientific progress. 
In the United States, with a population of fifty millions, 
there are nearly one hundred thousand insane persons, with 
fewer than one hundred asylums for their accommodation 
and treatment. One of the anomalies of the age in regard 
to this matter is that hardly any of our schools have hitherto 
recognized the importance of giving instruction, either di- 
dactic or clinical, on mental diseases. Dr. Charles K. 
Mills, a young and highly promising Philadelphia physi- 
cian, read an able and elaborate paper upon this subject, 
from which I anticipate much good. 

The meeting of the Association lasted more than two 
days, was well attended, and excited much interest. Sev- 
eral of the addresses were excellent, and elicited consider- 
able discussion. The Proceedings and Transactions have 
since been embodied in The American Psychological Jour- 
nal, the first number of which appeared in April under 
the supervision of the president, Dr. Joseph Parrish, of 
New Jersey, an able writer and efficient worker. On the 
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evening of the first day of the meeting the members of the 
Association were entertained at my house. 

February 19th.—To-day we had at dinner Dr. James E. 
Reeves, an old friend and an eminent physician of Wheel- 
ing. He is enthusiastic, intelligent, and thoroughly in 
love with his profession. He deserves great credit for the 
part he took in the establishment of a State Board of 
Health, and for his efforts to drive charlatans out of West 
Virginia. 

February 21st.—This evening, at the dinner given in 
honor of Mr. William G. Malin, for fifty-nine years steward 
of the Pennsylvania Hospital, an old member of the profes- 
sion, who was for many years one of the physicians of this 
institution, told me a curious anecdote respecting Physick, 
with whom he was long and even intimately acquainted: 
A woman fifty years of age, under my informant’s care, was 
desirous of consulting the ‘‘ Father of American Surgery”’ 
on account of cancer of the breast. An operation was 
agreed upon, but was deferred for six weeks in order, by a 
process of rigid dieting, as was then the custom, to put the 
system in a proper condition. ‘The only food allowed by 
Physick during this period was a piece of dry bread with a 
little salt and a glass of cold water three timesa day. ‘This, 
as her appetite was excellent, reduced the poor woman to 
the verge of starvation. She grew thin, pale, and ex- 
ceedingly feeble, and, as she expressed it, often felt as if 
she could bite a piece out of one of my informant’s chil- 
dren, such was her craving for nourishment. One day she 
asked Physick if she might not eat an ear of green corn, 
then in season. ‘‘What fattens hogs?’’ asked Physick. 
‘‘Corn,’? answered the patient. ‘‘Then don’t eat corn; I 
don’t want to fatten you.’? ‘The operation was performed 
in due time, but no change was made in the diet. A few 
days after this, however, my informant asked whether a 
little animal food would not be permissible. ‘Yes; go and 
see the cook; tell her to give you the leg and thigh of a 
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chicken ; strip off every bit of skin, and then, holding them 
upright at the foot end, pour over them a pint of boiling 
water, and give the woman occasionally a tablespoonful of 
the broth seasoned with a little salt.’’ The poor creature 
recovered from the effects of the operation, but died some 
months after from a general carcinomatous cachexia. 
Dudley, the Kentucky lithotomist, used to feed his pa- 
tients on bran gruel, seasoned with tartar emetic, and, 
what is worthy of note, many of his pupils imitated his 
practice. The lancet and starvation were in those days 
the most approved means of treating diseases, both chronic 
and acute. Cold water was generally withheld in the 
treatment of fevers. In the larger towns, when a physi- 
cian was sent for to visit a sick person, it was the custom 
among some practitioners to request the messenger to bring 
at the same time the bleeder along. 

It is a source of great pleasure to me, as I think it must 
be to all American physicians, to learn that the friends of 
Mr. John Eric Erichsen have just placed his bust, as a tes- 
timonial of his great services as a practitioner, as a teacher, 
and as an author, in the University Medical College. The 
sum raised for the purpose reached nearly four hundred 
pounds, leaving, after paying the artist, a considerable 
surplus, which was presented to Mr. Erichsen, who estab- 
lished with it in perpetuity an annual prize to be awarded 
for the greatest proficiency in operative surgery. It is 
creditable to us on this side of the water that a small 
amount of this money was contributed by American sur- 
geons. Mr. Erichsen was elected for three years President 
of the Royal College of Surgeons, and the testimonial with 
which he has just been honored must have been so much 
the more gratifying to him because it was, in some sense, 
of an international character. Considering his immense 
services to the profession, one is surprised that her Majesty 
has not conferred upon him the honor of knighthood. 
The friends of TI. Spencer Wells, who has been instru- 
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mental in saving many hundred lives by his ovariotomies, 
have as much cause of complaint. Such an honor is tri- 
fling in itself, but as showing the appreciation of a great 
government it is not to be contemned, especially in a 
country where rewards are habitually bestowed for meri- 
torious services. 

March r14th.—I went to New York to-day in obedience 
to an invitation extended to me two months ago to deliver 
the valedictory address to the graduating class of Bellevue 
Hospital Medical College, one hundred and sixty-one in 
number. ‘The Commencement was held at Chickering 
Hall. ‘The audience was large, and composed, as is mostly 
the case on such occasions, largely of women. ‘The candi- 
dates were presented by the Secretary of the Faculty, Pro- 
fessor Austin Flint, Jr., and the degrees conferred by Dr. 
Taylor, the President. My address, which occupied about 
twenty-five minutes in its delivery, consisted mainly of 
earnest advice to the young men about to launch out into 
practice, and was frequently interrupted by applause, es- 
pecially when I referred to the time so often misspent in 
idle dalliance, in parting one’s hair in the middle, in fash- 
ionable society, and in frivolous amusements. My defence 
of the Code of Ethics, lately attacked by some of the New 
York physicians, chiefly specialists, elicited marked atten- 
tion. I said: ‘‘Study and observe the requirements of 
the Code of Ethics of the American Medical Association. 
Nowhere will you find so trustworthy a guide in all pro- 
fessional conduct as in this chart. ‘The men who framed 
it were men honored throughout the length and breadth 
of this continent for their wisdom, intelligence, and in- 
tegrity. It is the palladium of our rights, the ark of 
our safety; and the man who wilfully dishonors it dis- 
honors his profession, and is a disturber of the public 
peace.’’ No prizes are given in this school. Another note- 
worthy peculiarity is the abolishment of what is called 
the inaugural dissertation, which, while it consumes much 
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valuable time, is no adequate test of scholarship or of pro- 
fessional attainment. 

I had not been in Chickering Hall since the winter of 
' 1850, when I attended a sacred concert given on a Sunday 
evening by Jenny Lind. I sat in the middle aisle, about 
three-fifths of the way from the stage, and her voice floated 
by me as if it had been conveyed on a silver cord. It was 
the sweetest music that ever greeted my ears, the song of 
a veritable nightingale. 

The evening after the Commencement the two Flints, 
father and son, gave my son, Dr. S. W. Gross, and myself 
a dinner at the Manhattan Club, of which both are mem- 
bers. We sat down at a quarter past seven o’clock, and 
rose at eleven. The guests numbered twenty-five, among 
whom were Taylor, the President of the Bellevue Hospital 
Medical College, and Emeritus Professor of Obstetrics ; 
Detmold, who was the first in this country to perform the 
operation for club-foot; Thomas, the gynzecologist; Van- 
derpoel, formerly Port Physician of New York; Markoe, 
Mott, and Hutchison, the eminent surgeons; Otis and 
Gouley, the surgical specialists; Lusk, Professor of Ob- 
stetrics in the Bellevue Hospital Medical College; Dennis, 
a rising young surgeon of Brooklyn; and Varick, a distin- 
guished surgeon of Jersey City. ‘‘Charley’? Smith, John 
G. Adams, and Jared Linsly, with myself, represented the 
old fogy element. Sayre, always a host in himself, was 
detained at home by a painful knee. 

After the viands were disposed of, the host rose, and in 
feeling words referred to the time when, as colleagues in 
the University of Louisville, we became acquainted with 
each other. He then mentioned as a rare occurrence the 
fact that a son of each of us was a professor in the school 
in which we ourselves held chairs. He closed with a toast, 
the only one drunk on the occasion, expressive of his best 
wishes for my health, happiness, and long life. 

Warmly tendering my thanks, and cordially recipro- 
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cating the good wishes of the host, I embraced the oppor- 
tunity to say that only a few hours before we took our 
seats at the table the idea had occurred to me that this 
would be an appropriate occasion to form a club, with alter- 
nate meetings once a year in Philadelphia and New York, 
for the purpose of establishing a closer bond of connection 
between the medical men of the two cities than had hith- 
erto existed. The suggestion was warmly approved with- 
out a dissenting voice, and a committee was at once ap- 
pointed to carry it into effect. I anticipate much good from 
this little impromptu speech. 

Each of the Flints stands at the head of his respective 
department as a writer and as a teacher—the father as pro- 
fessor of medicine for nearly half a century and as a volu- 
minous writer on medicine; and the son as a teacher of, 
and writer on, physiology. Both have distinguished them- 
selves as original investigators. The son is a graduate of 
the Jefferson Medical College, in which he received his 
degree, with my son, in 1857, after both had attended our 
lectures for two years in the University of Louisville. 
After leaving Philadelphia young Flint went to Paris, 
where he became a pupil of Bernard and Robin, and fitted 
himself by hard work for teaching with eminent success 
that branch of science to which he has devoted his life. 
The Flints are descended from a family of physicians as 
far back as four generations, the great-great-grandfather 
having emigrated from England to this country early in 
the last century, and settled in Massachusetts, where, at 
Petersham, on the 20th of October, 1812, my former col- 
league was born. He is consequently now in the seventy- 
first year of his age. He is still full of vigor, intellectual 
-and physical, such as few men of his years can boast of. 
His elementary education was obtained partly at academies 
and partly at Harvard University, where, in 1832, he took 
his degree in medicine at a time when John C. Warren, 
Jacob Bigelow, John C. Ware, and James Jackson, whose 
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private pupil he was, were prominent members of the 
medical Faculty. The estimation in which he has been 
held as a public teacher is attested by the fact that he has 
been connected at various times with not fewer than six 
medical schools. ‘The Bellevue Hospital Medical College, 
in which he is still laboring, owes much of its well-merited 
reputation to him and to his son. ‘Tall, handsome, and of 
manly form, with a well-modulated voice of great compass, 
he is as a lecturer at once clear, distinct, and inspiring. 
During his hour in the class-room no student ever falls 
asleep. He ranks especially high as a clinical instructor. 
As a diagnostician in diseases of the chest he has few 
equals. Nor is this fact at all surprising when we bear in 
mind the time and the immense labor which, from an early 
period of his professional life, he has devoted to their inves- 
tigation. I know of no one who is so well entitled as Aus- 
tin Flint, Sr., to be regarded as the American Laennec. 
Soon after he took his degree Dr. Flint became con- 
nected with the Buffalo Medical Journal, to which for ten 
years he devoted his best energies, and which he edited 
with great ability. He has contributed many papers to 
the periodical press, especially The American Journal of 
the Medical Sciences; and he has published, besides his 
great work on the Principles and Practice of Medicine, 
now in its fifth edition, a number of exhaustive mono- 
graphs on diseases of the heart and respiratory organs, 
works which have given him a wide reputation at home 
and abroad. He is a member of many medical societies, 
domestic and foreign, was President of the New York 
Academy of Medicine in 1872, and delivered the address 
in Medicine at the International Medical Congress held in 
Philadelphia in 1876. He was one of the vice-presidents 
of the International Medical Congress held in London in 
1881. His writings are everywhere received as authority ; 
and it is safe to say that there is no man in this country 
who has done more than he to advance the interests of 
2—Z2I 
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medicine. In the early part of the present winter, at the 
instance of the Philadelphia County Medical Society, the 
largest organization of the kind in the country, he deliv- 
ered to crowded houses three discourses on auscultation 
and percussion in connection with the diseases of the re- 
spiratory organs. On the evening prior to the last lecture 
the physicians of Philadelphia gave him a magnificent 
dinner at the Hotel Bellevue, at which Professor Alfred 
Stillé presided, in recognition of his many valuable ser- 
vices and of their appreciation of his lofty character. It 
will be a long time, I hope, before this noble man’s life 
will be rounded off by a full stop. 

Sunday, March 25th.—This ought to be a sad day to 
the profession; it is certainly so to me, for one of our 
most distinguished men has dropped out of our ranks. 
Dr. William H. Van Buren died this morning at his resi- 
dence in New York after a protracted illness, in which he 
endured much suffering, from softening of the brain, at- 
tended with paralysis and albuminuria. His mind had 
been clouded for several months, and death was therefore 
rather a blessing. Born in New York, in 1819, of poor but 
highly respectable parents, he was, as his name implies, 
of Dutch descent, his great-grandfather having come from 
Holland to this country in 1700. His early education was 
obtained in his native city. He then entered Yale Col- 
lege, which, however, he left in his junior year. He soon 
began the study of medicine, and for a time attended the 
lectures in the University of Pennsylvania; but before 
taking his degree he went to Paris, where, at La Charité, 
he served as an externe under Velpeau. On his return he 
wrote his thesis on the Use of the Immovable Dressing in 
the Treatment of Fractures, and the paper was found to 
be so meritorious that it was soon after published in the 
American Journal of the Medical Sciences. His was the 
first attempt to introduce this practice, now so fashionable, 
into this country. I recollect with what interest I read 


SAMUEL D. GROSS, M.D. 163 


his paper, and the strong impression it made upon the pro- 
fession. The first five years of his post-graduate life were 
spent in the army, chiefly upon the staff of General Win- 
held Scott. In 1845 he resigned his commission, opened 
an office in New York, and acted for some time as prosector 
to his father-in-law, Dr. Valentine Mott. In 1852, on the 
death of Granville Sharp Pattison, he was appointed Pro- 
fessor of Anatomy in the University of New Vork, a posi- 
tion which he held for fourteen years. From 1868 to the 
time of his death he was Professor of the Principles of 
Surgery in the Bellevue Hospital Medical College, and he 
lectured also on Clinical Surgery, especially in connection 
with the affections of the genito-urinary organs. He was 
connected with numerous hospitals, either as attending 
or consulting surgeon, and enjoyed at one time a large, 
influential, and lucrative practice. His contributions to 
the medical press were numerous and important. Early 
in his professional life he translated Bernard and Huette’s 
Operative Surgery and Morel’s Histology; in 1870 he 
published Lectures on Diseases of the Rectum; and in 
1874, along with his friend and assistant, Dr. Keyes, an 
exhaustive treatise on the Diseases of the Genito-Urinary 
Organs. At the International Medical Congress in this 
city, in 1876, he read an elaborate and valuable paper on 
Aneurism—a paper which deservedly attracted much at- 
tention. Perhaps his ablest production in a scientific and 
literary point of view is the chapter on Inflammation 
which he wrote for Ashhurst’s International Encyclopedia 
of Surgery. 

In all the relations of life Van Buren bore himself with 
the dignity of true manhood. He was of lofty stature, well 
proportioned, gentle in his voice, bland and courtly in his 
manners, and scrupulously neat in his dress. As a lecturer 
he generally was clear, distinct, and instructive, but at 
times rather prosy. His utterance was slow and deliberate. 
He operated well but not brilliantly, having an eye to the 
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safety of his patient rather than to effect. He leaned to 
conservatism, and used the knife only when it was impos- 
sible to avoid it. He had no fancy for the sight of blood, 
or for what we call desperate cases, differing in this respect 
from many of the great surgeons of the day, whose chief 
glory it is to perform operations. This brief notice of a 
great and good man would be incomplete if I were to omit 
mention of the active part which he took in the organi- 
zation and management of the United States Sanitary 
Commission, which rendered valuable services during 
our late war. Van Buren spared neither time nor money 
to increase its efficiency; and the sacrifices which he in- 
curred from the loss of practice during the five years of 
his connection with it must for a while have seriously 
crippled him. 

Van Buren was the recipient of many testimonials of 
esteem and affection. In 1867 he was elected a member 
of the Society of Surgery of Paris; and in 1878 Yale Col- 
lege conferred upon him the degree of LL.D. He was for 
two years President of the New York Pathological Society, 
and for a short time one of the Vice-Presidents of the New 
York Academy of Medicine. During the last fifteen years 
he had a residence at Shrewsbury, New Jersey, where he 
usually spent three days of the week in elegant leisure, 
generally from Friday until Monday, when he would re- 
turn to the city and attend to business. He was married 
in 1842 to the eldest daughter of Valentine Mott. 

April 2d.—I attended at the Academy of Music the 
Fifty-sixth Commencement of the Jefferson Medical Col- 
lege. The day was beautiful and the attendance immense. 
The degree of doctor of medicine was conferred upon two 
hundred and twenty-seven young men by Judge Ludlow, 
the acting president; and it was remarked that the exer- 
cises had seldom been conducted with a grace and dignity 
so befitting the occasion. The learned Judge was evi- 
dently impressed with the importance of his functions. 
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An able valedictory, in which he eloquently depicted the 
trials, hardships, and responsibilities of the professional 
life, was delivered by Professor Da Costa. A marble 
bust, by Ewing, of the late Professor Joseph Pancoast 
was then feelingly presented to the College on the part 
of the Alumni Association by Dr. Addinell Hewson, one 
of the early pupils of the Professor; and it was received 
on the part of the trustees in eloquent terms by Judge 
Ludlow. 

The annual meeting of the Alumni Association was held 
on the 3oth of March, when an interesting and philo- 
sophical address on the Evolution of a Doctor was 
delivered by Dr. J. R. Weist, of Richmond, Indiana, a 
graduate of 1861. The next day it devolved upon me, as 
its President, to receive the bust of Professor Pancoast, pre- 
sented to the Association in the name of his family by 
Professor William H. Pancoast. The occasion deeply 
affected me, and indeed almost unnerved me for the per- 
formance of this sad duty. Pancoast and I had been col- 
leagues for nearly twenty years, during which we were on 
the most intimate terms, and now the only thing, besides 
his towering reputation, that was left of him was his image 
reflected from the cold marble before me. 

April 5th.—Close upon the announcement of the death 
of Van Buren comes that of the loss of another member of 
our profession, Dr. Joseph K. Barnes, late Surgeon-General 
of the United States Army from August, 1864, until within 
a short period. He inaugurated the Medical History of 
the War, founded the Medical Museum and Medical Li- 
brary, and raised the department to the highest standard 
of efficiency. He played a conspicuous part in professional 
attendance upon Secretary Seward after he was murder- 
ously assaulted on the night of Lincoln’s assassination, 
and upon President Garfield after the attempt by Guiteau 
to assassinate him. ‘There is reason to believe that his own 
death was hastened by the hardships encountered during 
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these trials. He was born at Philadelphia in 1817, gradu- 
ated in medicine in the University of Pennsylvania, and 
passed through various grades as an army officer. His 
career was one of honor to himself and of service to 
his country. In 1873 he was elected a member of the 
Academy of France, in acknowledgment of his public ser- 
vices. Many kind and courteous letters passed between 
General Barnes and myself, and I have reason to believe 
that he entertained as warm a friendship for me as I cer- 
tainly entertained for him. 

The last volume of the Surgical Series of the Medical 
and Surgical History of the War, prepared under the direc- 
tion of Dr. Barnes, Dr. George A. Otis, and D. L. Hunting- 
ton, of the United States Army, has just been kindly sent 
to me by Surgeon-General Crane. It forms, with the 
other two volumes previously issued, a monument of mili- 
tary surgery. Poor Otis has gone to his long home, having 
died at a comparatively early age of softening of the brain 
from overwork in the office of his chief. His death has 
been widely regretted by the medical profession. 

April 13th.—The dinner given yesterday by the New 
York medical profession to Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes in 
honor of his long career as a teacher of anatomy in the 
medical department of Harvard University and of his 
services to literature must have been a grand ovation, 
thoroughly worthy of the occasion and one long to be 
remembered. An invitation had been sent to me a fort- 
night ago, but I was unable to be present. About two hun- 
dred and twenty-five persons were in attendance, including 
twenty specially invited guests, representative men of the 
profession ; and responses to toasts selected from Shakes- 
peare were made by William M. Evarts, George W. Curtis, 
Bishop Clark of Rhode Island, Dr. T. Gaillard Thomas, and 
Whitelaw Reid of the New York Tribune. Professor For- 
dyce Barker, who originated the tribute to Holmes, presided. 
The dinner was given at Delmonico’s. After a few words 
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of greeting by the chairman, Dr. A. H. Smith read a poem 
of welcome, which was happily responded to by the guest 
of the evening. 

Dr. Holimes will always be better remembered as a liter- 
ary man than as a physician. Although he has been a 
teacher of anatomy for more than forty years, he has 
made no additions to anatomical science. In his daily 
lectures he infused life into the dry bones and into the dead 
muscles, vessels, nerves, and viscera, and he must have 
been an agreeable instructor; but of histology his know- 
ledge was superficial and in no wise abreast of the times. 
No lecturer, if we may trust report, ever abounded more in 
entertaining anecdotes, or was more successful in keeping 
alive the attention of his class. Considering the character 
of his mind, one is surprised to find that he should have 
exchanged law for medicine. Early in life he annotated 
Marshall Hall’s Practice of Medicine, wrote several papers 
for the medical journals, and published a lecture on Puer- 
peral Fever, in which he strenuously and successfully 
advocated the contagious character of that disease in op- 
position to the teachings of Meigs, Hodge, and other dis- 
tinguished writers. At a later period he published tracts 
on Homceopathy, Currents and Counter-Currents in Medi- 
cine, and various other ephemeral articles. He never was 
a clinical teacher, and his medical practice was sadly lim- 
ited and uninfluential. If he had remained faithful to his 
eatly love, he would, there is no doubt, have gained great 
distinction at the bar. His forte was literature, and as 
the author of The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table, Elsie 
Venner, Songs in Many Keys, of many charming maga- 
zine articles, and of many delightful poems, his name is 
indelibly impressed upon our age and country. In the 
following lines, read in response to the address of wel- 
come, Dr. Holmes tenderly refers to his early medical 
friends, and expresses a warm desire to be considered as 
still belonging to our brotherhood : 
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‘««T, who your labors for a while have shared, 
New tasks have sought, with new companions fared, 
For Nature’s servant far too often seen 
A loiterer by the waves of Hippocrene ; 
Yet round the earlier friendship twines the new: 
My footsteps wander, but my heart is true, 
Nor e’er forgets the living or the dead 
Who trod with me the paths where science led. 


“‘ How can I tell you, O my loving friends, 
What light, what warmth your joyous welcome lends 
To life’s late hour? Alas! my song is sung ; 
Its fading accents falter on my tongue. 
Sweet friends, if shrinking in the banquet’s blaze, 
Your blushing guest must face the breath of praise, 
Speak not too well of one who scarce will know 
Himself transfigured in its roseate glow ; 
Say kindly of him what is, chiefly, true, 
Remembering always he belongs to you ; 
Deal with him as a truant, if you will, 
But claim him, keep him, call him brother still !’’ 


The American medical profession has produced few 
poets. Among the most conspicuous of these, besides 
Holmes, are the two Mitchells—John K., the father, and 
S. Weir, the son—-who have written very fine verses; a 
colleague of mine, the late Dr. Elisha Bartlett, and James 
G. Percival, an able scholar and a charming poet. Eng- 
land can claim Erasmus Darwin, author of The Botanic 
Garden; John Keats, author of Endymion, Lamia, Isa- 
bella, and other pieces; Mark Akenside, author of The 
Pleasures of the Imagination; John Armstrong, author of 
The Art of Preserving Health; John Wolcott, celebrated 
as “Peter Pindar’’; Sir Richard Blackmore, physician to 
William III. and Queen Anne, author of Prince Arthur, 
The Creation, and other poems; and last, but not least, 
Albert von Haller, a poet of no mean order, an old copy 
of whose poems in German has long been one of the most 
valued occupants of my library. 


Cre re Vit, 


GEORGE W. BIDDLE—GEORGE SHARSWOOD—INVITATION TO ATTEND THE MEET- 
ING OF THE BRITISH MEDICAL ASSOCIATION—THE AMERICAN SURGICAL ASSO- 
CIATION— THE AMERICAN MEDICAL ASSOCIATION—-HENRY B. PAYNE—JOHN 
L. ATLEE—ARCHBISHOP WOOD—BOASTING—EVOLUTION—THE STUDY OF THE 
CLASSICS—-JAMES BUCHANAN—-LONG BRANCH-——CHARLATANS—GEORGE W. 
CHILDS. 


APRIL 26th.—I dined with Mr. George W. Biddle this 
evening at Augustin’s. About thirty, chiefly judges and 
members of the Pennsylvania bar, sat down at the broad 
table, decorated with flowers. Among the prominent men 
present were ex-Judge Sharswood, Chief-Justice Mercur, 
Judge Gordon, Judge Sterrett, Judge McKennan, Judge 
Butler, Judge Ludlow, and Judge Allison, Attorney-Gen- 
eral Cassidy, George Biddle, Jr., George W. Childs, and 
Mr. J. L. Claghorn. Chief-Justice Mercur occupied the 
seat of honor, and as I was placed next to him I had a 
good opportunity of enjoying his society. He impressed 
me very pleasantly. We discussed, among other matters, 
the education of children, and I found that our views coin- 
cided. We agreed that the proper way to bring up chil- 
dren was to treat them as our equals, with confidence and 
affection, and to grant them all reasonable enjoyments— 
not to regard them as if they were aliens in the family, 
and to deny them every privilege in the way of amuse- 
ment, as is done by austere people, who frequently have 
the worst children in the community. Judge Mercur is 
evidently an amiable man, a pattern of a good husband 
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and father. The conversation around the table was of a 
general character, and became quite animated after the 
wine had freely circulated. The host, who is celebrated 
for his hospitality and who is one of the leading members 
of our bar, made himself especially agreeable by his genial 
manners and courtesy. Before we sat down at table ex- 
Judge Sharswood and I had a chat about our early Phila- 
delphia reminiscences. Among other things he asked, 
‘“Do you recollect a trial which took place in 1828, in 
which Dr. George McClellan was defendant in a suit for 
malpractice on account of alleged want of skill in a case of 
cataract?’ ‘‘Certainly,’? I said; ‘‘for I was one of the 
witnesses.’? ‘Did you hear Dr. Physick’s testimony?’ ‘‘I 
did not.’? ‘‘ Well, it was curious. A cranky old judge by 
the name of Barnes presided, and when Physick was called 
the judge insisted that he should take a seat with him 
on the bench, which accordingly he did. ‘Dr. Physick,’ 
he asked, ‘you must have a large experience in diseases of 
the eye?’ ‘I have,’ was the answer. ‘Will you be kind 
enough to state what your experience is in operations 
for cataract?’ ‘I have performed many operations of this 
kind, and have occasionally lost an eye; but I have not 
been quite so unlucky as Baron Wenzel, a German oculist, 
who declared that he had lost a hatful of eyes before he 
became an expert.’ ‘Sit down, great man, sit down! that 
will do, great man,’ added the judge.’’ Dr. Joseph Parrish 
was another witness in this famous trial, but he showed 
little familiarity with ophthalmic surgery. He wore, I 
recollect, his Quaker costume, with his legs incased in 
high boots with buff-colored tops. One of McClellan’s 
counsel, a young man of great promise as a lawyer, after- 
wards became a forger and fled to Europe, whence he 
never returned. A verdict of five hundred dollars was 
rendered in favor of the plaintiff. The suit, as most fre- 
quently happens, had been instigated by professional 
enemies of McClellan. 
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Within but one month after this very pleasant reunion 
of eminent lawyers, poor Sharswood slept, like Asa of old, 
with his fathers. Seized with apoplexy on the street, he 
was carried to his bed in a state of unconsciousness, in 
which he expired in less than a week. He was a great 
jurist. He was well trained in the depths and subtleties 
of the law from an early period of his life. His editions of 
Blackstone’s Commentaries, Byles on Bills of Exchange, 
Smith on Contracts, and of other legal works, are every- 
where regarded with high favor by the profession. He 
is also the author of a small volume on Ethics and Legal 
Studies, intended as a guide for the student. For many 
years he held a chair in the Law School of the University 
of Pennsylvania. He sat on the bench when he was hardly 
thirty years of age. A year before his death he retired, at 
the expiration of his term of office, from the chief-justice- 
ship of the State. When a man so ripe in scholarship and 
in knowledge of legal science closes his mortal career, 
humanity cannot resist the melancholy satisfaction of drop- 
ping a tearon his grave. Sharswood was as good a man 
as he was a great one. 

April 28th.—I received an invitation from the president- 
elect and the local committee of the British Medical Asso- 
ciation to be their guest at the meeting in Liverpool on 
the 31st of July and the following three days in August, 
and also a request to send any specimens that might be of 
interest on the occasion. The fear of seasickness alone 
deters me from accepting it. This invitation is particu- 
larly grateful to me, as it shows the friendly feeling which 
exists on the part of our foreign brethren, not only toward 
me personally, but toward the medical profession of the 
United States. No one perhaps on this continent can bear 
warmer testimony than I to the courtesy and kindness 
of our English kinsmen, who on the three occasions on 
which I was among them made me feel perfectly at home. 
The British Medical Association, like its younger sister 
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in this country, is peripatetic, meeting at a different point 
of the Island every year; and it makes heavy drafts upon 
the hospitality of the place, the president rarely escaping 
an expenditure of several thousand dollars for his short- 
lived honors. 

May 30th.—To-day I leave for Cincinnati, my early 
home in the West, accompanied by my two daughters and 
by S. W. Gross and his wife—all but the last natives of 
the ‘‘Queen City’’—father and son to attend the meeting 
of the American Surgical Association which meets there 
to-morrow, and the women to see their friends. The re- 
union of the Association was a marked success. Some 
excellent papers were read and discussed; among others 
one by Dr. Senn, a young Swiss physician of Milwaukee, 
detailing a large number of experiments on dogs illustra- 
tive of intracapsular fracture of the thigh-bone. The Asso- 
ciation was strengthened by the election of a number of 
prominent surgeons as Fellows. On the second evening 
of the meeting it was entertained at the Gibson House by 
the Committee of Arrangements, Drs. Conner, Dawson, 
and Bramble, assisted by the secretary, Dr. Weist of Rich- 
mond. Among the Fellows who took an active part in 
its proceedings were Kinloch of Charleston; Campbell of 
Augusta, Georgia; Richardson of New Orleans; Briggs of 
Nashville; Mastin of Mobile; Gregory of St. Louis; Gunn 
of Chicago; Moore of Rochester; Post of New York; 
Fifield of Boston; Johnston, Alan P. Smith, and Tiffany 
of Baltimore; and Mears, Packard, and S. W. Gross of 
Philadelphia. ‘The Association has now nearly one hun- 
dred members, the number originally provided for by the 
constitution. An amendment, offered a year ago, to in- 
crease the membership to one hundred and fifty, failed to 
pass, on the ground that the Association would thereby 
be rendered unwieldy. The next meeting takes place at 
Washington City in May, 1884. As I had occupied the 
office of president for four years, and expressed my deter- 
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mination not to accept it again, Dr. Moore was unani- 
mously elected, and no better Fellow, or one who takes a 
deeper interest in the Association, could have been selected. 
I may add that I showed my willingness to contribute my 
mite to the Transactions, of which a volume is to be pub- 
lished this summer, by reading a short paper on the Value 
of Early Operations in Malignant Tumors. Our meeting 
was held on the very site where, more than forty years 
ago, while a professor in the Medical Department of the 
Cincinnati College, I delivered four courses of lectures on 
pathological anatomy. 

It was sad for me to see that nearly all the great land- 
marks of Cincinnati forty-three years ago, when I left it, 
were so completely obliterated that, if I had been dropped 
down in the heart of the city, or in any one of its princi- 
pal streets, I should not have known where I was. All 
things were changed; nearly all my old friends had long 
been dead; the few who survived were tottering on the 
brink of the grave. My children failed to find a trace of 
the house in which they were born. Houses as well as 
people have their graves. Cincinnati is a compactly built 
city. It has many fine houses and public edifices; but its 
glory consists in its fine suburban residences and grounds 
at Clifton, Mount Auburn, and Walnut Hills, which for 
style and elegance are not exceeded anywhere in this 
country. It is proud of its observatory, opera-house, art 
gallery, public schools, and public-spirited citizens. Mr. 
Cist predicted in 1840 that Cincinnati in one hundred years 
would have as large a population as London. He forgot 
that it was hemmed in on all sides by hills and water, 
which must inevitably interfere with its growth. It is 
surpassed already by St. Louis and Chicago. ‘In an article 
in a recent number of Harper’s Magazine on the growth 
of Cincinnati, written by a lady, no mention whatever is 
made of Dr. Daniel Drake, whose Picture of Cincinnati, 
published in 1812, was largely instrumental in directing 
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the attention of Eastern immigrants to what was then em- 
phatically the Queen City of the West. Many, if indeed 
not most, of its early settlers were New England people. 
In 1833 it took me thirteen days and a half to make the 
journey from Easton, Pennsylvania, to Cincinnati. Now 
twenty-three hours only are requisite to make the journey 
from Philadelphia, with scarcely any fatigue. Such is 
progress. 

June 4th.—I left Cincinnati this morning with my two 
daughters to attend the meeting, the next day, of the 
American Medical Association at Cleveland. We reached 
our destination at half past three o’clock in the afternoon, 
and drove at once to the sumptuous residence of Mr. 
Henry B. Payne, whose guests, as arranged by previous 
invitation, we remained until the following Thursday 
afternoon, when we took our departure for Philadelphia. 
The Paynes are refined, cultured people, and very wealthy. 
Their house is large, and it is situated in a beautiful part 
of Euclid Avenue. In front it has a broad, beautiful lawn 
covered with rare trees, native and exotic, and enlivened 
by birds, among which the robin appears conspicuous. 
Mr. Payne is a lawyer by profession. He represented 
Ohio in Congress, and was put in nomination for Presi- 
dent by the Democratic party at its Convention in Cincin- 
nati in 1880, General Hancock beating him as candidate 
only by a few votes. Mrs. Payne, a lady of intelligence 
and much activity, would have discharged the duties of 
the White House with womanly dignity, and in this office 
she would have been ably assisted by her two accom- 
plished daughters, Mrs. Gordon of Cleveland, and Mrs. 
Whitney of New York. Two evenings after our arrival 
a cablegram from Paris announced the death of one of 
Mrs. Whitney’s children, a girl of loveliness and promise, 
who was a victim of diphtheria, doubtless contracted on 
the steamer, for the attack made its appearance almost as 
soon as the family reached the French metropolis. Not- 
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withstanding the profound grief which this announcement 
produced, we were treated with great courtesy and atten- 
tion by our host and hostess, as well as by every member 
of the family. Private grief is sacred, and we did all we 
could to assuage its poignancy. 

June 5th.—The meeting of the American Medical Asso- 
ciation was a success. Dr. John L. Atlee, of Lancaster, 
Pennsylvania, presided with dignity and _ self-possession ; 
and his inaugural, devoted to reminiscences of his teachers 
in the University of Pennsylvania, was a scholarly pro- 
duction, well received by the crowded audience. The 
addresses were for the most part satisfactory, and much 
interest was evinced in the work of the different Sections. 
The plan of journalizing the Transactions, originally 
suggested by me in 1868, was carried into effect. Dr. N. 
S. Davis, the founder of the Association, was appointed 
editor of the new journal; and I had the great pleasure 
of seeing Dr. Austin Flint, Sr., elected president on my 
nomination. No man better entitled to the office by his 
professional merits could have been selected for this posi- 
tion. In choosing him the Association honored itself more 
than it honored the New York veteran physician. 

But for his modesty and his inland residence John L. 
Atlee would long ago have been elected to the office which 
he now fills. Born at the close of the last century, he 
is now nearly eighty-three years of age, with a mind well 
poised and a body as erect as it was in early youth. It 
is refreshing to see a man who has led so laborious a life 
so well preserved. Dr. Atlee belongs to that class of men 
known as general practitioners, in contradistinction to the 
specialists who have sprung up during the last twenty 
years, and whose numbers have become legion. Skilled 
alike in medicine, surgery, and obstetrics, he has earned 
an enviable reputation as a diagnostician, as a therapeutist, 
and as a successful operator. ‘To him much credit is due 
for his efforts in reviving ovariotomy, in which he had the 
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powerful codperation of his celebrated brother, Washing- 
ton L. Atlee. Dr. John L. Atlee was the first who excised 
both ovaries in the same woman. ‘The patient was un- 
married, twenty-five years of age. The operation was 
performed in 1843, and the subject was alive in 1878. He 
has contributed numerous papers to the medical press ; 
and by a singular coincidence one number of the American 
Journal of the Medical Sciences contained articles from 
the pen of himself, of his son, and of his grandson, a con- 
currence rarely witnessed in the scientific or literary world. 
A good talker, fond of anecdotes, and abounding in know- 
ledge, Dr. Atlee is much beloved and is one of the most 
popular of physicians. He graduated from the University 
of Pennsylvania in 1820, and he can congratulate himself 
upon having devoted sixty-three years of his life to the 
service of humanity. 

Wednesday, June 21st.—The death of Archbishop Wood, 
so long expected, has at length taken place. I paid him 
a visit last evening at half past seven o’clock with his 
faithful medical attendant, Dr. Joseph Lopez, and he ex- 
pired the same evening at fifteen minutes past eleven 
o’clock, having been for several days in a state of un- 
consciousness. ‘The immediate cause of his death was 
ureemia—the remote cause albuminuria, under which he 
had been laboring, in a marked degree, for the last six 
months. His health had been gradually declining for 
several years, and still it was hard to persuade him that 
he was sick. He had a powerful will and a remarkable 
vitality. An ordinary man would long ago have given 
up in despair. But the Archbishop held on to life and to 
duty in a manner which reminded one of the Athenian 
who held on to the ship with his hands, and when they 
were lopped off seized it with his teeth. On more occa- 
sions than one, when in the morning I left him, as I sup- 
posed, desperately ill, and did not know whether he would 
be alive at my next visit, I found him sitting in his big 
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arm-chair busily engaged in writing letters or in arranging 
papers, shaved, handsomely dressed, and greeting me with 
his benignant and courtly smile. One of his greatest physi- 
cal inconveniences was the swollen condition of his lower 
extremities, which were very hard, and at least twice their 
ordinary bulk and weight; at times, indeed, they were 
erysipelatous, very painful, and almost immovable. On 
looking at them one day, I told him that his limbs re- 
minded me of the anecdote, elsewhere related, of William 
III., who was similarly affected. The Archbishop laughed 
heartily at the recital of this incident. I do not think any- 
body ever enjoyed an anecdote more than his grace. He 
had himself a large fund of them, drawn chiefly from his 
own experience. I shall never forget the glee with which 
he told me that when a little boy he had in climbing a 
fence irreparably torn a pair of new trousers and slightly 
scratched his leg. He was, naturally enough, afraid to re- 
turn home in this condition lest his parents should punish 
him. It happened that on the same day a sister had been 
bitten by a dog that was supposed to be mad. Her wound 
was promptly cauterized ; and when the little brother, who 
had just come in, said that the same dog which had bitten 
her had torn his trousers and injured him, his leg was sub- 
jected to a severe cauterization with the hot iron by Dr. 
Physick, the pain of which he bore with the fortitude of 
a Spartan. He said that this lesson caused him afterwards 
strictly to adhere to the truth. On another occasion my 
elder son, who had been sitting in a Pullman car in a 
seat adjoining his, went into the smoking compartment to 
enjoy acigar. During his absence a stranger, impressed by 
the distinguished appearance of the Archbishop, took the 
vacated seat and entered into conversation. On my son’s 
return the stranger went to his own seat, and the Arch- 
bishop, with a bland smile, said, ‘‘Do you see that man 
over there??? ‘‘ Yes,’ was the reply. ‘‘ Well, he must 
think me a very untruthful man; for he asked me if I was 
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married, and I told him yes, and the father of nearly eight 
hundred children! You know, doctor, I am wedded to the 
church, and have nearly that many orphan children in my 
diocese to look after.’’ 

I attended the Archbishop professionally for more than 
twelve years—for about half this period alone, and for 
the remaining half with Dr. Lopez; and during all this 
time, in the vicissitudes of his ailments, often of a very 
trying nature, I never heard a murmur of complaint escape 
his lips. I never saw him ruffled in temper or exhibit the 
slightest impatience. If he was not always cheerful, his 
face bore a sweet, benignant expression, indicative of 
kindness of heart, and of perfect resignation to his situa- 
tion and to the will of God. His household were devoted 
to him. ‘The Rev. Father Elcock, the rector of the Cathe- 
dral, and the Rev. Father Brennan, his secretary, were 
in constant attendance on him, and with his faithful body- 
servant, Tom Bryant, did all they could to aid him in the 
discharge of his Episcopal duties and to contribute to his 
personal and spiritual comfort. 

There was nothing ostentatious in Archbishop Wood; 
nothing that denoted luxury or pride of office. His study 
was devoid of everything but the plainest articles, and his 
chamber did not contain one elegant piece of furniture. 
Such a man ought to have had a palatial residence, fur- 
nished in the best style, with choice paintings and objects 
of virtu, to lighten the cares and toils of office; but to 
all such things he seemed to be indifferent. He lived 
only for the good of his church and of his people. While 
he knew as well as any one how to enjoy the pleasures 
of the table, his habits were temperate. The first time 
he took a meal at my house was in 1871, when I gavea 
breakfast to Archbishop Spalding. He subsequently re- 
peatedly dined with me on the Sabbath; and I always 
felt better for my association with him, because I was 
conscious that I had been in the society of a good man and 
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a noble Christian. On such occasions his grace was al- 
ways accompanied by his private secretary—an invariable 
custom, I believe, with the dignitaries of the Catholic 
Church. 

The Archbishop was an exceedingly kind man. ‘The 
orphan children of his diocese claimed his special care 
and tenderness. During the last years of his life from 
six to eight hundred boys and girls were constantly fed, 
clothed, and educated by his bounty. He built churches, 
founded hospitals and asylums, established seminaries and 
colleges, and worked unceasingly in the interests of morality 
and religion. While he loved his own church above all 
others, he was tolerant of many other denominations of 
Christians, believing there was more or less good in all. 
He despised cant, deceit, and hypocrisy. He owed much 
of his popularity and success in building up the church in 
his diocese to his strong common-sense and to his execu- 
tive ability. He was educated at Gloucester, England. 
After his return to his native country he was for a number 
of years a clerk in two of the Cincinnati banks; and so 
well did he discharge the duties of his office that much 
regret was expressed when he announced his determination 
to abandon his secular work for the ministry. Archbishop 
Wood’s family were Protestants; and it was not without 
much sorrow and earnest remonstrance that they saw him 
give up the religion of his forefathers for a religion for 
which none of them had respect. The father was dead at 
the time; and the mother, if I mistake not, never after- 
wards looked kindly at the conduct of her son. But what 
was their loss proved, ere long, to be the gain of the Cath- 
olic Church. After having completed his studies at Rome, 
his rise was rapid. An assistant of Archbishop Purcell of 
Cincinnati, he became at no distant day Bishop of Phila- 
delphia. In 1875 he was elevated to the archbishopric, 
an office which he filled with marked dignity and useful- 
ness to the time of his lamented death, at the age of 


180 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 


seventy-one years. I was present when, through a mes- 
senger of the Pope, the pallium was conferred upon him. 
He was at the time in poor health. As his medical adviser, 
I was kindly invited to a seat in the sanctuary, which was 
crowded with more than two hundred and fifty priests, 
including the papal nuncio and a number of the promi- 
nent bishops and archbishops of the country. Among 
the illustrious prelates on this grand occasion was the 
venerable Archbishop Purcell, an octogenarian, whom in 
my young days I knew at Cincinnati, a truly good man, 
but devoid, as was shown soon after this event, of know- 
ledge of finance. No one lamented his downfall more sin- 
cerely than Archbishop Wood, whose appeals in behalf of 
his friend created a widespread sympathy, and exercised 
a powerful influence, not only in raising substantial aid, 
but in shaping public opinion. The only error of which 
Archbishop Purcell was guilty was his faith in the com- 
petency of his brother, Father Purcell, to superintend the 
secular affairs of his diocese. I never knew Father Pur- 
cell personally; but I have had reliable information that 
he was a frolicsome youth, fond of gayety, and not over- 
exact in his methods of doing business. After he entered 
the priesthood he no doubt became a pious man; but 
his career shows that he utterly lacked financial and ex- 
ecutive ability. 

Archbishop Wood, as I have already stated, was a lib- 
eral-minded man, with none of the prejudices which have 
been so often alleged against the priests and members of 
the Catholic Church. As an instance I may mention the 
manner in which he regarded the proper observance of the 
Sabbath during the Centennial Exhibition in this city. 
While Protestant clergymen and laymen loudly denounced 
all attempts to keep the Exhibition open on Sunday, 
Archbishop Wood expressed himself strongly in favor of 
the project, and his high position enabled him to exert a 
powerful influence upon the mind of the public. His views 
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are so rational that I cannot forbear inserting them here in 
full: ‘‘I only state my conviction, derived from the per- 
petual practice and teaching of the Church of Christ, that 
any innocent recreation is quite compatible with the holi- 
ness and repose of the Lord’s day, after one has discharged 
his religious duty to his Maker. Among the means of 
innocent relaxation of soul and body, I can see none 
more harmless than an afternoon visit to the Exposition, 
where the poor and laboring classes—and they are most 
numerous among us—may enjoy a few hours of rational 
pleasure in examining the products of genius and the 
specimens of art and mechanical skill which have been 
gathered together in the Centennial Buildings. Such a 
visit will improve and elevate their minds. Indeed, I be- 
lieve that it will have a most beneficial effect; that it will 
tend to prevent many disorders, and check to a great ex- 
tent that desecration of the Lord’s day which is unhappily 
a growing evil in the community.”’ 

He was an enemy to all secret societies, denounced 
miracle-working among the people of his diocese, and 
exerted his influence in putting down the misrule and 
spirit of insubordination among the Irish Catholics in the 
mining regions of Pennsylvania. He looked with horror 
upon the conduct of the ‘‘ Molly Maguires,’’ whose crimes 
cried aloud to heaven for vengeance. A heavy load was 
lifted off his mind as one after another, to the number of 
twenty-three, was led to the scaffold through the agency 
mainly of one man, Mr. Franklin B. Gowen, President of 
the Philadelphia and Reading Railroad. 

The Archbishop’s funeral, as solemn as it was imposing, 
took place six days after his death. After the body was 
embalmed and lay in state, it was viewed by thousands of 
people, among whom were many sincere mourners. ‘The 
Cathedral, one of the darling objects of his affection, was 
crowded by a select audience, including many members 
of other churches, clergymen, physicians, lawyers, and 
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prominent citizens; while thousands were assembled out- 
side its walls anxious to catch a parting glimpse of their 
venerated friend and beloved pastor. After High Mass 
was said, and a beautiful and appropriate discourse com- 
memorative of his life and services was pronounced by 
Archbishop Gibbons of Baltimore, the occupant of the old- 
est Catholic church in the United States, the remains, 
arrayed in full canonicals, were carried in procession in a 
magnificent hearse drawn by six horses around the four 
squares of the Cathedral, and finally laid at rest in the 
crypt near the high altar, there to abide until the day of 
the resurrection. A few days after this event the Arch- 
bishop’s will was admitted to probate. It was compressed 
into a few short paragraphs, in which all his personal 
property, consisting of an insurance policy on his life for 
ten thousand dollars, was bequeathed to the church which 
he had served so long and so faithfully. Two aged sisters, 
the one a widow and the other a single woman, were the 
chief mourners at the funeral, which was attended by 
more than four hundred priests, including sixteen bishops 
and four archbishops. ‘Thus lived and thus died a good 
and noble man, an honor to his age, to his church, and to 
his country. Greater men have lived, but the world has 
seldom, if ever, seen a better man than James Frederic 
Wood. 

July 8th.—My good mother used to insist upon it that 
I was born on the 8th of July, 1805. If this be so—and 
none could have known better than she—I must now be 
seventy-eight years old. And yet I do not feel old; my 
friends say I look well, and I have no reason to contradict 
them. My health is excellent. I sleep well, enjoy my 
three meals a day, and am able to do a good deal of work. 
For all this I am thankful to God. My children congratu- 
late me, and make me little presents betokening their love 
for me. I am happy; but would be more so if my dear 
wife were here to keep me company and share my joys. 
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July 15th.—The late Rev. Dr. Malcolm, formerly a mis- 
sionary in Burmah, related to me several years ago a good 
story about a native doctor, a pompous fellow, who was 
in the habit of parading the city with his attendants, 
proclaiming that he had never lost a patient. He had 
reduced, he said, the whole catalogue of maladies to sixty, 
for each of which he pretended to have an infallible 
remedy. ‘“‘It is true,’’ he added, ‘‘I am sometimes baffled, 
but only for a short time, for if I find after three or four 
trials that the remedy is not adapted to the cure of the 
disease I use my universal pill for the cure of the co-dis- 
eases, and I have never yet failed of success.’’? Shortly 
after this conversation Dr. Malcolm was roused in the 
night by the terrible wailings and lamentations of his 
neighbors—noises such as are always made when a noted 
person dies. Meeting the doctor the next morning Dr. 
Malcolm observed, ‘‘What a pity it is you were not here 
last night. A man died only a few doors from here, and 
as you have never lost a case he could not have been your 
patient.”’ ‘‘ Yes, but he was,’’ was the reply; ‘‘he was 
my patient; but how could he help dying when death 
killed him? I can cure every disease; but there is no 
remedy for death.’’ And the doctor went his way. 

Medical boasters are, unfortunately, not confined to the 
Burmese. I have met many such fellows in our own ranks, 
and they generally take better with the common herd of 
mankind than does the modest and retiring physician. 
People like to be humbugged. Many years ago I visited a 
patient suffering from typhoid fever in consultation with 
a middle-aged practitioner noted for his bragging proclivi- 
ties, who declared that he had treated that winter more 
than eighty cases of that malady and had not lost a single 
case. Our patient died the same night; and his mother- 
in-law, sick with the same disease, followed him a few 
days afterwards! Death, according to the Frenchman of 
1793, is an eternal sleep. Lying never dies; it is a prin- 
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ciple of our nature, and I have known many cases in which 
it was hereditary. Waris the natural condition of man- 
kind. Children love to strike and scratch one another; 
chickens fight before the shell is fairly off their backs; 
and puppies seem never happier than when they are en- 
gaged in an angry romp. What insect fights more deter- 
minedly than the ant when annoyed or ill treated by its 
fellow-worker? ‘Truth is the antithesis of lies, and yet 
how rarely is it told! Cardinal Hildebrand acted a lie 
when, pretending to be bowed down by the infirmities of 
age, he assumed a vacillating gait and the appearance of a 
humpback to deceive the electoral college into the belief 
that a year or two would put an end to him. The morn- 
ing after he was elected pope he walked erect, with a firm 
step, and a face no longer expressive of suffering. For 
years he had been stooping because, he said, he had all the 
while been looking for the keys of St. Peter, and having 
found them, he had no longer any need of doubling him- 
self up. 

July 17th.—The subject of Evolution has engaged much, 
if not universal, attention among scientific and educated 
men during the last twenty-five years, chiefly through the 
researches and writings of Charles Darwin, who spent most 
of his life in its investigation. Devoting his early years 
to natural history, he proceeded steadily until he reached 
a height in this branch of knowledge which no one 
had attained before. He was one of those who work 
for eternity—one of those who, in England, are sure when 
they die to find a tablet, if not also a grave, in Westmin- 
ster Abbey, amidst the tombs of kings and princes, and 
statesmen, and warriors, and scientists, and discoverers, 
and inventors, and philanthropists, and literary geniuses. 
Charles Darwin must be regarded as the founder of the 
science of evolution; for, although glimpses of it may be 
traced in the writings of some of the ancient philosophers, 
and although the doctrine is distinctly shadowed forth in 
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the works of Erasmus Darwin, his grandfather, Charles is 
unquestionably entitled to the credit of having given form 
to the material which lay scattered like so much gold in 
the sands of time. The following sentence, composed 
nearly one hundred years ago by the author of The Botanic 
Garden and The Loves of the Plants, embodies the germ 
of the theory. Like the electric spark elicited by Frank- 
lin’s kite, it was long hidden in darkness. ‘‘ Would it be 
too bold to imagine,’’ says Erasmus Darwin, ‘‘that, in the 
great length of time since the earth began to exist, per- 
haps millions of ages before the commencement of the 
history of mankind—would it be too bold to imagine that 
all warm-blooded animals have arisen from one living fila- 
ment which THE GREAT FIRST CAUSE endued with ani- 
mality, with the power of acquiring new parts, attended 
with new propensities, directed by irritations, sensations, 
volitions, and associations, and thus possessing the faculty 
of continuing to improve by its own inherent activity, and 
of delivering down those improvements by generation to 
its posterity, world without end?’ 

If we accept the doctrine of evolution, we must take 
for granted that creation has been an extremely slow 
process, and that evolution is still going on and will con- 
tinue to go on in all time to come. If this be so, how 
long would it take to evolve a human being from an orang- 
outang, the highest type of the monkey tribe, or a horse 
from the animal immediately below it in affinity of form 
and structure? We have an authentic record of the his- 
tory of the human race for at least six thousand years, and 
yet during all this period no such organic modification has 
been witnessed. Perhaps it may be said that the neces- 
sity for such a development ceased with the creation of 
man and woman. ‘There is plausibility in the assumption. 
Many of the varieties of form and color observable in man 
and animals may readily be explained by the changes 
induced by miscegenation, climate, modes of living, and 
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other interdependent and extraneous causes. If we be- 
lieve in a great First Cause, as all rational men must, 
why not assume that all things, visible and invisible, were 
the product of a special creation instead of a gradual evo- 
lution, as asserted by Darwin and his followers? If God 
could create the earth, the stars, and the mighty planets, 
of which our world forms only an insignificant part, could 
He not also, by a special act, have created all the dwellers 
therein, from the most minute microcosm up to the most 
complicated form of animal life? I agree with Professor 
Tyndall that the whole subject of evolution belongs to the 
dim twilight of conjecture. 

Henry Ward Beecher teaches that, while the animal part 
of man is evolved from beings below him, the spiritual 
part is derived directly from God; or, not to misrepresent 
him, ‘‘man is the son of God in spiritual value.’? ‘There 
is evidently a cunning mental reservation here. The great 
preacher evidently means that man in his whole being is 
an emanation from inferior organisms. When he declares 
that man is not sinful by nature, but voluntarily, and that 
Adam, poor fellow, is not the father of all the wickedness 
of this world, I give him credit for his candor and good 
sense. Adam had enough trouble of his own without 
being saddled with the sins of the whole human family. 
If Eve did not worry him, Cain certainly did. 

July 18th.—Much diversity of opinion has been ex- 
pressed of late years in regard to the advantage of the 
study of the classics as an exercise of the mind, some con- 
tending that they are essential to the full development of 
the intellectual faculties, while others of equal prominence 
maintain that they possess no advantage whatever as a 
mental discipline over the study of the modern languages, 
especially the French and German. Professor Seelye, one 
of our ablest and most experienced educators, asserts as 
the result of his observation that the young men who take 
the Latin and Greek courses in our colleges are better able 


SAMUEL D. GROSS, M. D. 187 


to grasp the mysteries of science, and that they will eventu- 
ally reach a higher standard of excellence, than those who 
do not take them. Hence he is in favor of a given amount 
of Greek as a requisite for admission into our literary insti- 
tutions; and in this opinion he is warmly seconded by 
other teachers both in this country and in Europe. I 
doubt very much whether the acquisition of a science has 
much to do with a knowledge of Greek and Latin. As- 
suredly, many of the ablest and most distinguished scien- 
tists of the age have been men of limited classical educa- 
tion—self-made men, as they are called, who have risen 
to prominence by their own talent, by their industry, 
and by their will, That a moderate acquaintance with 
the classical languages is an aid to the comprehension 
of the technicalities of the law and of medicine every 
one will admit; but a profound knowledge of Greek 
and Latin is rarely needed except by the professed teacher 
and by the student of theology, who is obliged to study 
the Scriptures in the original tongue, and to make him- 
self acquainted with the writings of the Fathers of the 
Church. Professor Seelye and his school should not 
confound a knowledge of these languages with genius 
and industry, without which a man will never attain 
usefulness or distinction as a scientist. Any study that 
exercises the mind tends to strengthen the brain and 
to evolve a higher nerve-power. The study of mathe- 
matics is generally regarded as a powerful means of im- 
proving the intellect, and yet I have known several 
profound mathematicians who, except in their special pur- 
suits, manifested but little intellectual power. 

A blow at Greek and Latin was recently struck by 
the younger Charles Francis Adams in the address de- 
livered by him at the Commencement of Harvard Uni- 
versity. He does not believe that, as usually taught 
in our schools and colleges, they are of much use in 
the ordinary pursuits of life. He thinks that their value 
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has been much overrated, and to this opinion he has al- 
ready made a number of prominent converts. 

July 3oth.—The publication, a few days ago, of Mr. 
George Ticknor Curtis’s Biography of James Buchanan, 
fifteenth President, recalls a pleasant interview which I 
had with him in September, 1858. My two daughters and 
I were on our return trip from the White Sulphur Springs 
of Virginia, and were desirous of paying our respects to 
the Chief Magistrate of the nation; and so, having pre- 
viously ascertained at what hour it would suit him to see 
us, we drove to the White House. It was the hour of 
twelve, and the day, I recollect, was very warm. A ser- 
vant showed us into the large parlor, and presently Mr. 
Buchanan appeared, welcoming us with that cordiality for 
which he was noted. After a few inquiries about some of 
his Philadelphia friends, the conversation took a general 
turn, and in less than half an hour we left, delighted 
with our visit. His agreeable manners and the ease 
of his conversation impressed us most favorably. He 
was of stalwart frame, more than six feet in height, 
broad-shouldered, with a remarkably pale face, the pallor 
of which was heightened by a large white cravat. He 
stooped somewhat, and, owing to a stiffness in his neck, 
his head inclined habitually towards the right side, a pecu- 
liarity which imparted somewhat of a sinister expression 
to his countenance. Mr. Buchanan was a bachelor. ‘The 
history of his courtship is well known, and is invested 
with an air of romance. The object of his affection was 
a Miss Coleman, of Lancaster, a beautiful and accom- 
plished woman, the daughter of one of the first families 
of that city. From some trivial cause the engagement 
was broken, but it would probably have been renewed 
if death had not overtaken her soon after. ‘The future 
President long grieved for the loss of his fiancée, and he 
never afterwards, it is said, addressed any woman with 
matrimonial intent. The letter which he wrote to her 
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father after her death, and which is published in Mr. 
Curtis’s admirable Biography, is full of pathos, and well 
calculated, even at this distant day, to excite our sympa- 
thy. Mr. Buchanan was wild in his youth, and Carlisle 
College not only refused to give him its degree at the 
close of his academic studies, but came very near expel- 
ling him. Whatever we may think of him as a states- 
man, we cannot deny him strong intellect and scholarly 
accomplishments, and the suavity and refinement so neces- 
sary in a man of high social and official position. Mr. 
Curtis’s Biography, written as it is in excellent style, with 
a superabundance of material at his command, and pub- 
lished at an opportune period in our history, will serve as 
a scale in which the American people may weigh at their 
leisure the claims of Mr. Buchanan to their admiration or 
condemnation for the part played by him as Chief Execu- 
tive of the nation at a time when its life was in peril. 
‘‘For my name and memory, I leave it to men’s charitable 
speeches, to foreign nations, and to the next ages.’’? Such 
was the language of Francis Bacon, the greatest intellect 
of his age, and, as has been said, one of the meanest of 
men. James Buchanan was not a mean man, but a man 
lamentably deficient in decision of character. 

Long Branch, July 31st.—To escape from the heat of 
Philadelphia I came here three weeks ago. This place has 
been for a long time regarded as one of our most charming 
and salubrious summer resorts, and according to my expe- 
rience it deserves its reputation. The bathing, however, 
is not good; the surf is usually high, and the undertow so 
strong as to render great caution necessary to prevent acci- 
dents. In this respect Cape May and Atlantic City are far 
superior to it. Long Branch, on the other hand, has com- 
pensating advantages. For instance, it has no mosquitoes, 
which abound at the other towns, and all its drives are 
excellent. Ocean Avenue in front of my hotel is crowded 
on every pleasant afternoon with stylish equipages, the 
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majority of them coming from New York. At the How- 
land, where I am sojourning, many of the residents are 
habitués, some of whom have been here every summer 
for twenty years. ‘The guests are composed largely of 
ladies with their children, who once a week are visited by 
their husbands and fathers, most of whom transact busi- 
ness in New York and Philadelphia, and spend Sunday 
with their families. Among the prominent guests are 
George H. Boker, Philadelphia’s poet and late minister at 
Constantinople and St. Petersburg; and Attorney-General 
Brewster, a gentleman of intelligence, culture, and cour- 
tesy. The most remarkable man, however, in the house 
is the Rev. Dr. Weston, one of the rectors of St. John’s 
Parish, New York. He isa bachelor, somewhat aged, but 
full of vigor and good nature, fond of chess, which he 
plays every day, and the owner of three fast horses, which 
he likes to drive on the avenue. Like myself, he loves 
children, as well as everything that is beautiful in nature 
and in art, and is a man of advanced views in religious 
matters. He is a type of the Christian gentleman. He 
is an incessant talker. There is no subject that can be 
broached on which he is not at home. He abounds in 
anecdote, and quotes poetry with the facility of a Macau- 
lay. In fact, he is a walking encyclopedia. Connected 
with one of the richest parishes in the world, his salary is 
eight thousand dollars a year. Such an income is princely 
compared with that of the poor country clergy, whose an- 
nual stipend in many instances does not reach five hundred 
dollars. Dr. Weston is said to be very charitable. 

This afternoon, in company with my daughter, Mrs. Or- 
ville Horwitz, I visited Mr. Hoey’s Park, a mile back of 
the ocean, laid out in beautiful drives, studded with fine 
forest trees, and ornamented with conservatories and 
flower-beds. The flower-beds are composed of coleuses 
and of echeverias, introduced from Mexico, California, 
South America, and Siberia, and planted in such a manner 
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as to present the appearance of rich Persian carpets; 
while the conservatories are filled with magnificent palms, 
ferns, orchids, and roses. Mr. Hoey explained to us every- 
thing that could conduce to make our visit agreeable and 
instructive. I said to him, “It is very kind of you to 
keep your grounds open six days in the week for the 
inspection of the public.’? His answer was: ‘‘I do it to 
improve the taste of my visitors, and to afford them pleas- 
ure, as the sight of flowers always does.’? The expense 
of supporting such an establishment must be immense, 
as thirty-five men are continually employed from one year’s 
end to the other. Part of the expense was formerly de- 
frayed, I am told, by the sale of roses in the winter and 
spring. Such a man isa benefactor. Mr. Hoey made his 
fortune in the express business. Many years ago he mar- 
ried Miss Russell, the actress. He is highly respected as 
a gentleman and liberal-minded citizen. 

Among the cottages that adorn Ocean Avenue are three 
belonging to Mrs. Winslow, the inventor and proprietor 
of a nostrum known as Winslow’s Soothing Syrup. Char- 
latans fare well in this country. Swaim made more than 
a million dollars by the sale of his Panacea, which at one 
time had a world-wide celebrity, owing mainly to its 
alleged anti-strumous and anti-syphilitic virtues. Jayne, 
Schenck, Ayer, Brandreth, Townsend, and many other 
vendors of patent medicines have also accumulated large 
fortunes. Lydia E. Pinkham, who died a year ago at 
Lynn, Massachusetts, left nearly half a million from the 
sale of her Vegetable Compound and Liver Pills. Her 
likeness still graces many of the principal newspapers of 
the day! It is said that she spent annually more than two 
hundred thousand dollars in advertising; and this was 
doubtless the secret of her success. James Morrison, the 
celebrated London charlatan, amassed two million dollars 
by the sale of his vegetable pills—composed chiefly of oat- 
meal and aloes. The duty on his pills for ten years yielded 
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a revenue of sixty thousand pounds to the British Govern- 
ment. Morrison was originally an army officer, and knew 
nothing whatever of medicine. The government tax on 
the will of Holloway, the English patent medicine man, 
was three hundred and twenty-five thousand dollars. Japan 
has a celebrated secret remedy known as the Dosia Pow- 
der, which is so highly esteemed for its curative powers 
that the people have, it is said, for a thousand years, paid 
divine honors to Kobodaisa, its reputed discoverer. 

Notwithstanding that many of these nostrum-mongers 
have become opulent, few have ever succeeded in getting 
into fashionable society. Ingram, the founder and late 
proprietor of the London Illustrated News, who accumu- 
lated wealth by the sale of what he called Dr. Tarr’s Life 
Pills, in which he used the name of the distinguished 
physician, secured a place in Parliament, but he never 
attained to high social position. 

August 5th.—Yesterday Mr. John Welsh, our late Min- 
ister to the Court of St. James, the Rev. Dr. Morton, Mr. 
Joseph Patterson, and Mr. George W. Childs called upon 
me at my lodgings, and in my absence left their cards. 
To-day Mr. Childs repeated his visit with a letter from 
Mrs. Childs, inviting my daughter, Mrs. B. F. Horwitz, 
and myself to high tea. The evening was passed very 
pleasantly—Mr. Childs’s guests, the gentlemen I have 
named, the Rev. Dr. Weston, and a few ladies composing 
the party. About half past eight o’clock we were joined 
by General Grant, who deeply interested us by his remarks 
on Mexico, her political and financial condition, her agri- 
cultural and mineral resources, her railways, and various 
other matters of more or less interest in an interna- 
tional point of view. He talked fluently, and expressed 
himself in excellent English, and in a terse, forcible man- 
ner, completely dispelling the idea hitherto entertained 
by some of us that he is a ‘‘ silent man.’ 

Mr. Childs is no ordinary man. Springing from humble 
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life, he has acquired great wealth and social prominence, 
and no one knows better than he how to entertain his 
friends. Few men of distinction or of great worth pass 
through Philadelphia without sharing his hospitality. He 
is a noble citizen. No man in Philadelphia contributes 
more liberally to public or private charity than he, or 
fulfils more frequently the Scriptural injunction not to 
let the left hand know what the right hand doeth. The 
money which he annually distributes in small sums among 
needy women, men, and children amounts to many thou- 
sands of dollars. The world at large is ignorant of these 
acts. His employés are devoted to him, and well they 
may be, for no man has ever treated his employés better. 
His annual dinner to the newsboys of Philadelphia is 
a striking exemplification of his goodness of heart. ‘The 
entertainment comes off on every Fourth of July, and is 
looked forward to by these children with keen anticipa- 
tion. Several years ago Mr. Childs invited me to be 
present at one given at the Main Centennial Building in 
the Park. The day was beautiful. ‘The boys, more than 
five hundred in number, wore their best ‘‘ bib and tucker ;”’ 
and I never witnessed a happier set of fellows. ‘Their ages 
ranged from nine to eighteen. At the ringing of the bell 
they all rushed to their seats, and in the twinkling of an 
eye there was such a clangor of knives and forks and 
spoons as to drown every other sound. Meats, and vege- 
tables, and cakes, and fruits, and ices were all gulped in- 
discriminately, with copious draughts of lemonade. After 
an hour and a half thus spent, each, as he arose, crammed 
his pockets with cakes, oranges, apples, and other por- 
tables. How the poor boys passed the night or felt 
the next morning may well be imagined. ‘There is no 
sight more pitiable than that of these poor boys sitting and 
lying on the pavement on a warm summer’s day round a 
newspaper office waiting for their daily supply of papers. 
To improve the morals of these children, to educate and 
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refine them, and to restrain them from bad influences, they 
should be sent to night-schools. ‘This would be an enter- 
prise worthy of noble philanthropy. 

I have been much interested ever since my arrival in 
watching the movements of the fish-hawk. The bird is 
common here, and it is so much valued because it keeps 
away predaceous birds that a State law enforces a fine of 
fifty dollars for killing it. ‘The consequence is that itis very 
tame, building its nest along the roadside, near barns and 
dwellings, and sometimes even on the top of an old, unused 
chimney. The birds live in pairs, and are apparently 
very happy. ‘They breed only once a year, the female lay- 
ing two eggs about the size of those of the domestic 
hen. ‘The nest is built of large sticks and weeds, arranged 
in circular form, generally on the top of a low tree, espe- 
cially the locust or sycamore. ‘The interior is lined with 
soft material to promote the comfort of the parents and of 
their offspring during the hatching season. ‘Their only 
food is fish, caught by a sudden plunge into the water. 
Occasionally the bird seizes a fish too large for its strength, 
and, unable to disengage its talons, it is drawn under the 
water and drowned, as happened here a few days ago. 
Sometimes, again, it is attacked by an eagle, which seizes 
and carries away its prey. It is interesting to witness the 
apparent disappointment of the male hawk as he goes 
homeward on his late afternoon excursion without his 
prey, leaving his wife and children supperless. ‘The fish- 
hawk comes punctually about the middle of March and 
retires about the middle of September, and always, year 
after year, goes to its old roost. 


CAP LER Vill. 


THE NEW CODE OF ETHICS—THE HYPODERMIC SYRINGE—MARRIAGE AND ITS 
DUTIES— JEREMIAH S. BLACK—PAPER ON NURSING—THE GYNECOLOGICAL 
SOCIETY—-CREMATION—BISHOP SMITH—JOHN W. STEVENSON—SIR WILLIAM 
MacCORMAC—LORD COLERIDGE—J. LAWRENCE SMITH—ROBERT C. WINTHROP 
—wW. T. SHERMAN—DEATH OF J. MARION SIMS—SOCIAL LIFE OF MEDICAL 
MEN—THE UNIVERSITY OF PENNSYLVANIA TENDERS THE DEGREE OF LL.D. 
—JAMES G. BLAINE—THE LONGEVITY OF FRENCHMEN—WISTAR PARTIES— 
DEATH OF THOMAS S. KIRKBRIDE—E. A. SOPHOCLES—APOTHECARIES—WEN- 
DELL PHILLIPS—-THE PHILADELPHIA MEDICAL JURISPRUDENCE SOCIETY— 
THE UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH TENDERS THE DEGREE OF LL.D. 


AvuGusT toth.—One does not like to speak ill of one’s 
brethren; but there are politicians and tricksters in the 
medical as there are in every other profession—men who, 
from interested or dishonorable motives, do not hesitate 
to slander, or undermine the standing of, their superiors. 
What makes the matter worse is that the injury is usually 
performed in so sly and underhand a manner as to render 
it difficult, if not impossible, to counteract its effects. A 
humiliating illustration of this fact was afforded by two 
‘*most honorable gentlemen’’ in a neighboring city. The 
patient, an eminent merchant, and his friends were anxious 
to have the benefit of my advice, and accordingly requested 
aconsultation. Instead of promptly acceding to the request, 
the attending physicians offered every possible obstacle to 
the interview. ‘‘We don’t know Dr. Gross,”’ said one of 
them; and when it was found that this excuse was too 
flimsy, they said, ‘‘ Dr. Gross is old, and no longer prac- 
tises. It is impossible to obtain a visit from him.’’ And 
finally, to crown the whole, they added that ‘‘ Dr. Gross’s 
practice of bloodletting had exploded years ago’’—as if I 
made it an invariable rule to bleed my patients. ‘‘ From 
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the first,’? writes my informant, ‘‘they did all they could 
to prevent my brother from seeing you.’’ Such conduct 
is, I am sorry to say, only too common in our profession. 
The recital of this case induces me to make a few re- 
marks upon what is known as the New Code of Ethics, the 
offspring, mainly, of three New York specialists, in con- 
tradistinction to the Code adopted for its government by 
the American Medical Association soon after its organiza- 
tion in 1847. ‘The object which this trio had in view in 
proposing this Code, and by a coup de main in securing its 
adoption by the New York State Medical Society at its 
meeting at Albany in January, 1882, was to authorize the 
members of the regular profession to meet in consultation 
all legally constituted practitioners, of whatever school, 
sect, or character, thus throwing wide open the doors to 
all kinds of degrading associations, and thereby humili- 
ating us in the eyes not only of one another, but of the 
public, and at the same time making us the laughing- 
stock of eclectics, homceopathists, and others who have 
drawn an impregnable wall around Hippocratic medicine 
by their peculiar dogmas and practices. How any respect- 
able and honorable members of the profession could per- 
suade themselves to meet these men in this manner is an 
enigma which it would be difficult to solve. Selfishness 
was evidently at the bottom of the movement—a desire to 
enlarge their practice and to increase their emoluments ; 
this, and nothing else. Because the Legislature of New 
York or the Legislature of any other State chooses to 
place all practitioners of whatever school or grade on a 
legal footing with us, there is no excuse for us to meet 
them in consultation or to put ourselves on the same pro- 
fessional level with them. As well might we attempt to 
mix oil and water. The old Code, which originated three- 
quarters of a century ago with Dr. Percival of England, 
and which was extensively modified by a committee of the 
American Medical Association, consisting of the late Dr. 
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Isaac Hays, Dr. John Bell, and Dr. Gouverneur Emerson 
of Philadelphia, is perhaps as perfect a code of ethics as it 
is in the power of man to frame, and it should therefore be 
maintained inviolate by every honorable and loyal member 
of the profession. It is to our profession what the Deca- 
logue is to the religionist, with the addition of Christ’s 
injunction—‘‘ Whatsoever ye would that men should do to 
you, do ye even so to them.’’ ‘This schism has produced 
a degree of ill feeling which a quarter of a century can 
scarcely overcome. There can be no compromise where 
there is so wide a divergence. 

August 12th.—The hypodermic syringe, in its varied 
uses in the treatment of diseases and accidents, affords a 
singular instance of a lack of application of the inductive 
philosophy to the purposes of our profession. Hardly 
twenty years have elapsed since this invaluable instru- 
ment, now so extensively employed by every practitioner, 
was introduced to the notice of medical men by Dr. Alex- 
ander Wood of Edinburgh; and yet it has been known 
from time immemorial that every venomous reptile and 
many insects are each provided with such an appliance, 
either as a means of defence or as a means of livelihood. 
Had this knowledge been utilized we should have had such 
an instrument as the hypodermic syringe ages ago, and we 
should consequently have been spared a vast amount of 
human suffering. The woodpecker was an auscultator 
long before Laennec. 

August 13th.—I received a few days ago a letter from 
J. Allen Jack, Esq., Corresponding Secretary of the Man- 
aging Committee of the Mechanics’ Institute of St. John, 
New Brunswick, asking me to deliver during the coming 
winter before the Mechanics’ Institute of that city a lecture 
on the Physicians and Surgeons One Hundred Years Ago 
and To-day. He informed me that the Institute is not 
what its name strictly implies, but that it includes the lib- 
eral professions, and that its object at present is to impart 
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a specific character to the series of addresses which are 
to be delivered in the centennial year of the city of St. 
John and of the province of New Brunswick. Owing to 
the distance from my home and to the wintry season ap- 
pointed for the lecture, I have been reluctantly compelled 
to decline the invitation. ‘The subject would have been 
an easy one for me to handle, as I am somewhat familiar 
with the history of medicine and surgery of the period 
named. 

August 15th.—What is marriage? It is a civil con- 
tract entered into between a man and a woman to pro- 
create, or, in other words, to beget children. ‘This is un- 
doubtedly a wise provision of nature, for, if it were not 
for the observance of this law, the world would soon be 
comparatively depopulated and in a state of chaos. The 
ancient Israelites practised polygamy, and the Mormons 
practise it in our own country to-day. Monogamy is un- 
doubtedly more in harmony with God’s laws and with our 
domestic peace and happiness. 

Marriage, apart from procreation, is too seldom regarded 
by those who enter into it as a sacred institution, designed 
to guard morals, to promote happiness, to prolong life, 
and to bless the household. ‘Too often it is founded upon 
base and selfish considerations, and hence it is not sur- 
prising that there should be so many cases of divorce, 
amounting in some of the New England States, such as 
Massachusetts, Connecticut, and Rhode Island, to nearly 
ten per cent. of the population. ‘This fact is simply appal- 
ling, and goes far to disprove the truth of the old saying 
that matches are made in heaven. Greed, lust, folly, re- 
venge, haste, ill-temper are the factors which lie at the 
foundation of most of these unhappy unions, which entail 
so much misery and disgrace, and make the marriage vow 
a mockery and a fraud. To render married life truly 
happy, to enable it to retain the character of a divine in- 
stitution, to keep it free from reproach, and to make it 
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honorable alike to the parties immediately interested in it 
and to the public, it is indispensable that everything re- 
lating to it should be well considered beforehand, and that 
nothing should be done in haste, so as to avoid crimina- 
tion and recrimination. Married life should be a life of 
mutual dependence, mutual concessions, mutual love, mu- 
tual confidence, and mutual good deeds. It should be free 
from selfishness, reproach, jealousy, and fault-finding. 
When this is the case it must increase in joy and happi- 
ness with advancing age. 

I believe in early marriages. I married the woman of 
my choice when she and I were young. We lived most 
happily together for forty-seven years and a half. My 
secrets were hers, and hers mine. She knew my business 
as wellas I. We did nothing of importance without con- 
sulting each other. I never did a good day’s work or 
received a good fee without informing her of the fact. 
During my most arduous struggles for support and reputa- 
tion I was conscious of my wife’s love, esteem, and tender 
sympathy. 

A perfect wife should be neat in her person and her 
dress, of sweet temper, cheerful even in adversity, choice 
in her language, loyal and devoted to her husband. A 
slattern can never command the respect, much less the 
love, of her spouse. The world will not sympathize with 
such a wife if her domestic relations are unhappy. All 
women are fond of admiration; and when it is properly 
manifested it is a blessing rather than an evil. 

Matrimony, according to my observation, seldom turns 
out well when there is great disparity in age, as when the 
husband is twenty or thirty years the senior. Jealousy 
and want of confidence, superadded perhaps to a sense of 
superiority, rarely fail, under such circumstances, to render 
life miserable and the marriage vow a delusion. Well has 
it been said that jealousy is a green-eyed monster which 
ever lies in wait for something real or imaginary to seize 
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upon. Men and women who marry for wealth or position 
seldom fare well; and it is wrong for people of bad temper 
to make themselves mutually wretched, for, sooner or later, 
the devil will be likely to enter their household. 

A want of offspring is often a source of domestic dis- 
sension. On the other hand, a large family is frequently 
a misfortune, especially when poverty and sickness keep 
the parents in a state of constant anxiety to furnish the 
necessary supply of food and clothing. In such an event 
they are sure, unless very lucky, to remain slaves, often 
of the most abject kind, all their lives. If the number 
of births could be regulated by law, I should say that 
three, or at most four, children should be the limit in a 
family. As it is, population increases at a fearful rate, 
particularly among the lower and unrefined classes. 

One of the most frequent causes of discontent, if not of 
wretchedness, in married life is the lack of means to defray 
the necessary household expenses. It is a sad thing fora 
wife to be obliged to ask her husband half a dozen times a 
day for money to buy this thing or that. This practice is 
sure to produce trouble—trouble which can be avoided only 
by making the wife, where it is possible to do so, a quar- 
terly allowance to meet her personal wants, and a weekly 
one to do the marketing and to meet incidental family 
expenses. If a man is determined to make himself and 
his wife and children unhappy, all that he has to do is to 
play the miser, or to worship his money, and he will be 
sure to succeed to the utmost extent of his wishes. A sen- 
sible woman always practises economy. I adopted at an 
early period of my married life the plan I have suggested, 
and found it to work so well that I can strongly recom- 
mend it. If there be any strife between husband and wife, 
the children should not be permitted to witness it, much 
less to become partisans in it. It is the duty of parents to 
make their children happy, to keep them pure before the 
world, and to bring them up in ‘‘the fear and admonition 
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of the Lord.’’ Alienation of each from the other is a crime. 
A happy and contented household is one of God’s greatest 
blessings—a crown of glory ennobling the married state. 

The Catholic Church prohibits divorce. This prohibi- 
tion, as a rule, is salutary ; but there are instances in which 
the marital union is accompanied with associations of so 
degrading a character as to render a separation highly 
proper. I can see no reason why two persons, wholly 
offensive to each other, should be forever debarred from 
contracting a new matrimonial alliance. A second marriage 
under such circumstances is often very happy and pros- 
perous. Silence and lack of united effort on the part 
of the Protestant churches with respect to the frequent 
divorces among their people do the cause of morality in- 
finite harm. ‘The laws in relation to this subject are dis- 
gracefully lax and inoperative. 

August 17th.—The crimes and misdemeanors which 
are daily and hourly imputed to God, the great Author 
of the universe, are shocking to a gentle mind. The 
sinner and the saint, the ignorant and the learned, the 
foolish and the wise misrepresent Him and charge Him 
indirectly with all kinds of misdeeds. If all that is 
affirmed of Him by a wicked and thoughtless world were 
true, He would be unworthy of our love and esteem. The 
wretch who curses God as he is led to the scaffold im- 
agines in the fulness of his depravity that the author of 
his being is also the author of his crimes. Steeped in 
iniquity, perhaps from his cradle, he is incapable of real- 
izing the fact that he has brought all this disgrace and 
misery upon himself by his thoughtlessness and evil con- 
duct. God never did an unkind or unfeeling act. He 
never injured or destroyed any human being, brute, or 
insect, tree, flower, vegetable, or blade of grass. When 
a prominent citizen dies, it is customary for his friends to 
meet and pass resolutions complimentary of his virtues 
and public services, generally preceded by a preamble de- 
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claring that ‘‘Whereas it has pleased Almighty God to 
remove from our midst our distinguished fellow-citizen, 
General or Mr. So and So, therefore be it resolved, that 
we will go into mourning for thirty days,’’ ete. Now all 
this seems plausible at first sight, but when we come 
to analyze the preamble we find an implied accusation 
in it that God was the cause of the man’s death; 
whereas the death was only the natural consequence of 
the wear and tear of mind and body. God governs the 
world by immutable laws—laws which have existed from 
the beginning, and which will, as far as we know and 
have reason to believe, continue forever; and whenever 
these laws are violated given effects will be sure to follow. 
It is appointed unto all men, and I may add unto all liy- 
ing matter, animal and vegetable, once to die. It is rare 
for a man to reach the age of seventy, seventy-five, or 
eighty. As a rule, long before this age is attained the 
machinery of life, as represented by the tissues and organs, 
is worn out, and ‘‘man goeth to his long home.’’ ‘The 
result is simply due to the laws of nature. We live 
to-day and are gone to-morrow. Life succumbs to disease, 
which is dependent upon a bad constitution, upon an in- 
herited taint, upon exposure, upon intemperance in eating 
or drinking, and upon a thousand other agencies of de- 
struction. It is an appalling fact that two-fifths of the 
children in this country die under five years of age—many 
of them from causes over which, because of our ignorance, 
we have no control. These innocent creatures die because 
we cannot prevent or cure their diseases. God takes no 
delight, says the Bible, in the death of a siuner; and I 
think it may be safely said that He takes none in the death 
of a saint. In this respect the good and the bad fare alike. 
All die by and through natural laws, none by and through 
God’s interposition or direct agency ; and the same is true 
whether life is destroyed by disease or by accident, by the 
upsetting of a carriage, by the pistol’s bullet, by a railway 
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collision, by a boiler explosion, by a tidal wave, by a cy- 
clone, or by an earthquake. The machinery of a man 
who dies from the effects of an accident is just as much 
deranged as that of the man who perishes by disease, how- 
ever rapid or protracted. 

Many events are inconsiderately ascribed to God’s 
agency. If, for instance, a woman has many children, 
and if she is obliged to work day and night for their sup- 
port, it is assumed that it was God’s will that they should 
come into the world; and if her husband becomes a sot, 
or if her house burns down, she receives the affliction with 
calm submission, and looks upon it as a punishment which 
enables her the better to prepare herself for heaven, igno- 
rant that either event is simply the effect of the operation 
of God’s laws. 

In these sentiments there is nothing which is irreligious, 
or to which the most scrupulous moralist or religionist 
should take exception. Fanaticism, which is a passion 
deeply implanted in our nature, is gradually passing away. 
The human mind is becoming more and more enlightened. 
Superstition and bigotry, those terrible nightmares that 
have so long weighed down our intellectual faculties, are 
slowly disappearing; and the conviction is becoming as 
widespread as it is profound that all things human and 
divine, visible and invisible, are governed by immutable 
laws which are made by the great and good God of 
heaven and of earth. 

This radical misconception in regard to the immutability 
of the laws of nature is well illustrated in the letter of con- 
dolence which Martin Luther addressed to Maria, Queen 
of Hungary, on the death of her husband, Louis II., in 
1526: ‘‘. . . In this great and sudden misfortune and an- 
guish,’’ says the great reformer, ‘‘wherewith the Almighty 
God at this time visits your Majesty, not in anger or dis- 
pleasure, but to chasten and to try; that your Majesty may 
learn to trust alone in the true Father who is in heaven ; 
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and to comfort yourself in the true Bridegroom Jesus 
Christ, who is also Brother to each one of us; yea, our 
flesh and blood; and to rejoice in those true friends and 
faithful companions the dear angels, who are around us, 
and who are ministering to us.’’ ‘The poor king was slain 
in battle against the Turks, no doubt fighting valiantly in 
the cause of his country; and Luther evidently wished to 
convey to the unhappy queen the idea that he lost his life 
through God’s agency in order that her thoughts might 
be constantly and piously directed to heaven. 

At the risk of the imputation of repetition, I have felt 
it my duty to express somewhat in detail thoughts which 
have been briefly stated elsewhere. 

August 20th.—The death yesterday of ex-Judge Black 
recalls an evening which that eminent jurist and states- 
man spent at my house during the sitting in Philadelphia 
in 1873 of the Convention to amend the Constitution of 
the State of Pennsylvania. The occasion was an enter- 
tainment which I gave toa Mr. Bellew, a Catholic priest, 
who had brought me a letter of introduction from my 
friend, Lady Wilde of Dublin. Among the gentlemen 
present were Henry C. Carey, ex-Governor Curtin, Mor- 
ton McMichael, and other members of the Convention. 
Bellew, who had given a lecture at the Academy of 
Music, came late. Judge Black was the life of the little 
group. Anecdote after anecdote, told in the most graphic 
manner, and interspersed with frequent pinches of snuff, 
caused roars of merriment. Among other incidents he 
related was the following, which occurred in a railway 
car between Philadelphia and Harrisburg. When the 
Judge entered, all the seats, save one in which sat 
a shrewd-looking Yankee, were occupied. ‘‘ Pleasant 
weather, sir! pleasant weather, sir!’ ‘‘ Very pleasant,” 
said the Judge. ‘‘From Philadelphia, I suppose?” said 
the Yankee. ‘‘No.”? ‘Been buying goods, eh??? ‘I 
am not a merchant.’? ‘‘A drover, eh?’ ‘‘No.? “A 
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dealer in horses, eh?’ ‘‘I am fond of horses, but don’t 
deal in them,’’ was the answer. The Yankee then drifted 
into politics, which at that time—shortly after the war— 
were at a red-hot point, and he soon began to denounce 
Judge Black, heaping upon him all manner of abuse, and 
making him responsible for nearly all the misdeeds of the 
Democratic party, of which he had long been a conspicu- 
ous member. ‘You are rather severe on Judge Black. 
Are you acquainted with him?’ ‘‘Acquainted with him ! 
Of course I am; I have seen him often, and know him 
only too well.’? ‘The train by this time had reached Har- 
risburg, when the door of the car suddenly opened and an 
old friend of the Judge came in. ‘‘Judge Black, how 
delighted Iam to see you! I hope you have not suffered 
from the heat this warm morning.’’ ‘‘Not a bit. My 
friend here has entertained me most charmingly.’’ It is 
needless to add that the Yankee asked the Judge no more 
questions. 

I saw Judge Black for the last time a few years ago. 
We met at Cape May, where we had gone in search of 
fresh air and change of scene. He was a profound lawyer, 
a shrewd and far-seeing statesman, a deep thinker, an able 
scholar, expressing his thoughts in pure and forcible Eng- 
lish, and a keen critic, abounding in withering sarcasm. 
He never consciously abandoned the right for the wrong 
or allowed mere policy to influence his actions. A disciple 
of the Jefferson school of politics, he became from convic- 
tion early in life a Democrat, and remained true to his 
convictions. Struggling with poverty for an education, he 
followed the plough in the day and spent the evening in 
studying, with the aid of a tallow candle, the classics and 
the English language. Never happier than when busy, he 
had no idle moments, and the habit of industry accompa- 
nied him to the grave. Work of the brain was as much a 
necessity to him as work of the body. There were many 
striking traits in his character. When he was admitted to 
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the bar his father’s property, never large, was hopelessly 
encumbered with mortgages; these, noble son that he was, 
he lifted one after another, and thus by degrees restored 
the homestead to its original owner. He loved his father 
with undying love; and we may well imagine how proud 
the father must have felt as the son, by his talents and 
industry, ascended from one eminence to another. Black 
was a true Christian. At an early age he was baptized by 
Dr. Alexander Campbell, a noted Baptist minister; and he 
was steadfast in his religious professions during the re- 
mainder of his life. He was a member of Mr. Buchanan’s 
cabinet, first as Attorney-General and afterwards as Secre- 
tary of State, in both of which positions he proved himself 
to be a statesman and a patriot. His chief possessed 
scarcely a tithe of his judgment and decision of character. 
His appointment as Attorney-General had been urged by 
many political friends, but it was secured by the efforts 
of ex-Judge William A. Porter, of Philadelphia. Judge 
Porter, as he informs us in an interesting article which 
appeared in the Philadelphia Press, went to Wheatland a 
short time before the inauguration. He found Mr. Bu- 
chanan inexorable, assigning as his reason for refusing the 
appointment that he was quite sure that Black was not 
adapted to the atmosphere of Washington. ‘‘At a dinner 
given to me,’’ said Buchanan, ‘‘this winter in Philadel- 
phia, Governor Bigler and Judge Black were also invited. 
The Governor and I were punctual to the minute. Half an 
hour had passed, and Judge Black had not come. Seeing 
that the hostess was nervous, I requested her to order the 
dinner to be served, saying I will settle it with the Judge. 
When the dinner was half over, the Judge arrived and 
made some excuse, which, I told him, we should not 
accept. Do you think,’”’ said Mr. Buchanan, ‘‘such a 
man would make a fit cabinet officer? He would make 
engagements, forget all about them, and keep me con- 
stantly in hot water by his irregularities.’? And it was not 
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until the 3d of March, the day before the inauguration, 
that he agreed to make Black his Attorney-General. 

I have related this anecdote—substantially in the words 
of Judge Porter—to show what an apparently trifling thing 
may influence a man’s destiny. Truly was it said by 
Louis XIV., ‘Punctuality is the politeness of kings.” 
Judge Black was an absent-minded man. Once absorbed 
in business, conversation, or in building castles in the air, 
he was oblivious of everything around him. 

When such a man dies, his profession and his country 
may well mourn their loss. Judge Black was of Scotch- 
Irish descent. At the time of his death he was seventy- 
three years of age. He was more than six feet in height 
and well proportioned, but not handsome. He was a warm 
friend, but a bitter, uncompromising foe. 

September 15th.—The Medical News of to-day contains a 
brief paper entitled Remarks on the Importance of Having 
Trained Nurses for the Smaller Towns and Rural Districts 
and the Proper Method of Securing Them, which I pre- 
pared during my sojourn at Long Branch this summer, and 
from the dissemination of which I anticipate much benefit. 
A good nurse is indispensable to every sick-room, for she 
is the right hand of the physician, and often has more to 
do than the medical attendant himself with restoring the 
patient to health. If, prostrate with sickness, I were com- 
pelled to make choice of my attendant between an indif- 
ferent doctor and a well-trained nurse, I should certainly 
select the latter as the more likely to carry me safely 
through. In 1868, during my visit to Europe, I took much 
pains to inquire into the history and management of train- 
ing-schools for nurses ; and on my return wrote an elaborate 
report on the subject, which, as stated in a previous chapter, 
was presented to the American Medical Association at its 
meeting in New Orleans the following year and published 
in its Transactions. ‘The paper bore good fruit in arousing 
professional and public attention to the matter; but failed 
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of its object in regard to the establishment of training- 
schools for the smaller towns and rural districts. The 
article in the News advocated essentially the plan sug- 
gested by me in 1868—a plan which, if it had been season- 
ably carried into effect, would have been instrumental in 
saving many valuable lives. ‘The method then proposed, 
which was entirely original with me, was to confide the 
whole matter to the county medical societies. These 
societies were to select the instructors from their own 
ranks, with a central office or bureau in each district. 
The plan is a feasible one, and having recently brought 
it again before the American Medical Association, as well 
as before the Medical Society of the State of Pennsylvania, 
and having published it in the Philadelphia Medical News, 
it can scarcely fail to be generally carried out. Homo sum; 
humani nihil a me alienum puto. 

September 24th.—The American Gynzecological Society 
has just had a three days’ meeting in this city. As I 
entered the room where the meeting was held, Dr. Sutton, 
of Pittsburgh, was earnestly engaged in reading a paper 
on cleanliness in surgical dressing, in which Listerism, as 
it is termed, was of course freely discussed. At the close 
of the address, I was briefly introduced by one of the Fel- 
lows as ‘‘the Nestor of American Surgery,’’ and was asked 
to open the discussion, which I respectfully declined. On 
hearing the word ‘‘Nestor,’’ the president, Dr. Kimball, 
of Lowell, Massachusetts, quickly turned his head, crying 
out, ‘‘ Who is he? where is he?’? much to the merriment 
of the assembly. ‘The meeting was largely attended, and 
some very able papers were read. Dr. Kimball’s inaugu- 
ral was an account of the life and services of Dr. Nathan 
Smith, of New Haven, a man of much ability, an origi- 
nal observer and thinker, the founder of several medical 
schools, a successful teacher, an excellent surgeon, and the 
father of the late Professor N. R. Smith, of Baltimore. 
Dr. Nathan Smith was the second surgeon in this country 
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who performed ovariotomy. ‘The date of his operation 
was 1822. An attempt was made by Dr. Kimball to prove 
that Dr. Smith had at the time no knowledge whatever 
that he had been anticipated by Ephraim McDowell, al- 
though McDowell’s first case occurred in 1809, thirteen 
years. before the one at New Haven, and a notice of that 
and two other cases had been published in the Philadelphia 
Eclectic Repertory in 1816, six years before Smith’s opera- 
tion. Is it likely that the New England surgeon was so 
ignorant of the history of his profession as this assertion 
would seem to imply? Nathan Smith was a highly intel- 
ligent man, quite awake in professional and business mat- 
ters; and there were in the year named at least two other 
prominent medical journals in the country which no doubt 
gave a full account of McDowell’s paper in the Eclectic 
Repertory. 

This Society has been in existence since 1876, and has 
done some excellent work. But has it not nearly ex- 
hausted the field? Such a body, like all specialistic bodies, 
must work continually in a circle, and occupy about the 
same relation to general surgery, of which indeed it forms 
merely an integral part, that a rich plate of butter occu- 
pies upon a well-spread table, provided with numerous 
dishes. 

September 28th.—The subject of the proper disposition 
of the dead is now attracting much attention, and, in view 
of the scarcity and expense of suitable cemeteries in the 
neighborhood of our larger cities it is one worthy of serious 
thought. In many of the more populous districts of the 
Old World the dead are now often sent by rail to a dis- 
tance of many miles for interment. A hundred or even 
fifty years hence this inconvenience will be greatly in- 
creased. ‘Therefore it is not surprising that our attention 
should be drawn to cremation. For the revival of the sub- 
ject we are mainly indebted to Professor Brunetti of Italy 
and to Sir Henry Thompson of London ; while Dr. Persifor 
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Frazer and my son A. Haller Gross of this city directed 
special attention to the matter in able public addresses, 
delivered nearly ten years ago. Since then the daily press 
and scientific periodicals have abounded in more or less 
elaborate notices and discussions of the matter. That this 
mode of disposing of the dead, at one time extensively 
practised in ancient Greece and Rome, if not also in other 
countries, is becoming daily more and more popular is 
proved by the fact that crematories, or furnaces for incin- 
eration, are being erected in some of the cities of conti- 
nental Europe, and that cremation in some of those cities 
is now of daily occurrence. In our own country we have 
only two or three crematories, the oldest and best known 
being that at Washington, Pennsylvania, built by the late 
Dr. Lemoyne of that town. Notwithstanding that the 
British Medical Association at one of its meetings publicly 
recommended cremation as the only decent and proper 
manner of disposing of the dead, no crematory has, I be- 
lieve, yet been erected in England, Scotland, or Ireland. 
I am myself warmly in favor of cremation, and as an evi- 
dence of my sincerity have in my will made provision for 
it in my own case. Indeed, several members of my family 
have also expressed a desire to have their remains thus 
disposed of. Before cremation can be extensively prac- 
tised a vast deal of prejudice will have to be overcome— 
prejudice based upon the fact, first, that burial has been 
for ages the universal custom in all civilized countries; 
secondly, that people like to visit the graves of their de- 
parted friends; and lastly, that incineration is opposed to 
the doctrine of a future resurrection, an idea entertained 
by many Christians. A man who spends much of his time 
in the dissecting-room, and looks at the horrible features 
of the putrefying bodies as they lie before him upon the 
tables, is not likely to hesitate between burial and crema- 
tion. As a hygienic measure cremation is a thousand 
times preferable to underground or any other form of in- 
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terment; and for this reason the matter should be well 
considered by every enlightened community. 

In countries in which ground in cemeteries is very dear, 
economy would dictate the importance of burying people 
in the upright or standing posture instead of in the horizon- 
tal posture, as is now the custom. Rare Ben Jonson asked 


King Charles I. one day to grant him a favor. ‘‘ What 
is it??? said the king. ‘‘Give me eighteen square inches 
of ground.’? ‘Where?’ asked the king. ‘‘In Westmin- 


ster Abbey.’’ This request evidently implied upright or 
standing burial. Jonson foresaw that space in this cele- 
brated sepulchre would in time become exceedingly con- 
tracted. 

October 4th.—I paid my respects to-day to the Right 
Rey. Dr. Benjamin Bosworth Smith, the senior bishop of 
the Protestant Episcopal Church of the United States, now 
ninety years of age, having been born in 1794. I found 
him stretched out upon his bed, very thin, and much ex- 
hausted by long-continued suffering, but still earnest in 
the cause of the church. I had known the Bishop well in 
Kentucky. In fact, he was one of my earliest acquaint- 
ances after I settled in Louisville. I was glad to see the 
venerable man. In reply to an invitation to dine with 
me, he said, ‘‘I have not been able to accept such a com- 
pliment for the last sixteen years. Iam obliged to be fed 
every three hours day and night. I cannot take a particle 
of solid food without the risk of its choking me ;”’ adding, 
‘‘T am good for nothing.’? Bishop Smith is a native of 
Bristol, Rhode Island. He studied theology at Brown Uni- 
versity, and emigrated to Kentucky early in life. He was 
consecrated Bishop of that State in 1832 in the city of 
New York, Bishop White officiating on the occasion. In 
his visits to my house he often entertained Mrs. Gross and 
myself with accounts of his trials and sufferings in his 
early ministrations in his adopted State; of the ignorance 
and rough character of the people, especially in the remote 
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settlements; of the difficulty he often experienced in ob- 
taining food, the bread being not unfrequently prepared 
in the common washbowl: and he told us how the gnaw- 
ings of hunger had occasionally compelled him to eat soap 
to support life. 

The Bishop was neither a strong nor a popular man. 
As a preacher he had few admirers. He was not deficient 
in zeal or ardor, but there was that about him which 
made him an unacceptable rector. His voice was harsh 
and disagreeable, and his manner strained. During his 
residence at Lexington he was so unpopular that, in order 
to get rid of him, his unscrupulous vestry preferred against 
him charges and specifications, amounting altogether to 
one hundred and thirty-three, nearly all of them of the 
most trivial and puerile character, the presentment of 
which was unworthy of a Christian congregation. Among 
others which I still vividly remember, notwithstanding the 
lapse of a third of a century, was this: The Bishop, in a 
visit to one of his parishioners, on reaching the door sud- 
denly looked at the sky and remarked, ‘‘I think we shall 
have rain to-day.’’ It did not rain, and therefore, as the 
specifications declared, the Bishop was not a truthful man. 
He was tried on these charges by a court consisting of 
three of his peers, of whom the good Bishop McIlvaine was 
one, and was triumphantly acquitted. He soon afterwards 
removed to the neighborhood of Louisville, where Mrs. 
Smith, a noble woman, in due time established a flourish- 
ing young ladies’ seminary, while the Bishop attended to 
his diocesan duties. For the last eighteen or twenty years 
he has been a resident of New York City. 

October 5th.—I left Easton, my old home, fifty years 
ago this morning. The changes which have since taken 
place in government, in politics, in education, in learning, 
in discovery, in invention, in the arts and sciences, in our 
industries, in agriculture and horticulture, and in inter- 
national intercourse pass all understanding, and inspire 
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one with the conviction that this period is by far the most 
wonderful which the world has ever witnessed. It is grati- 
fying to know that these changes have, on the whole, been 
salutary. Men have become wiser and happier; space and 
time have been annihilated; the various peoples of the 
earth have been brought into more intimate and friendly 
relations one with another; many of the barriers of bigotry 
and superstition have been broken down; the standard of 
Christianity has been planted in many heathen lands; 
and, finally, the world has been blessed with the means of 
breathing a more healthy atmosphere. Many of the men 
who have been instrumental in bringing about these vast 
changes lie in their graves; but their memory survives, 
and their descendants, heirs to the grand inheritance, live 
to bless them and to carry on their work. When one 
thinks of one’s own labors, how utterly insignificant they 
appear ! 

October gth.—I delivered an address this evening at As- 
sociation Hall before the Association of the Directors of 
the Poor of the State of Pennsylvania. ‘The audience, 
owing to the lack of adequate public notice, was slim; 
and I felt as I proceeded that what I said was falling upon 
barren soil. Mr. Philip C. Garrett, Chairman of the Com- 
mittee of One Hundred, a good speaker, and ex-Governor 
Hoyt, who is evidently a man of force and education, fur- 
nished some interesting statistics. I was glad that a ma- 
jority of the more prominent delegates expressed them- 
selves the next day in favor of placing the children of the 
poor of the State in private families instead of crowding 
them into public institutions, which, as a rule, are simply 
receptacles for breeding vice and immorality. Such chil- 
dren may not always receive proper treatment in private 
families, but their chances of ultimately making useful 
citizens are certainly much increased. Pennsylvania has 
a poor-house system which is conducted on the most beg- 
garly, narrow-minded principles, wholly inconsistent with 
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the spirit of the age and the resources of a great common- 
wealth. 

Sunday, October 14th.—I gave a luncheon at two o’clock 
to-day to ex-Governor John W. and Mrs. Stevenson, of 
Covington, Kentucky, in return for courtesy shown by 
them early last June to my two daughters, Mrs. B. F. 
and Mrs. Orville Horwitz, and myself during our visit to 
Cincinnati. The party consisted of sixteen, including, 
among others, Mr. George W. Biddle, Mrs. Biddle, Sir 
William and Lady MacCormac, my two sons, my daughter- 
in-law, and my daughter, Mrs. Orville Horwitz. Every- 
thing passed off pleasantly. The only drawback was the 
excessive heat, accompanied by a muggy atmosphere con- 
sequent upon the last two days’ rain. The Governor, 
with his wife and their daughter, Miss Stevenson, is in 
attendance at the Triennial Convention of the Episcopal 
Church of the United States, of which he is a delegate. 
He is a man of celebrity in his native State, of which he 
was Governor from 1869 to 1871, and which he repre- 
sented as United States Senator from 1871 till 1877. He 
is seventy-two years of age, but hale and vigorous. Mrs. 
Stevenson and her daughters are charming women. ‘The 
Governor is a son of the late Andrew Stevenson, who rep- 
resented our country at the court of St. James from 1836 
to 1841, and who, after he retired from public life, served 
for some years as Proctor of the University of Virginia. 
A ride which we took from Louisville to Frankfort, Ken- 
tucky, on the top of a stage-coach, there being then no 
railway connection between the two cities, was the means 
of our acquaintance with each other. 

Sir William MacCormac is an Irishman by birth, and 
was knighted two years ago in recognition of his merito- 
rious services as Secretary of the great International Con- 
gress which convened in London in 1881. He is Surgeon 
to St. Thomas’s Hospital, and ranks high as an operator. 
His contributions to surgery, although not numerous, are 
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valuable, and have made his name widely known. Dur- 
ing the Franco-Prussian war he rendered important assist- 
ance, alike to the French and German soldiers, in connec- 
tion with the ambulance service. MacCormac is six feet 
two inches in height, well proportioned, with a handsome 
face and a good head. His age is about fifty. He is 
making a brief tour of the country in company with his 
wife, and is everywhere received with marked attention by 
the profession. 

October 15th.—I went this afternoon to a reception 
given by Dr. and Mrs. Agnew at their country residence 
to Sir William and Lady MacCormac. ‘The menu was 
excellent, and everybody was happy. I warmly congratu- 
lated Mrs. Agnew upon the completion of Dr. Agnew’s 
great work on Surgery, a work creditable alike to its au- 
thor, to the profession, and to the country. 

October 16th.—To-day takes place the dedication of the 
college building of the medical department of Harvard 
University, to which an invitation was sent me a month 
ago. Iwas also invited by the Faculty to an evening re- 
ception, to a dinner at Dr. Williams’s, and to a dinner at 
Dr. Lyman’s. Swollen ankles will deprive me of these 
enjoyments. There will doubtless be great doings at 
Boston to-day. 

October 17th.—The dinner given last evening to the 
Right Honorable Baron Coleridge, Lord Chief-Justice of 
England, by the University of Pennsylvania, in the Uni- 
versity Chapel, was a grand, and in every respect a suc- 
cessful, affair. It was appointed for six o’clock, but it 
was nearly half an hour later before his lordship arrived. 
He was received by the Provost, Dr. William Pepper, who 
presented each of the guests, of whom there were about 
one hundred and forty, individually. The different pro- 
fessions of Philadelphia were pretty fully represented on 
the occasion, and there were also some strangers of note 
present. Lord Coleridge is the son of Sir John Taylor 
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Coleridge, and a nephew of Samuel Taylor Coleridge, the 
poet. He is, I should think, about sixty-five years of age, 
tall, prepossessing in appearance, with a large, well-shaven 
face, along chin, anda head not unusually large, bald at 
the top. When animated his countenance beams with 
benevolence. ‘The dinner was excellent. ‘The Provost, in 
a handsome and appropriate address, toasted his lordship, 
who responded in a felicitous speech, in which he referred 
in terms of high appreciation to the hospitality and kind- 
ness everywhere shown him by the people of this country. 
The speech was frequently interrupted by hearty applause. 
Mr. Coppée, formerly Professor of English literature in the 
University of Pennsylvania, now of the Lehigh Univer- 
sity, South Bethlehem, responded to ‘‘Literature,’’ Profes- 
sor Leidy to ‘‘Science,’’ and Bishop Clark of Rhode Island 
to ‘‘Religion.’? Mr. George W. Biddle spoke on behalf 
of the Law School and the Philadelphia Bar. I sat on 
the platform with his lordship, to the left of the Provost, 
sandwiched between Professor Coppée and Judge Allison, 
and left a few minutes before ten o’clock, pleased, as I am 
sure every one else was, with the evening’s entertainment. 
The hospitality which this distinguished foreigner has re- 
ceived during his two months’ sojourn among us cannot 
fail to exercise a benign influence; and it was a happy 
thought on the part of the Trustees of the University of 
Pennsylvania to extend to him this cordial greeting. It 
_ was a compliment of a high character, not only to Cole- 
ridge, but to Great Britain. As Mr. Coppée happily ex- 
pressed it, ‘‘In his lordship we shall always have a friend 
at court.’’ 

In the evening I read the Autobiography of Mrs. Delany, 
née Mary Granville, a famous woman in her day, and 
found on page 24, vol. ii., the following passage, which I 
am induced to copy, inasmuch as it is probably the first 
account of what is now known as aphasia. The case is 
that of a young man who was strongly attached to Miss 
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Granville. His mother refused her consent to their union, 
and the result, as supposed, was that he was soon after 
struck down with a ‘‘dead palsy.’? ‘‘He lost,’? says Mrs. 
Delany, ‘“‘the use of his speech, though not of his senses, 
and when he strove to speak he could not utter above a 
word or two, but he used to write perpetually, and I was 
the only subject of his pen. He lived in this wretched 
state about one year after I was married.’’ /‘This was writ- 
ten more than one hundred and fifty years ago, and it is 
as graphic as anything to be found on aphasia in Professor 
Broca, in Dr. Austin Flint, or in Sir Thomas Watson. 
October 23d.—Dr. John Lawrence Smith died at his 
residence in Louisville, October rath, in the sixty-fifth 
year of his age. We were colleagues in the University of 
Louisville from 1852 to 1856. He was not a brilliant 
teacher, indeed hardly a successful one. He was not an 
agreeable speaker. He balked and hesitated, and repeated 
himself, and this bad habit, for such in reality it was, was 
not confined to the lecture-room, but characterized his pri- 
vate conversation. As a writer his style was clear and 
vigorous. Smith was not only a great chemist, but a great 
chemical philosopher, an original observer, and, especially 
in his earlier career, a great worker. He loved laboratory 
work. In his elegant house on Broadway, Louisville, he 
had a room on the third floor fitted up for chemical re- 
searches. It was his workshop, and I recollect with what 
interest he showed it to us after a handsome dinner given 
to me and to some other friends in 1875 during the meet- 
ing of the American Medical Association. Mineralogy, 
geology, and chemistry were the fields of study in which 
he found his chief pleasure, and in each of these he rose to 
eminence. He never published any systematic treatise, 
but his contributions to scientific literature were numerous, 
and always attracted well-merited attention. He was a 
member of numerous societies, domestic and foreign. 
He was a chevalier of the Legion of Honor, and a 
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member of the Imperial Order of St. Stanislaus, of the 
Order of the Medjidie, and of the Order of Nichani-Iftihar 
of Turkey. ‘The Academy of Sciences of Paris elected him 
to fill the vacancy occasioned by the death of Sir Charles 
Lyell of London. For one year he served as President 
of the American Association for the Advancement of 
Science. Dr. Smith was a native of South Carolina, and 
a graduate in medicine of the Charleston College. The 
practice of medicine was distasteful to him, and he soon 
abandoned it for those more congenial studies in which 
he was destined to play so conspicuous a part. He 
was married to a daughter of Mr. James Guthrie, Secre- 
tary of the Treasury under Mr. Pierce. He has ieft no 
children. He was a gentleman of warm heart and genial 
manners, and at the time of his death he was one of Ken- 
tucky’s most eminent citizens. 

October 25th.—Dr. Wolff, the well-known apothecary, 
has just sent me a pamphlet, recently written by him, 
giving a brief account of nearly four hundred new articles 
of the materia medica brought to light during the last ten 
years. Many of these articles have already been puffed into 
notice by greedy druggists, backed by the certificates of 
weak, thoughtless physicians, longing for notoriety, with- 
out any knowledge whatever of the therapeutic action or 
clinical value of these so-called new remedies, most of 
which, when their virtues shall come to be properly tested, 
will be found to be utterly worthless. I have no patience 
with such triflers. 

October 26th.—I had an interesting visit this morning 
from Mr. Robert C. Winthrop, at whose lodgings I called 
a few days ago to pay him my respects. I had not met 
him since 1868, when we were introduced at the house 
of ex-Governor Morgan, who entertained the American 
Medical Association at its meeting in Washington that 
year. Mr. Winthrop is here as a delegate to the Triennial 
Convention of the Episcopal Church, of which he has long 
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been an influential member. It is pleasant to see and to 
talk with such a man—a man of the highest culture, who 
rounds off his words and sentences in the purest English. 
As a writer, he has few equals in this country ; and I doubt 
whether Macaulay excels him in the use of correct and 
elegant English. Some of his public discourses, notably 
the one which he delivered at the laying of the corner- 
stone of the Washington Monument in 1848, and his Cen- 
tennial oration at Yorktown, Virginia, on October roth, 
1881, are models of composition and of good taste. Mr. 
Winthrop is a descendant in the sixth generation from 
John Winthrop, first Governor of Massachusetts, and is 
now in his seventy-fifth year, having been born in 1809. 
He is a well-preserved man, of much conversational abil- 
ity, and of pleasant, genial manners. During our inter- 
view I asked him why no Bostonian had yet published a life 
of Edward Everett. His answer was, ‘‘ The whole matter 
is in the hands of his son, a learned but eccentric clergy- 
man, who says he has charge of all his father’s papers, 
which, consequently, no one can touch as long as he holds 
them. I have published,’’ he added, ‘‘A Tribute to the 
Memory of Mr. Everett, a copy of which I will do myself 
the pleasure to send you.’’ 

November 6th.—My daughter, Mrs. Orville Horwitz, 
with two of her children, left me this morning, after a so- 
journ of nearly seven weeks during the absence of her 
husband and daughter Lulu in Europe. These were pleas- 
ant weeks, and we shall probably never spend so many 
together again. My children and grandchildren have lov- 
ing hearts. 

In the evening I dined with Mr. and Mrs. Daniel Dough- 
erty to meet General Sherman, who has just been retired 
from the army, and who is about to take up his residence 
in St. Louis. Among the guests were Mr. and Mrs. 
Thackara, the son-in-law and daughter of the General; Mr. 
Hazlehurst ; Colonel A. K. McClure, the able and eloquent 
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editor of the Philadelphia Times, and Judge Hanna of the 
Orphans’ Court. ‘The time passed rapidly, enlivened as it 
was by sprightly conversation, interspersed with agreeable 
anecdotes. General Sherman, who is a tall, slender, 
well-preserved looking man, and a good talker, gave a 
graphic account of his march through Georgia and the 
Carolinas to Richmond, which was so effective in breaking 
the backbone of the Rebellion. He referred in pleasant 
terms to the time when he was denounced as a crack- 
brained fellow because he declared it would require two 
hundred thousand men to enable him to retain Kentucky 
and march to Mobile. Events showed he was correct. He 
spoke kindly of General Hood, whom in his great march 
he left behind powerless between him and Nashville, and 
lamented his early death. ‘‘Hood,’’ he added, ‘‘had been 
twice married, and each wife had borne him two pairs of 
twins.’? I asked General Sherman what he thought of 
Draper’s History of the War of the Rebellion. His answer 
was, ‘‘It is an honest and faithful record of events, per- 
fectly truthful in all its details.”’ Our genial host told us 
several interesting anecdotes about Forrest and other actors, 
and, in the main, I have seldom spent a more pleasant 
evening. The menu was such as Lucullus might have 
envied, the terrapin amply atoning for the absence of pea- 
cocks’ brains. 

November roth.—This is the four-hundredth anniver- 
sary of the birth of Martin Luther, which will be cele- 
brated to-day and to-morrow—Sunday—with all the pomp 
and ceremonial due to so great an occasion by all the 
Protestant churches of the civilized world. If I were 
asked who have been the greatest promoters of true re- 
ligion the world has ever produced, I should unhesitat- 
ingly say, Moses, who gave us the Decalogue; Jesus 
Christ, who bequeathed us Christianity ; and Luther, who 
emancipated the Church from the tyranny of the priest- 
hood. Luther, the son of a poor miner at Ejisleben, was 
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a prodigy of courage and learning, one of the giants of 
the earth. What the Decalogue needed was supplied by 
the Saviour when he said, ‘‘ Thou shalt love thy neighbor 
as thyself.’’ 

November 16th.—Dr. J. Marion Sims died on Tuesday 
morning, November 13th, at his residence on Madison 
Avenue, New York, at the age of nearly seventy years. 
His demise has robbed me of another of my best and 
dearest friends. It is only a little over one year since he 
gave me at the Hotel Brunswick, New York, the grand 
reception mentioned on a previous page, which was at- 
tended by nearly four hundred members of the medical 
profession, including some of the best men in the country, 
along with a number of scientists, clergymen, and promi- 
nent members of the New York bar. The immediate cause 
of his death was obstruction of the circulation from athero- 
matous degeneration of the coronary arteries. The severe 
attack of pneumonia which he experienced in the winter 
of 1880 left him with adherent pericardium and adherent 
pleura everywhere on the left side. Both ventricles 
were dilated and the left hypertrophied. ‘There was also 
some fibrous myocarditis, with an incipient aneurismal 
pouch in the interventricular septum. The funeral, which 
took place to-day, was strictly private. If I had been 
invited, I should certainly have made an effort to attend 
it. As it was, I contented myself with sending a floral 
wreath for the coffin of my poor friend, as a memento of 
my love for his character. His remains were interred in 
Greenwood Cemetery, the repository of many of New 
York’s great physicians and surgeons, but of none greater 
than J. Marion Sims, or who have left a more fragrant and 
enduring memory. 

The announcement of the death of Dr. Sims, so sudden 
and unexpected, greatly shocked me. As soon as I had 
recovered from my surprise I had a copy made of a sketch 
of his life written by me a few months ago, which, with 
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some prefatory remarks, was published this week in the 
Philadelphia Medical News. I promptly sent a letter of 
condolence to Mrs. Sims; but, alas! what is condolence 
under such affliction? The loving husband and the adored 
father is gone, and the mourners alone remain. ‘‘ The 
friendship of a great man is a gift of the gods.”’ 


‘* His life was gentle, and the elements 
So mixed in him that Nature might stand up 
And say to all the world, ‘ This was a man!’ ” 


November 25th.—Many of the physicians in our larger 
cities belong to small clubs which meet during a part of 
the year once a fortnight or once a month at the houses 
of one another, and regale themselves with oysters and 
chicken salad, fortified by ale, beer, or whiskey punch, 
and seasoned with the latest gossip and stale anecdotes, not 
always of the choicest kind. In England in the seven- 
teenth century many of the most prominent physicians in 
London, such as Radcliffe, Mead, and Hans Sloane, after 
getting through with their daily routine duties, used to 
spend the remainder of the day and evening at a tavern in 
drinking wine, in conversation, or in discussing the events 
of the day, and in giving advice and writing prescriptions 
at a half guinea each for the patients of the apothecaries or 
general practitioners, who waited upon them for that pur- 
pose. As these grandees did not see the patients them- 
selves, the shots thus fired in the dark must often have 
failed to reach their mark. The Bull’s Head Tavern was 
a favorite resort of Radcliffe, where he met his intimate 
companions, and often got into broils by his sharp sayings 
and biting witticisms. From all accounts he must have 
been a rough, blunt, unfeeling wretch. 

This habit of meeting at public houses for social inter- 
course was not peculiar to physicians. Lawyers, actors, 
and literary men indulged in it. Rare Ben Jonson, with 
his huge belly and seamed, rubicund face, was long the 
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presiding genius at the Mermaid Tavern. He was the 
chief inheritor of the convivial spirit of Greene and Mar- 
lowe, as Dryden afterwards was at Wills’s Coffee House. 
At a still later period a small building near the Strand was 
the resort of Samuel Johnson, the great lexicographer, and 
his friends Edmund Burke and Oliver Goldsmith. ‘The 
bones of the last rest in the small churchyard in its im- 
mediate vicinity. It is hard to conceive how such men 
could have contented themselves in so small and meagre 
an apartment as that in which they drank their ale, wine, 
and punch, ate their beefsteak and plum-pudding, dis- 
cussed the events of the day, and indulged their wit; yet 
such is the fact. The humble little house is still pointed 
out to visitors as one of the most interesting objects in all 
London. 

December 4th.—I received a note this morning from 
Provost Pepper, saying that, at a recent meeting of the 
Board of Trustees of the University of Pennsylvania, a 
resolution had been unanimously adopted to confer upon 
me, at the Commencement in May, the honorary degree 
of Doctor of Laws. Coming from such a source, one of 
the most prominent literary and scientific institutions in 
the country, at my own home where I am so well known, 
I regard this as one of the highest compliments ever 
conferred upon me, those of Oxford and Cambridge not 
excepted. 

December 6th.—An attempt is now being made to re- 
duce the duty on certain domestic articles, on the ground 
that there is more money in the Treasury than we need 
to carry on the government, and that, as we have greatly 
reduced our war debt, it is but right that our descend- 
ants, who will receive so large an inheritance, should 
bear a part of our burden. Mr. James G. Blaine recently 
published an elaborate and exhaustive letter upon this 
subject, in which he advocates the retention of the duty 
on spirituous and malt liquors. The income from this 
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source during the last fiscal year amounted, in round 
figures, to eighty-six millions of dollars, which, he thinks, 
should be distributed fro rata, according to their popula- 
tion, among the different States and Territories, to assist 
them in paying their public taxes. If this plan were 
adopted, Pennsylvania would receive, as her quota, seven 
million four hundred and ninety-three thousand dollars, 
and Wyoming, the most sparsely settled of the Territories, 
thirty thousand dollars. Every considerate citizen would 
be glad to see this duty on spirituous liquors retained; but 
malt liquors should, for obvious reasons, be free. People 
will drink ; and they can drink nothing more harmless than 
ale and beer, especially the latter. A part of the sum 
proposed to be thus distributed, say one-fourth, should be 
annually applied to the improvement of education, the 
advancement of science, and the_encouragement of the 
fine arts, and other useful purposes. ‘The rich always pay 
the state taxes, and, unless they continue to do this, toa 
greater or less extent, the poor will derive but little benefit 
from Mr. Blaine’s scheme, should it be carried into effect, 
as I hope it may be. On the other hand, if my suggestion 
were adopted, we should soon become the best educated 
and most enlightened people in the world. 

December 7th.—There is no doubt that mental and 
bodily activity, conjoined with rational temperance and 
regularity in eating, is greatly conducive to longevity. 
David set down the average of longevity at three-score 
years and ten, an age which, unfortunately, few persons 
attain. Louis Cornaro lived to be nearly one hundred 
years old; and there are at this time not fewer than six 
members of the Institute of France who are from eighty 
to one hundred years old. Chevreul is ninety-seven; 
Mignet eighty-seven; Dumas and Milne-Edwards each 
eighty-three; Dumont eighty-two; and Charles Lucas 
eighty. Chevreul, who was elected a member in 1826, 
still lectures on chemistry, his special study; and all 
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these men still take an active interest in their respec- 
tive pursuits. It would be instructive to be informed of 
the habits of these great men. I dare say that they are 
good feeders and that most of them do not hesitate to 
drink wine at least at breakfast and dinner. Gentle exer- 
cise of an organ is always conducive to its health. Inac- 
tivity leads to atrophy and premature decay. 

December 8th.—The meeting of the so-called Saturday 
Evening Club at the house of Mr. Frederick Fraley this 
evening brings to my mind pleasant reminiscences of the 
Wistar Parties, with which I became associated a few 
years after I moved to this city in 1856. Mr. Fraley, who 
is now eighty years of age, is the President of the Ameri- 
can Philosophical Society, and President of the Philadel- 
phia Chamber of Commerce. The gathering was a very 
agreeable one, and was especially noticeable on account 
of the many venerable and distinguished men who graced 
it with their presence. 

The Wistar Parties had their origin in Dr. Caspar Wis- 
tar, who was for many years Professor of Anatomy in the 
University of Pennsylvania, and the author of a work on 
anatomy long used as a text-book in our schools. Natu- 
rally of an inquisitive .mind and of a social disposition, 
it was his habit during many of the later years of his 
life to gather around him every Saturday evening in the 
winter season his more intimate friends and such strangers 
of distinction as might happen to be in the city, who 
passed the evening in social enjoyment and in agreeable 
conversation rather than in the formal discussion of scien- 
tific or philosophical subjects. In time these meetings 
became very popular and widely known as charming re- 
unions. ‘The entertainment was of the most simple kind, 
consisting of coffee, ices, oysters, and occasionally of sand- 
wiches. After the death of Wistar, in 1818, his friends, as 
a matter of kindly feeling, if not of pride and gratitude, 
determined to keep up these gatherings by meeting at one 
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another’s houses, and in this way arose what were known 
for more than forty years as the Wistar Parties. It was 
one of the peculiar features of these parties that their 
members were obliged to be members of the American 
Philosophical Society; whereas, the Saturday Evening 
Club is composed of nearly all classes of men—merchants, 
bankers, manufacturers, lawyers, physicians, artists, e¢ zd 
genus omne. ‘The Wistar Parties consisted of fifty mem- 
bers, one-half of whom entertained every alternate year. 
The menu, originally so simple, became gradually more and 
more expensive until eventually it became very onerous, 
costing seldom less than from three hundred and fifty to five 
hundred dollars ; and if the company was large and terrapin 
was served, the cost greatly exceeded even that amount. 
The Wistar Parties continued until the commencement of 
the war of the Rebellion, when, at the instance of several 
of the members who had sons or intimate friends interested 
in the Southern cause, they ceased to exist, and no suc- 
cessful attempt has since been made to revive them. Bya 
singular coincidence it happened that I gave the last enter- 
tainment. My turn had come in January, but, being obliged 
to absent myself for a fortnight from the city on account 
of my daughter’s illness, I did not.discharge my obligation 
until late in April, after all my associates had fulfilled 
their engagements. Nearly all the gentlemen who were 
members of the party when I joined it have passed away. 
Mr. Fraley, Mr. Moncure Robinson, and Isaac Lea, the 
last a nonogenarian, are the oldest of those who survive. 
Dr. Wistar was a popular teacher, beloved by his pupils, 
and widely known for many excellent qualities. He was 
of German descent, and a graduate in medicine of the 
University of Edinburgh. He died suddenly of heart dis- 
ease in January, 1818. The last sentence he was heard to 
utter was, ‘‘I wish well to all mankind.’ His religious 
views partook largely of those of the Society of Friends, 
‘‘modified by his extensive intercourse with the world.” 
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At our Wistar Parties I often met the late Judge Carl- 
ton, a warm-hearted, genial, intellectual gentleman, of 
courtly manners. On one occasion, speaking of medical 
men, he observed to me, ‘‘When I was a young man 
in this city my family physician was Physick; when 
he died I employed Hartshorne; and after his death 
Dr. Pepper became my professional adviser.’? This 
incident reminds me of some curious coincidences. 
During my residence at Louisville three physicians, 
Gunn, Flint, and Bullitt, lived within less than half 
a square of one another. Gunn was a native of Vir- 
ginia, and the author of Gunn’s Domestic Medicine, a 
work which, without any special merit, passed through a 
number of editions, and was a source of considerable profit 
to all concerned in its publication. He was a man of in- 
sinuating manners, and ignored by the profession as a 
charlatan. Flint was a native of Massachusetts, a man 
of attainments, and a tolerably fair surgeon. He settled at 
Louisville about 1837, and occupied for two years the chair 
of Surgery in its University. He and Bullitt were partners 
in the practice of medicine. The Louisville Medical News 
of March 24th, 1877, contained the gratifying intelligence 
that George Washington, Thomas Jefferson, and Napoleon 
Bonaparte are practising medicine in Louisville, just as any 
other physicians, within a stone’s throw of one another. 

At one of the Commencements of the Jefferson Medical 
College some years ago, during the distribution of the bou- 
quets, the names of White and Black, two members of the 
graduating class, were called out twice simultaneously at 
an interval of at least fifteen minutes. In commenting 
upon this occurrence, a gentleman immediately behind me 
remarked that in the small town in which he resided there 
were four men named respectively Short, Long, Black, 
and White living within a short distance of one another. 

Many years ago there was in this city, on Front Street, 
a sign with the mirth-provoking names of ‘‘ James Schott 
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and Jonathan Fell.’? ‘The firm was a mercantile one, and 
long enjoyed a high reputation for its integrity and upright 
character. Mr. Schott, who attained to a very advanced 
age, was the first president of the Girard Bank, and accu- 
mulated a respectable fortune. His partner e// many 
years before him. 

At Seabright, New Jersey, is a firm named Cook & 
Kettel, fishmongers. 

I once had at dinner three young ladies, each of whose 
Christian name was Grace; and what was still more re- 
markable, they all hailed from Canton—two from Canton, 
Massachusetts, and the other from Canton, Ohio. 

December 16th.—Mr. John B. McMaster dined with me 
to-day. He is Professor of American Literature in the 
University of Pennsylvania, and is engaged in writing an 
extensive history of the American People. Only the first 
volume has been issued. Another volume, the manuscript 
of which, he tells me, was stolen along with his satchel 
in a railway car this autumn, will be published early next 
summer. Mr. McMaster is a rather diminutive man; but 
he has a large head, and his brain is evidently of a high 
order, capable of doing great work. He is not yet forty 
years of age. He seldom wears an overcoat, even in the 
coldest weather. 

December 17th.—Death is busying itself with my old 
friends. Last evening Dr. Thomas S. Kirkbride, after a 
lingering, though not painful, disease, died at his residence 
at the Pennsylvania Hospital for the Insane, of which he 
had been for more than forty years the worthy and honored 
superintendent and physician-in-chief. In his death hu- 
manity has lost one of its truest friends. Kirkbride was an 
eminently good man, and thoroughly fitted for the arduous 
duties of the station to which he so zealously devoted his 
life. Men who love to sneer at their betters tell us that 
Washington was not a great general, and that if he had 
lived during the war of the Rebellion he would hardly 
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have attained the rank even of a regimental commander. 
Such criticism goes for nothing when we look at facts. 
Washington was great enough to achieve the indepen- 
dence of his country, and to triumph over the generals of 
the Old World who were sent over to defeat our armies. 
What more could any one have accomplished? He was 
equal to the emergency, and no rational man could have 
asked or desired more. Kirkbride knew better than any 
American physician who had preceded him how to treat 
the insane, and how to build and manage asylums for 
them. He consecrated his whole life to these objects, and 
exerted an influence which was as salutary as it was wide- 
spread. The Pennsylvania Hospital for the Insane under 
his administration became a model institution. Foreign 
alienists considered it their duty to visit it; and the people 
as well as the medical men of the country for more than a 
quarter of a century knew it by hardly any other name 
than that of Kirkbride’s Hospital. Kirkbride was em- 
phatically a disciple of Pinel, who was the first toward 
the close of the last century to knock off the shackles 
which had so long bound the limbs of the insane in all 
parts of the world, to lift them out of their dark cells into 
the light of day, and to treat them as human beings, not, 
as heretofore, as so many wild beasts. His tender, sympa- 
thetic nature, his amiable manners, and his uniform cour- 
tesy peculiarly fitted him for the work. ‘The tone of his 
voice, the movements of his lips, the expression of his eye 
betokened the fitness of the man for the position conferred 
upon him by the Board of Trustees when he had hardly 
laid aside the toga of his student life. 

Dr. Kirkbride was born in Morrisville, a small town 
in Bucks County, Pennsylvania, in July, 1809, and was, 
consequently, in his seventy-fourth year at the time of his 
death. He was of English descent, with a strong infusion 
of the Quaker element in his character and habits. His 
early education was limited to the study of the English 
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language and mathematics. He received his medical 
degree from the University of Pennsylvania in 1832. 
Almost immediately after this event he was appointed 
physician to the Asylum for the Insane at Frankford; the 
next year he served as interne at the Pennsylvania Hos- 
pital; and on the opening in 1840 of the department for the 
Insane in West Philadelphia, he became its superintendent, 
an office which he filled up to the time of his death. 

Dr. Kirkbride was a member of different societies, do- 
mestic and foreign, and contributed a number of articles 
to the periodical press, besides being the author of an 
elaborate and able work on the Construction, Organiza- 
tion, and General Arrangements of Hospitals for the In- 
sane. He was one of the founders, and for eight years 
president, of the Association of Medical Superintendents 
of American Institutions for the Insane. He was twice 
married. His second wife was a daughter of Benjamin 
Butler, Attorney-General of the United States under Mr. 
Van Buren. In 1848, he came very near losing his life at 
the hands of an insane inmate of the hospital, who for 
some fancied wrong concealed himself in a tree, and watch- 
ing his opportunity discharged his gun at him, the ball 
striking the head, but fortunately not penetrating the skull. 

In his personal appearance Dr. Kirkbride was eminently 
attractive. He was of medium height, with a fine phy- 
sique, a well-shaped head, and a countenance highly ex- 
pressive of benevolence and warmth of heart. His voice 
was sweet and gentle, and his presence and demeanor 
were such as to win at once the affection and confidence 
of his most wayward patients. Blended with these noble 
qualities, so necessary in one who occupied so responsible 
a position, were firmness, determination, and promptness 
of decision equal to any emergency. 

December 20th.—Harvard University in the death of 
Professor Sophocles, a few days ago, lost one of its most 
valuable men, certainly the ablest Greek scholar it ever 
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had. Born in Thessaly in 1807, he received his early 
education at Mount Sinai under the direction of a relative 
who belonged to the monastic order. He came to this 
country a poor youth, and supported himself by his own 
efforts while engaged in perfecting his studies. In 1842 
he was appointed tutor, and later in life Professor, of 
Greek in Harvard University. He published numerous 
elementary works on the Greek language which have 
been extensively employed as text-books in our schools 
and colleges. I recollect Sophocles as a short, slender, 
singularly weird-looking man, with black eyes, an olive 
complexion, and a white beard, the tout ensemble giving 
him an appearance not unlike that of an Arab sheik. I 
saw him for the first time in the library at Cambridge in 
1859; and for the last time a few years ago in the same 
building, looking of course much older, but being still 
busy among books, and manifesting the same shy disposi- 
tion which he did twenty years before. He lived, it is 
said, in the college dormitory, aloof from everybody, pre- 
paring his own food, keeping his own secrets, and asking 
advice from no one; and yet he was not a miser, for he 
gave freely in case of need, if properly approached. Such 
men are scarce in any age; and their history, if it could 
be unravelled, would usually be found to hinge upon some 
deep-rooted sorrow having its origin in early disappoint- 
ment in love, which unfits them for subsequent compan- 
ionship with the world. Sophocles used to say that the 
whole philosophy of life was embraced in three books, the 
Bible, Don Quixote, and the Arabian Nights—a singular 
combination, certainly, and yet one not without a show of 
reason. 

December 28th.—I attended this evening a party given 
by Dr. Wolff to prominent Philadelphia apothecaries and 
physicians, the latter consisting chiefly of the younger 
members of the profession. ‘The object was a laudable 
one, and should be encouraged to promote mutual good 
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feeling. ‘The apothecary in this country is a person differ- 
ent from his English brother. Here his office is limited to 
preparing medicines, and to putting up prescriptions sent 
to him by medical men. In England, on the contrary, 
besides being a general practitioner, he not only prescribes 
medicines, but compounds them. A general practitioner 
may be a physician or a surgeon; and, if he also practices 
midwifery, he may, according to his taste, assume the title 
of physician-accoucheur, or surgeon-accoucheur. This dis- 
tinction is, however, gradually disappearing. In London 
the apothecaries were incorporated as a distinct body, under 
the name of the Hall or Society of Apothecaries, in the 
fifteenth year of the reign of James I. No general prac- 
titioner can establish himself in practice in England and 
Wales without a license from this company. An educated 
apothecary is a useful member of society, and one for 
whom I have great respect. Too often, however, he pre- 
scribes across the counter, and thus defrauds the physician. 
It is his duty to protect the medical man and his patient 
by correcting mistakes, and thus preventing harm—in 
cases, for instance, when a prescription, written in haste, 
calls for an overdose or for some incompatible ingredient. 
Most of the apothecaries in the larger cities and towns of 
this country are educated men, graduates of colleges of 
pharmacy, of which there are now a considerable number, 
the oldest being the one in Philadelphia, incorporated in 
1822. 

February 2d, 1884.—Wendell Phillips is dead, and the 
world mourns the loss of the “‘silver-tongued orator,’’ the 
friend of universal freedom, the eloquent advocate of the 
tights of man in all climes and in all conditions of society. 
During his last brief illness his agony is said to have been 
so severe as to require the use of anesthesia for its miti- 
gation. 

I heard Mr. Phillips speak in public but once, namely, 
at Concert Hall in this city, ten years ago. He was then 
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in full vigor, tall, handsome, and well proportioned. His 
audience was large, and embraced many of our most in- 
telligent and respectable citizens. His subject was The 
Rights of the Negro under the New Provisions of the Con- 
stitution. He spoke with great composure, in a conversa- 
tional style, in language abounding in well-chosen words ; 
but he never rose to what I have always been led to regard 
as oratory. His speech embodied much solid sense, but it 
lacked animation and pathos, two qualities which leave a 
lasting impression upon an audience. ‘The fire of Demos- 
thenes, of Henry, and of Curran was not there. While I 
was edified and interested, he failed in my estimation as 
an orator, properly so called. Mr. Phillips was born in 
Boston, November 29th, 1811, and was consequently at 
the time of his death in the seventy-third year of his age. 
He was a graduate of Harvard University, and commenced 
life as a lawyer; but, being in easy circumstances, he soon 
retired from the bar, and thenceforth devoted himself to 
more congenial pursuits, among which literary culture and 
the abolition of slavery were predominant. 

February r1th.—I attended this evening the first regular 
meeting of the Philadelphia Medical Jurisprudence So- 
ciety, of which I was elected the first president. A better 
title would have been the Medico-Legal Society ; but this 
name was already in possession of another organization, 
although one with a different object. The new society 
promises well, as it embraces in its list of membership a 
number of distinguished physicians and lawyers, stimu- 
lated by a desire to work. Dr. John J. Reese, Professor 
of Medical Jurisprudence in the University of Pennsyl- 
vania, delivered an excellent and exhaustive address on 
the testimony of experts, in which he exposed the partisan 
character of such witnesses, the inadequacy of their testi- 
mony, and the positive injury which they often do to the 
cause of justice. He recommended the adoption of the 
Prussian system, which consists in the appointment by the 
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government of thoroughly educated men who sit on the 
bench with the judges and assist them in trying the case 
by giving a proper direction to the testimony of the wit- 
nesses. In 1868, in an address which I delivered before 
the American Medical Association as its president, at its 
meeting at Washington, I recommended a similar plan, 
without any knowledge that it was in force in Germany. 

February 14th.—Dr. S. W. Gross received a few days 
ago a letter from Mr. Annandale, Professor of Surgery 
in the University of Edinburgh. After complimenting 
my son on the excellence of his monograph on Tumors 
of the Mammary Gland, of which, he said, he had freely 
availed himseif in writing an article on that subject for 
Ashhurst’s International Encyclopedia of Surgery, he 
asks, ‘‘Is there any chance of your father being able 
to come over to our Tercentenary in April? I have pro- 
posed his name for an honorary degree from our Univer- 
sity.’? I-wrote promptly to Annandale, thanking him for 
the intended compliment, and expressing deep regret at 
my inability to visit the Scotch metropolis at the time 
in question. Last year the matriculates of this renowned 
University numbered three thousand three hundred and 
ninety-six, of whom one thousand seven hundred and 
eighty-one attended the medical school. ‘Two hundred 
and sixty-four were from the British colonies and fifty- 
nine from other countries. 

This communication was followed, on the 5th of March, 
by one to myself. It read as follows: 


UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH, February, 1884. 
The Senatus Academicus of the University of Edinburgh do 
themselves the honour of inviting Professor Gross, Senior, etc., etc., 
to receive the Honorary Degree of Doctor of Laws, in Edinburgh, 
on the 17th of April, 1884, at the Festival of the Tercentenary of 
the foundation of the University. 
In name and by the authority of the Senatus Academicus. 
A. Grant, Principal. 
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To this communication I replied at once that, while I 
should esteem it a great honor to receive an honorary de- 
gree from an institution of such world-wide renown, my 
advanced age and the inclemency of the season would pre- 
vent me from undertaking so serious a journey as was in- 
volved in a visit to Scotland. 


Notr.—The Diary of Dr. Gross closes at this point. No entries were made 
by him in his Autobiography after February 14th, 1884. For an account of his 
life during the few weeks which intervened until the day of his death, May 6th, 
1884, the reader is referred to the Introductory Memoir of him in Volume I. The 
remainder of Volume II. will consist of such of the sketches of his contemporaries 


as were written by Dr. Gross, but were not contained in his Diary.—Epirors. 
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SAMUEL LATHAM MITCHILL. 
1764-1831. 

Dr. MITCHILL was widely known at home and in Eu- 
rope as a scientist and legislator. He was for the time in 
which he flourished a great naturalist. Botany, geology, 
mineralogy, and the fauna of North America received 
much of his attention. He lived in the midst of stirring 
events. He took an active part in politics, and was a warm 
advocate of whatever tended to advance the prosperity of 
New York, his adopted city. He was a contemporary and 
personal friend of De Witt Clinton, and gave him his cor- 
dial support in the construction of the Erie canal—at that 
time the greatest enterprise of the kind in the world, by 
which, as was poetically expressed, the waters of Lake 
Erie and of the Hudson were made to kiss each other. 
His learning was immense, and diversified in character. 
He had a capacious memory, which enabled him to bring 
up, at any moment, any desired treasure from the depths 
of his knowledge. His life was one of incessant occupa- 
tion ; indeed, he allowed himself little leisure, especially 
in his younger days, except for the inexorable claims 


of duty. He achieved a high reputation as a scientist 
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before he had reached the meridian of life. He was born 
at Plandome, North Hempstead, New York, and took 
his medical degree at Edinburgh, in 1786, at the age of 
twenty-two. Having an unconquerable aversion to the 
practice of medicine, he studied law soon after his return 
from abroad. He was appointed a commissioner to treat 
with the Six Nations, an Indian tribe residing in Western 
New York, a position conferred upon him more on account 
of his benevolent character than on account of his skill 
as a diplomat. Henceforth Dr. Mitchill devoted himself 
zealously to the study and teaching of the natural sciences. 
In 1792 Columbia College elected him Professor of Chem- 
istry; and he afterwards served in a similar capacity in 
the College of Physicians and Surgeons of New York. 
For sixteen years he was one of the editors of the New 
York Medical Repository, the first medical periodical pub- 
lished in the United States. In this labor he was asso- 
ciated with Dr. Edward Miller and Dr. Elihu H. Smith, 
men of distinction, whose memory will long be revered 
by our profession. The Repository was established in 
1797, and after the lapse of twenty years its publication, 
for lack of adequate support, was suspended. To show 
the versatility of Mitchill, and the confidence reposed in 
him by his fellow-citizens, it is only necessary to mention 
the fact that he represented his district for some time 
in the House of Representatives, and subsequently in the 
Senate of the United States. I am not informed whether 
he originated any measures of importance while a member 
of Congress. That he was not an inactive member may 
readily be supposed. 

Dr. Mitchill was one of the fathers of natural science in 
America. He was active in establishing learned societies, 
and in 1826, late in life, assisted in founding Rutgers Med- 
ical College. 

I became acquainted with Dr. Mitchill in July, 1826, 
and saw him under peculiar circumstances. I was on my 
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way home from a visit made on horseback from Easton, 
Pennsylvania, to the Falls of Niagara. At Buffalo I was 
introduced to Dr. Stagg, a physician of prominence, and 
a former pupil of Dr. Mitchill, who, learning that I was 
interested in the study of mineralogy, kindly gave me a 
letter to the illustrious scientist. On reaching Albany I 
was only too glad, worn out as I was with my journey, to 
take passage on a Hudson River steamer. At Sing Sing, 
then an insignificant village, the vessel stopped to take on 
board the Mayor and Council of the city of New York, 
who had been there on a visit to inspect the peniten- 
tiary then in process of erection. Dr. Mitchill was one 
of the party, and the way I happened, stranger as I was, 
to find him out was the fact that, soon after the boat got 
under way, a man fell headlong, with a terrible thud, 
upon the floor of the deck. Assistance was promptly 
rendered him; and upon inquiry I ascertained that the 
tall, massive, and venerable figure that had lain at full 
length before me only a minute ago was none else than 
Dr. Samuel Latham Mitchill. The fall of any one, espe- 
cially of an old person, is not an uncommon occurrence ; 
but when I learned the cause of it my mortification was 
profound. It seems that the corporation had just risen 
from a grand dinner, of which brandy and champagne 
formed prominent ingredients. Libations had been freely 
indulged in, and it was evident that the Old Sage had 
partaken too liberally of the stimulants, although he was 
not, as I was informed by one of his friends, addicted to 
strong drink. A little wine or spirits was sufficient to 
overcome him. It was sad to see so venerable a man 
make such an exhibition of himself. 

The next day I delivered Dr. Stagg’s letter, and was 
most kindly received. Dr. Mitchill conversed with great 
fluency, told me he had visited Sing Sing the previous day 
as a guest of the city corporation, showed me some inter- 
esting specimens of natural history, and invited me to 
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breakfast the following morning. My engagements, how- 
ever, took me in another direction, and I never saw him 
again. He died in New York in 1831, at the age of sixty- 
seven. 

Dr. Mitchill had much simplicity of character, and he 
was as credulous as a child—a circumstance which often 
induced people to impose upon him. Many anecdotes are 
related of him. One day as he was riding through the 
country on a stage-coach, the driver, at whose side he sat, 
propounded to him this important question: ‘‘ Why is it, 
Dr. Mitchill, that black sheep yield so much less wool 
than white?’ ‘The learned sage rubbed his ears and as- 
signed numerous reasons, when the Jehu, interrupting 
him, laughingly remarked, ‘‘Is it not because there are 
fewer black sheep than white?’’? A wag once sent him, 
done up in the most careful and elaborate manner, an old 
brick with a strange inscription, saying that it had been 
brought from the ruins of Nineveh. It was not until after 
he had written a long and learned dissertation upon it that 
the hoax was discovered by the philosopher. 


THOMAS CHALKLEY JAMES. 
1766-1835. 

My recollections of Dr. James are vivid. At the time 
of my pupilage he held the chair of Midwifery in the 
University of Pennsylvania, and was highly esteemed 
for his many excellent qualities. He was of Quaker de- 
scent, and possessed all the characteristics of a fine gentle- 
man. Although he was an elderly man when I first saw 
him in the lecture-room in the midst of his pupils, he was 
erect and well preserved, looking a good deal younger 
than his actual age might have been supposed to indicate. 
He was not an impressive lecturer, although he always 
commanded the respect and attention of his class. He 
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was extremely modest. It was seldom that he raised 
his eyes from his manuscript, or looked squarely at his 
audience. His cheeks would be mantled with blushes 
while engaged in demonstrating some pelvic viscus, or 
discussing topics not mentionable in ordinary conversa- 
tion. It was often painful to witness his embarrassment. 
Yet he was a good teacher, and occupied deservedly a 
respectable position among his Philadelphia contempora- 
ries. I was predisposed to like him from having read, 
while a student, his edition of Burns’s Principles of Mid- 
wifery. This he improved with many judicious and 
learned notes, which greatly enhanced the practical value 
of the work. Healso annotated Merriman’s Synopsis. He 
used both publications as text-books for his course. With 
the exception of a small number of papers in the medi- 
cal periodicals of the day, he made no contributions to the 
literature of his profession; and his reputation will there- 
fore be mainly traditional. It is interesting to know that 
James was the first professor exclusively of Obstetrics in 
the United States, having, if I mistake not, been appointed 
to that position in 1810. Prior to this period it had been 
associated with the chair either of Anatomy or of Surgery. 
He was one of the founders and editors of the Philadelphia 
Medical Repository, a quarterly journal. 


PHILIP SYNG PHYSICK. 
1768-1837. 

THIS man, who even long before his death was styled 
the Father of American Surgery, was for nearly a third of 
a century the head and front of the profession; and when 
he died a general lament came up from every section of 
the United States. Doggerel rhyme was addressed to him 
by invalid and nervous women; and the press, medical 
and lay, awarded to him the highest praise. That he 
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was a man of marked ability no one who knew him, or 
who is acquainted with his history, will deny; but that he 
possessed talents which towered far above those of all his 
professional contemporaries is not true. Caldwell, Chap- 
man, Drake, and Hosack, not to mention others, were men 
of vastly greater mental calibre. If he stood for a long 
period at the head of surgery in this country, as unques- 
tionably he did, it was because he had the field of surgery 
to himself. He was really its first settler, and it is there- 
fore not surprising that it was for a full quarter of a cen- 
tury almost his exclusive domain. When he returned 
from London, where he had for four years been a pupil of 
the celebrated John Hunter, and where he was for a consid- 
erable period a resident of St. George’s Hospital, America 
was destitute of great surgeons. When the people of Phil- 
adelphia had an unusual surgical case, or were in need of 
an important surgical operation, they went to New York 
to consult Dr. Jones, afterwards the physician of Wash- 
ington and Franklin. Philadelphia had practitioners for 
ordinary cases, but none for great emergencies. Physick 
brought home with him eulogistic letters from his British 
preceptor, and he was no doubt well grounded in the prin- 
ciples of medical art and science as they were taught in 
the latter part of the last century. His success, neverthe- 
less, was for a time not at all flattering. For several years 
he trod the alleys and by-ways of his native city before his 
income was sufficient to pay for his shoe-strings and the 
powder on his queue. In 1793, almost immediately on his 
return from Europe, he rendered important service at the 
yellow fever hospital at Bush Hill—service which brought 
him daily for several months in contact with many influ- 
ential citizens, among others Stephen Girard, and thus 
aided him in getting into practice. 

Physick’s forte was conservative surgery. He esteemed 
it, as indeed every honest surgeon does, a far greater merit 
to save a limb than to cut it off I recollect the case of a 
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young man, a lodger at my boarding-house in 1827, whose 
forearm, the seat of a malignant tumor, was kept for six 
weeks upon a standing frame in the hope of promoting 
the absorption of the morbid growth with the aid of some 
slightly stimulating lotion. At the end of this time the 
limb was, of course, amputated. Such conservation is as 
irrational as the inordinate use of the knife. I never saw 
Physick operate, either in private or in public. During 
my student-life in Philadelphia he was an old man, and 
operations had no longer any charms for him. His son-in- 
law, Dr. Jacob Randolph, had become his right-hand man, 
and he put him forward whenever he properly could. 
Physick died on the 15th of December, 1837. One of his 
last operations was a case of lithotomy, the subject being 
the venerable Chief Justice Marshall of the Supreme Court 
of the United States, from whom he removed nearly one 
thousand calculi, varying in size from a partridge shot to 
a pea. The illustrious patient made an excellent recovery, 
and lived for several years in comparative comfort. The 
favorite instrument of Physick for this operation was the 
gorget, in his time extensively employed in this country 
and in Europe, but now displaced by the scalpel. For the 
removal of cataract he wisely preferred extraction to de- 
pression. Early in his career he devised an operation for 
the cure of artificial anus, still occasionally practised. His 
treatment of coxalgia, or hip-joint disease, is well known. 
He insisted upon absolute rest of the affected parts, and 
for this purpose he used with much effect mechanical ap- 
pliances in the form of curved splints, and other means 
to render the joint, at the height of the disease, immov- 
able. Most of the contrivances employed at the present 
day in the treatment of coxalgia are simply adaptations of 
Physick’s apparatus, the claims of which, if not ignored, 
are seldom mentioned by their inventors. 

Physick laid great stress upon the employment of con- 
stitutional remedies and perfect rest in the treatment of 
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disease. The lancet, leeching and cupping, tartar emetic, 
and calomel and jalap were the active agents in vogue in 
his day, accompanied with a very restricted diet, espe- 
cially at the height of inflammatory affections. ‘There was 
then no beef essence, and milk-punch was not often used. 
Chicken broth, with rice or barley, vegetable soup, arrow- 
root, and wine-whey, formed the principal diet of the sick- 
room. ‘Toast water, lemonade, or some mucilaginous fluid, 
such as linseed tea or gum-arabic water, were the chief 
drinks. ‘Those were hard times for sick people. Even in 
my earlier days much prejudice existed against the use of 
cold water, especially when mercury had been adminis- 
tered. Physick was a great stickler for venesection. He 
bled often and bled freely. A former colleague of mine, 
Professor S. H. Dickson, told me this anecdote: A gen- 
tleman, a South Carolinian, a high liver, for many years 
visited Saratoga for the benefit of his health. On his way 
thither he invariably stopped in Philadelphia to consult 
Physick on account of chronic inflammation of his eyes, 
which was always greatly aggravated by the ‘‘riotous 
living’’ of the previous winter. The first thing that was 
ordered on such occasions was a copious bleeding at the 
arm, followed by an active cathartic, the operation being 
repeated every forty-eight hours. Under this treatment 
the patient became greatly exhausted; and yet his eyes 
were as red and as painful as ever. Physick happened 
to have another patient in the house. As he passed the 
door of his Southern invalid, the latter asked him what he 
should do, adding that his eyes had troubled him a great 
deal during the previous night. Without examining the 
eyes, the doctor said, ‘‘Send for the bleeder, and tell him to 


take’half a pint of blood.” — ‘‘T'll be if I do!” said 
the offended Carolinian. ‘‘If you had looked at my eyes, 
I might do it; but as it is, I shall not.’’ ‘‘ Good-morn- 


ing,’? said Physick, bowing profoundly. ‘‘Good-morn- 
ing,’’ said the patient; and thus ended their intercourse. 
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The late Dr. Charles D. Meigs records this remarkable 
story. He had a patient, a Mrs. Smith, who had a violent 
attack of conjunctivitis, attended with agonizing pain, and 
threatening destruction of the whole eye. ‘‘ She was duly 
bled,’’ says Meigs, ‘‘ to-day, to-morrow, the next and next 
morning, and so on until at last she fainted so badly that 
terror laid hold on us, and we fled for succor to Dr. Physick. 
Physick came the next day at ten o’clock, looked at the 
eye, and asked, ‘Who is your bleeder? Send for him, and 
tell him to take twelve ounces of blood from the arm, and 
request him to meet you in the morning to repeat, if neces- 
sary, the operation.’’’? Although Meigs was horrified, he 
complied with the request, and the next day on looking 
into the eye he could discover only the faintest trace of 
the inflammation. ‘‘In fact,’’ he adds, ‘‘ the woman was 
virtually cured.”’ 

Physick was essentially an empiric, practising altogether 
by the light of experience. He had no theories of his own, 
and was intolerant, in his teachings and his practice, of 
the theories of others. He was in the habit of employing 
what he had found useful in one case in the treatment of 
another of a similar nature. He troubled himself little 
respecting the pathology or intimate nature of disease. 
In short, he was what is generally known as a routine 
practitioner. He possessed, however, what many a rou- 
tine practitioner does not possess, strong common-sense ; 
and yet that this was not always manifested is sufficiently 
proved by Dickson’s anecdote. 

As a writer, Physick has left no record to perpetuate his 
name except a few articles on practical subjects. Nor 
was he much of a reader; and as for books, he had none 
worth mentioning, either medical or non-professional. Of 
his merits as a lecturer, as I heard him only on two oc- 
casions, I cannot speak adequately from personal observa- 
tion. In 1827 I was present at his introductory lecture to 
the course on anatomy in the University of Pennsylvania. 
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The subject was Respiration; and his discourse greatly 
disappointed me, as it did many others; it was quite 
meagre, and not at all up in its details to the existing state 
of the science. Nor was it well delivered. The other 
lecture was descriptive of the muscles of the forearm, of 
which his adjunct, Dr. Horner, had made a beautiful 
dissection. The account of them by Physick was brief 
and imperfect, and his assistant, who sat near him, was 
obliged to prompt him several times as to their names. 
His memory of the nomenclature of anatomy was evidently 
bad. His lectures on surgery, delivered annually from 
1805 to 1818, when Gibson succeeded him, have always 
been spoken of with much respect, although they were 
mostly read. At times, however, he would lay down his 
manuscript and speak as became a master, often becoming 
even eloquent, especially when discussing subjects with 
which he had made himself familiar, or in relation to 
which he had distinguished himself as a surgical practi- 
tioner. He had no special love for anatomy; and I have 
always been told that he committed a great blunder when 
he resigned the chair of Surgery in favor of Gibson. 

It is said that Physick was fond of money, and that he 
loved to accumulate it for its own sake. One of his biog- 
raphers, Dr. John Bell, states that his income sometimes 
amounted to twenty thousand dollars a year—a very large 
sum for the period in which he practised—and that he 
always invested his surplus means in real estate, never 
spending anything upon professional objects, in entertain- 
ments, or in promoting the interests of indigent young 
students. However this may be, he left no bequests for 
charitable purposes, or for the advancement of medical 
science. His estate at the time of his death was valued at 
nearly half a million of dollars. His fees for professional 
services were always very reasonable. One day a stranger 
who had consulted him on account of his wife’s health ac- 
cidentally met him on the street and handed him a hun- 
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dred-dollar note. When he reached home he looked at the 
note, and finding it so large he immediately returned all 
but ten dollars. In his manners Physick was cold and un- 
sociable. He kept himself aloof from the world, apparently 
to enhance his greatness, and would not be seen even at a 
theatre. Yet Physick was at heart a kind man, full of 
sympathy for suffering humanity. His mind in his old 
age was much exercised upon religion. He read numerous 
works upon the subject, and sought counsel from some of 
his clerical friends. What were the conclusions at which 
he arrived I have never learned. He had a horror of being 
buried alive, and enjoined his family to wrap his body in 
flannel after death. He also requested that his grave 
should be watched for several weeks after his interment to 
prevent his body from falling into the hands of resurrec- 
tionists. In person he was tall and erect, even when an 
old man. His face, strikingly handsome, but pallid, looked 
as if it had been chiselled out of marble. His mouth was 
well formed, the nose aquiline, and the eye black and 
shaded by a fine brow. His forehead was angular and of 
good size, but not capacious, and his hair was powdered 
and arranged in the form of a queue, as used to be the 
fashion with Bishop White and some of his other contem- 
poraries. Altogether he was a remarkable-looking man, 
always neatly dressed and very genteel in his appearance. 
During the latter part of his life he rode in a small car- 
riage drawn by two black horses in simple harness. He 
despised ostentation. 


WILLIAM Potts DEWEES. 
1768-1841. 
DEWEES, for a number of years an adjunct to James, was 


a less amiable and modest, but a far greater man than his 
master, to whose chair, in 1834, he succeeded. He was 
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indeed a man of positive temperament, of great talents, 
remarkably industrious, and in every sense of the word 
self-made. His early education was extremely limited ; 
and no subsequent training was sufficient to overcome its 
deficiency. He was an excellent talker, a good lecturer, 
and a successful teacher, popular with his pupils, and a 
master of his department. Unlike James, he did not hesi- 
tate to call things by their proper names. No blush suf- 
fused his cheek in the lecture-room. Both as a writer and 
as a public teacher he criticized mercilessly the men who 
differed from him in doctrinal or practical points. He was 
especially severe upon Baudelocque and some of his Eng- 
lish contemporaries. Owing mainly to this cause he soon 
acquired immense reputation as an independent thinker 
and as an authority in obstetric medicine. No American 
writer had, up to the time at which he taught, made so 
profound an impression as he upon the professional mind. 
Whatever he wrote, or spoke in the lecture-room, became 
law and gospel with medical men. His style as a writer is 
unscholarly, inelegant, and inaccurate ; indeed, not unfre- 
quently ungrammatical. And yet most of his published 
works were universally accepted and studied. ‘They were 
found upon the table of every respectable physician, passed 
through numerous editions, and yielded a handsome profit 
both to the author and the publisher. I refer here partic- 
ularly to his treatises on Midwifery, on the Diseases of 
Women, and on the Diseases of Children. His Practice 
of Medicine met with no success, and deserved none. 
Like the monkey in the fable, who cast the net in the 
expectation of making a great haul during the absence 
of the fisherman, he became entangled, and was fatally 
submerged. The work, I believe, never reached a second 
edition. A reviewer in the North American Medical and 
Surgical Journal, in commenting upon its style, fitly re- 
marks: ‘‘ Addison and Johnson have been little imitated 
in its pages. We must take the work as we find it; be 
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thankful; and, with honest Sancho, exclaim, ‘God bless 
the giver!” 

As an obstetric practitioner Dewees was one of the most 
popular men of his day. No woman of any social posi- 
tion in Philadelphia considered herself safe if she could 
not have Dewees in her confinement; and yet, notwith- 
standing this immense practice and the business necessarily 
growing out of it, the latter years of this petted favorite 
were clouded by poverty, if, indeed, not by actual want. 
He is represented as having been a high liver; and what 
added much to his distress, he was attacked a few years 
before his death with apoplexy, followed by hemiplegia, 
which seriously crippled him both in mind and body 
during the remainder of his life. He went to Mobile, 
Alabama, in the hope of benefiting his health. In this, 
however, he was disappointed, and he died in 1841 soon 
after his return to Philadelphia, worn out by disease and 
misfortune, at the age of seventy-three. 

Dewees made no important contributions to gynzecology, 
or to the pathology, diagnosis, and treatment of the dis- 
eases of women—a department of the healing art which 
now, thanks to the labors of many of the greatest men of 
the day, occupies so grand a position. Herculaneum had 
not yet revealed its speculum; and the instrument devised 
by Récamier, of Paris, had not found its way into this 
country. The organic affections of the uterus were every- 
where a forbidden territory. Ocular inspection was con- 
sidered little less than an indictable offence, at which pious 
mothers threw up their hands in holy horror. I well 
remember with what feelings such examinations were re- 
garded even so late as thirty years ago, long after the death 
of Dewees, and the prejudices which existed against their 
general introduction. Even many highly respectable phy- 
sicians arrayed themselves against the use of this valuable 
instrument, contenting themselves, much to the injury of 
suffering women, with digital explorations and the employ- 


BY SAMUEL D. GROSS, M.D. 249 


ment of the pessary. If Dewees projected himself into 
the future, it was not in this direction. He left the field 
of organic uterine complaints as he had found it, uncul- 
tivated and unimproved. His forte was practical mid- 
wifery ; and herein he rendered good service, for which 
the women of his day could not be too grateful. He was 
a firm believer in the efficacy of bloodletting in parturition 
accompanied by rigidity of the uterus, with impending con- 
vulsions. Under such circumstances he always bled un- 
sparingly, and he followed a similar practice in puerperal 
fever. It is much to be regretted that the abstraction of 
blood in these diseases is so seldom resorted to at the 
present day. 

Dewees shared the prejudices of his colleagues in regard 
to the establishment of a second school in Philadelphia. 
When the Jefferson Medical College, although entirely 
officered by graduates of the University of Pennsylvania, 
went into operation it met with a degree of opposition 
on the part of the old preceptors of these gentlemen, of 
which those unacquainted with the history of medical 
teaching in Philadelphia can hardly form a conception. 
Every man connected with the College was tabooed. This 
prejudice was not confined to the Faculty; the pupils of 
the school came in for their share of it. A lady, a rela- 
tion of Dewees, one day warmly eulogized one of its recent 
graduates, speaking of him as a young gentleman of great 
talents and professional promise, when she was interrupted 
by the remark: ‘‘That may all be true; but it won’t do 
for my colleagues or myself to recognize the graduates of 
the Jefferson Medical College.’? I mention this fact, re- 
ferred to elsewhere, not to reawaken unpleasant feelings, 
but simply to show that honorable rivalry seldom fails to 
be productive of good; that the establishment in 1825 of 
a second school in Philadelphia instead of injuring was of 
great benefit to the University of Pennsylvania, inasmuch 
as more pupils and more money were thereby brought to 
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our city; and that the conduct of the University was emi- 
nently illiberal, and made her many enemies. 

In stature Dewees was tall, erect, and well formed. His 
head, however, was too small for a man of his proportions. 
He possessed fine colloquial powers, and gave up much of 
his leisure to light literature. 


GEORGE MCCLELLAN. 
1796-1847. 

THERE were a number of young men when I was a 
student in Philadelphia who, setting out upon their pro- 
fessional life about the same time, all became more or less 
distinguished either as practitioners, teachers, or authors. 
Among these the most prominent were George McClellan, 
John K. Mitchell, René La Roche, Jacob Randolph, John 
Bell, Francis D. Condie, Franklin Bache, Hugh L. Hodge, 
Charles D. Meigs, Robert M. Huston, Samuel George 
Morton, George B. Wood, and Isaac Hays. With all of 
these men I was personally acquainted, indeed with some 
familiarly. It is not often that a group of such men can 
be viewed in contrast or comparison. It is to be regretted 
that their portraits do not grace the Hall of the College 
of Physicians to be seen and reverenced by posterity. 

Of McClellan an account will be found in a previous 
chapter of this work. It is sufficient here to say that he 
was one of the most able, talented, and enterprising of 
the group, with hardly any one of whom he was on good 
terms either at the outset of his career or afterwards. 
The line of demarcation between him and them was 
always distinctly drawn. Whether this arose from the 
fact that he dared, soon after entering the profession, to 
become the founder of a new school of medicine; whether 
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it was because he rapidly acquired a commanding practice, 
for which some of his competitors were long struggling in 
vain ; or, finally, whether there was something repugnant 
to them in his manners or in his professional acts, certain 
it is that George McClellan was for many years, if not 
during his lifetime in Philadelphia, looked down upon by 
most of the men I have named. All these men were 
graduates of the University of Pennsylvania; and it was 
therefore not unnatural that they should take sides with 
their preceptors in opposition to the new school. Some- 
thing undoubtedly was due to the manner of McClellan, 
who was not always wise or discreet. His impulsive dis- 
position often brought him into trouble; he lacked judg- 
ment, talked too much, and made everybody his confidant. 
Of course the betrayal of his confidence made him many 
enemies, some of them implacable. He was, moreover, a 
restless man, always pushing ahead. Most of his contem- 
poraries, on the contrary, were men of quiet disposition, 
slow in their movements, and inclined to bide their time. 
If they were less brilliant in early life than he, they were 
in the end not much, if any, behind him in usefulness and 
enduring reputation. With many faults, McClellan was 
unquestionably a man of genius, quick to perceive and 
prompt to execute. With a better regulated mind he would 
have accomplished much greater ends and achieved a more 
lasting fame. Probably no man ever handled a scalpel with 
more dexterity. Full of resources, he allowed no obstacle 
to impede his progress. One day, as I know myself, he 
needed a catheter to relieve a woman of retention of urine. 
Did he send for one to the cutler or apothecary? No. 
‘Sir,’ addressing the husband, ‘‘ bring me a quill;’’ and 
in a few minutes the suffering creature was in elysium. 
On another occasion his saw broke in amputating a poor 
man’s arm; in a moment the limb was bent over his knee 
and the bone snapped asunder. He was, in the main, a 
tolerably good judge of human nature. His reputation as 
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a surgeon will be in great measure traditional, for he has 
left no adequate record of his observations and experience. 
He has, it is true, transmitted to us a small volume on 
surgery, but it is read by few persons, and it really pos- 
sesses n0 conspicuous merit. His fame will rest mainly 
upon the fact that he was the founder of a school. Never- 
theless, after having been connected with it for a number 
of years, he left it and established another. The new 
school was short-lived, and ere long he found himself 
without a professor’s chair. His unquiet disposition at 
length told terribly upon his health and happiness. 

McClellan died poor. He bought town lots, built houses, 
and lost money. He had a passion for fine horses and a 
fondness for races. He was one of the most reckless drivers 
I have ever seen. It was as much as one’s life was worth 
to sit with him in his carriage. He was a perfect Jehu, 
and yet he seldom met with an accident. He talked with 
extraordinary rapidity, and was in the habit of button- 
holing his friends and acquaintances on the street, often 
at the expense of punctuality. It was not an uncommon 
thing for him to appear in the amphitheatre from five to 
ten minutes after the appointed hour. 

His death, which occurred on May oth, 1847, when he 
was in the fifty-first year of his age, was frightfully sud- 
den. His health had for several years been on the wane. 
He was nervous, dyspeptic, and subject to distress in 
the bowels. In the morning before he died he had felt 
more than usually uncomfortable, and after ten o’clock, 
soon after having visited a patient in the vicinity of his 
office, he was seized with violent pain in the abdomen, 
attended with excessive shock, speedily followed by col- 
lapse, under which he sank in less than twenty-four hours. 
An examination of the body revealed ulcerative perforation 
of the small intestine. His death caused regret throughout 
the country. 
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HENRY B. Bascom. 
1796-1850. 

THE first man of note with whom I came in contact 
after leaving the East was the Rev. Dr. Henry B. Bascom, 
afterwards a bishop in the Methodist Episcopal Church 
South, and President successively of Augusta College and 
of Transylvania University. He was a passenger on the 
steamer Gazelle, on his way to Kentucky, and left the 
vessel, if I mistake not, at Augusta, fifty miles above Cin- 
cinnati. My wife and I had made his acquaintance at 
Easton, and were therefore glad to meet him on our boat, 
which was bound to what was then considered the far 
West. He had preached there, only a few months before, 
a most eloquent discourse on the colonization of Africa— 
a subject which was attracting much attention at the time, 
and which was freely discussed during our voyage. He 
had delivered the same discourse repeatedly before; and 
it was therefore not surprising that it should have made 
a deep impression upon those who heard it. The sermon 
exhibited marked ability, and it abounded in flashes of 
eloquence, as he depicted the cause of the negro and his 
future destiny. I had heard able speakers before, and I 
have heard able ones since; but in my opinion no speaker 
has ever equalled Bascom in the force and pathos of his 
delivery, or in the electrical effect which he exerted upon 
his audience. 

Dr. Bascom was a self-made man, a native of Hancock, 
New York. Several of his earlier years were spent at 
Easton, in the family of a Mr. Bidleman, who took a deep 
interest in his education. He was licensed to preach at 
the age of nineteen, and at twenty-seven he was chosen 
chaplain to Congress. Of commanding presence and 
graceful person, he was grave and dignified in his man- 
ners, with an appearance of hauteur not exactly becoming 
in one who had worked his way up from a humble posi- 
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tion. He was, however, an agreeable conversationalist, 
and, when unbent, a most genial companion. He was 
exceedingly neat in his dress, wore gloves while on the 
boat, and amused himself by constantly twirling his cane. 
Although such a man could not be popular with the com- 
mon people, there was no one in the country who had 
such a hold upon the Methodist Church, or who for a 
number of years had the reputation of being so able and 
eloquent an expounder of its doctrines. Bascom, I be- 
lieve, was never married. He was elected bishop of the 
Methodist Episcopal Church South in 1850, and died 
within the same year, leaving behind him a number of 
manuscripts, since published in a collected form. His 
writings, though brilliant, have failed to make a perma- 
nent impression as theological productions. 


J. J. AUDUBON. 
1780-1851. 


AUDUBON during the latter years of his life made a visit 
to Louisville, the scene of his early struggles and of his 
ornithological labors, to spend a short time among his 
old friends, and to greet once more his brother-in-law, 
Mr. William Bakewell, and his charming wife. This, as 
nearly as I recollect, was in 1846, four or five years before 
his death. His arrival was announced in the city daily 
papers. Mr. Bakewell gave him a reception, which was 
attended by all the prominent citizens of the town, and 
which was an exceedingly merry one. Audubon was one 
of the gayest of the gay, enjoying the dance with all the 
glee of a boy of fifteen. It was delightful to see his white 
locks shaking to and fro in the air responsively to the 
music. Old age forgot for a time its dignity in the renewal 
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of its youth. The occasion seemed to recall his fondness 
for dancing, one of his earliest and most cherished amuse- 
ments. Indisposition prevented me from attending the 
party ; but I called the next day, and had the gratification 
of a cordial handshaking—an honor which I have always 
thoroughly appreciated. To stand in the presence of the 
most renowned naturalist of his day, and the greatest our 
country has produced, was no ordinary occurrence. I felt 
all the better for the interview, which stimulated my am- 
bition. I had long:been familiar with his fame and writ- 
ings. I had studied his Biography of the Birds of America, 
and had often spent hours in looking over and admiring 
the thick folio volumes of his glorious work on Ornithol- 
ogy in the library of the University of Louisville, which 
was obtained at a cost of eight hundred dollars. ‘The life- 
like illustrations in these volumes are sufficient evidence 
that Audubon was an artist of the highest type. He 
sketched and painted birds with marvellous rapidity and 
elegance, placing them before the reader as one is accus- 
tomed to see them in the field and in the forest, on the 
ground, in the thicket, and on the loftiest tree. His de- 
scriptive powers have never been equalled by any ornithol- 
ogist, if we except those of Wilson. His Biography of the 
Birds of America abounds in charming reading, and is 
worthy of a place in every library. Audubon, at the time 
of this visit, was a well-preserved man, erect, with a clear 
eye, long, flowing, almost white hair, and all the vivacity 
peculiar to his French nature. He was a born naturalist. 
A native of Louisiana, he received his education princi- 
pally in France; and after his return to this country he 
lived for a time on his father’s farm on the banks of the 
Perkiomen Creek in Eastern Pennsylvania. It was here 
that he met Lucy Bakewell, a young, lovely girl, whom 
he soon afterwards married, and who, notwithstanding his 
roving disposition and his long and frequent absences from 
home, seems to have been deeply attached to him. Audu- 
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bon was not fortunate in his business relations. All his 
mercantile pursuits were failures. His genius soared far 
above such worldly occupations. He never was so happy 
as when, with gun on shoulder and his faithful dog by 
his side, he was buried in the dense forest, within sight 
of an unknown bird, of a bear, or of a panther, or in the 
midst of a mighty storm, or on the bosom of a fierce and 
relentless flood. His solitary and nomadic life seems to 
have made him indifferent to danger. His earlier married 
years were attended with great hardships. At one time 
he was in such straitened circumstances as to be com- 
pelled to give lessons in dancing. Having studied design 
under David, the eminent French painter, he occasionally, 
to procure bread for his young family, employed his brush 
upon a portrait. He was fond of music, and played with 
skill upon the violin, flute, guitar, and flageolet. During 
his wanderings in the forest, extending over a large part 
of his married life, the support of his children devolved 
entirely upon his good Lucy. What business has such 
a man with a wife? Early love must indeed have been 
blind in his case. It is sad to think that the few last years 
of this great and good man’s life were overcast by a heavy 
mental cloud, rendering him completely helpless. In 1851 
his friends laid him tenderly in his final resting-place. 
But love abode in the family; and the birds of the field 
and the forest will forever warble hymns of gratitude and 
praise to the memory of him who made them illustrious. 


GRANVILLE SHARP PATTISON. 
1701—ToOsi; 
GRANVILLE SHARP PATTISON died in the city of New 


York, November 12th, 1851, in the sixtieth year of his age, 
after having occupied for nearly two-thirds of his life a con- 
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spicuous place in the public eye. It is no exaggeration to 
say that no anatomical teacher of his day, either in Europe 
or in this country, enjoyed a higher reputation. ‘There 
were undoubtedly many anatomists far more profoundly 
versed in the secrets of the human frame, more dexterous, 
patient, and minute dissectors, and men better acquainted 
with the use of the microscope, or the study of the tissues, 
a branch of anatomy now known as histology. Indeed, it 
is not too much to assert that if he was not ignorant of 
histology and microscopical anatomy his knowledge was 
very superficial. It may, however, be said that these 
studies were, even at the time of his death, in their 
embryonic condition. Only glimmerings of light had as 
yet broken in upon the profession. Pattison’s forte as a 
teacher consisted in his knowledge of visceral and surgical 
anatomy, and in the application of this knowledge to the 
diagnosis and treatment of diseases and of accidents, and 
to operations. He had studied surgical anatomy under 
Allan Burns of Glasgow, its founder in Great Britain, 
and I may add in this country, where the republication 
of his work, entitled The Surgical Anatomy of the Head 
and Neck, awakened unexampled interest and enthu- 
siasm in this department of science. His great charm in 
the lecture-room was the earnestness of his manner and 
the clearness of his demonstrations. He would throw his 
whole soul into his subject, and use every exertion to make 
himself felt and understood; and his enthusiasm never 
failed to infuse itself into the dullest pupil. The appointed 
hour always seemed too short, so rapidly and pleasantly 
did it pass. What added interest to the speaker was a 
slight lisp and a Scotch accent, which never entirely for- 
sook him, despite his efforts to overcome them in early life. 
Pattison never indulged in any of those physical displays 
occasionally witnessed in our amphitheatres. On the con- 
trary, he was dignified, entertaining, and instructive. He 
possessed that peculiar kind of eloquence which is so well 
2—33 
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calculated to enchain the attention and enlighten the mind 
of the medical student—an eloquence difficult to describe, 
but without which no teaching can be attractive or make 
an abiding impression upon one’s auditors. 

It was my lot to be associated with Granville Sharp Pat- 
tison during the session of 1850-51 in the New York Uni- 
versity, in which I served as Professor of Surgery as the 
successor of Valentine Mott. One morning, in the sum- 
mer previous to the session, during my residence at Louis- 
ville, a telegram was handed to me at the breakfast-table, 
in which I was asked whether I should be at home on a 
certain day the following week, the writer adding that he 
desired an interview with me. When the appointed time 
arrived I was not a little surprised to see before me a small, 
elderly gentleman, of medium stature, with black eyes and 
white hair, who introduced himself as Mr. Pattison. Up to 
this time I had known him only by reputation. He soon 
explained the object of his visit. He painted the prospects 
of the University of New York in the most glowing colors, 
spoke of his colleagues as though they were the greatest 
and most learned of professors, and peopled the amphithe- 
atre at no distant period with from eight hundred to one 
thousand students. I shall never forget his enthusiasm. I 
was then in a halting frame of mind, for the University of 
Louisville was in danger of passing out of the hands of its 
trustees into the management of a board to be elected an- 
nually by the City Council, by which the school had been 
largely endowed. The question propounded to me re- 
quired time for reflection. Pattison left the next morning, 
depositing with me a guarantee of four thousand dollars 
for my winter’s labors in the event of my acceptance. At 
the end of a week I sent an affirmative answer. The his- 
tory of my connection, however, with the University of 
New York, and of my return to Louisville, is related else- 
where. 

I saw much of Pattison during the winter I spent in 
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New York, and became fond of him on account of his 
agreeable social qualities and his unceasing attentions to 
my wife and myself. He was ever ready to do us a kind 
act, to entertain us at a fetit souper, or to take us to the 
opera, theatre, or other place of amusement. As a col- 
league he was all that could possibly have been wished— 
affable, courteous, and considerate, with an earnest desire 
to promote the interests of the school. Mrs. Pattison, a 
Scotch lady, whose maiden name was Sharp, was exceed- 
ingly proud of her husband and devoted to him; and it 
was pleasant to hear her speak of him invariably as her 
‘‘dear Granville.’? They had no offspring. 

Pattison was a man of fine taste; a lover of the sublime 
and beautiful in nature and in art. He was intensely fond 
of music; and, although he was no performer himself, few 
persons in New York frequented the opera and the concert 
hall oftener than he. He took an active interest in the es- 
tablishment of the Grand Opera House in New York, and 
I recollect with what enthusiasm he greeted Parodi upon 
her first appearance in that edifice. No one was more 
vociferous in his applause; and his attendance during the 
whole engageinent of that celebrated singer was almost con- 
stant. At an early period of his professional life he edited 
an edition of Allan Burns’s Surgical Anatomy of the Head 
and Neck and performed several important surgical opera- 
tions, tying, it is said, upon one occasion, the omohyoid 
muscle instead of the common carotid artery. But his sur- 
gical tastes, if he ever had any, never grew upon him, 
and as he advanced in years the sight of blood became 
distressing to him. Naturally of an indolent disposition, 
he spent most of his leisure in reading light literature, in 
attending places of amusement, and in visiting his friends. 
Like Izaak Walton and Sir Humphry Davy, he was never 
happier than when he was casting his fly in a pleasant 
trout stream in May or June. He often indulged in par- 
tridge-shooting. But he was never successful in the chase 
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of the deer, for the reason, as he himself told me, that the 
moment he saw a deer he was always seized with the buck 
fever. He could cook a canvas-back duck to perfection. 

The career of Pattison was a checkered one. He was 
born near Glasgow, where, at the age of seventeen, he 
began the study of medicine. At twenty-one he became 
an assistant of Allan Burns, and devoted himself to the 
study and teaching of anatomy. From Glasgow he came 
in 1818 to Philadelphia, under a promise of the chair of 
Anatomy iu the University of Pennsylvania, then recently 
vacated by the death of Dr. Dorsey, a nephew of Dr. 
Physick. A cloud, however, followed him to this coun- 
try, and he was accordingly tabooed upon his arrival. 
He subsequently engaged in a duel, in which he shot his 
adversary in the hip, laming him for life. Despite this 
adventure, he was soon after appointed to the chair of 
Anatomy in the University of Maryland, which, in conse- 
quence of his brilliant teaching, speedily attained a high 
degree of prosperity. In 1828, upon the organization of 
the now celebrated London University, he was called to 
the chair of Anatomy. A serious misunderstanding soon 
arose between him and the Demonstrator of Anatomy, Dr. 
Bennett, and he left London in disgust. He returned to 
Philadelphia, and served as professor of his favorite branch 
in the Jefferson Medical College from 1831 until 1840, 
when he assisted in founding the Medical Department of 
the University of the City of New York. Like a rolling 
stone, Pattison gathered no moss, and consequently left no 
estate, although his ‘‘dear Mary,’’ having means of her 
own, was compaiatively comfortable after his death. 


Ci AB LER aX. 


DANIEL DRAKE—WILLIAM EDMONDS HORNER—NATHANIEL CHAPMAN—CHARLES 
CALDWELL. 


DANIEL DRAKE. 
1785-1852. 

I HAD been a resident of Cincinnati for four months, 
when one cold and dreary morning in February a gentle- 
man entered the parlor of my lodgings and introduced 
himself to me as Dr. Drake. Shaking him cordially by 
the hand, I bade him to be seated, and we were soon in 
pleasant and earnest conversation. He said, ‘‘I would 
have called to see you sooner, but I did not wish to preju- 
dice against you the Faculty of the Medical College of 
Ohio, who are my enemies;’’ jocularly adding, ‘‘ They 
think me the worst man in the world.’? I told him that 
I was glad to see him, and cared not what his enemies 
thought of him, and that, although merely an attaché of 
the school, I was my own master. Drake was at this time 
a handsome man, with fine blue eyes and manly features. 
He was well dressed, and around his neck he had a long 
gold watch-chain which rested loosely upon his vest. He 
had on a suit of black cloth, and wore crape on his hat in 
mourning for his wife, although she had been dead a num- 
ber of years. He was twenty years my senior, and in the 
enjoyment of a national reputation as a physician. Before 
he rose I sent for Mrs. Gross, who, like myself, was de- 
lighted with him. The acquaintance thus begun gradually 
ripened into a warm friendship, which continued uninter- 
rupted until the time of his death in 1852. 
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Dr. Drake affords another memorable instance, of which 
so many are mentioned in these pages, of a man rising 
from humble birth to deserved renown. He had natu- 
ral talent and genius of a high order, and would have 
become eminent in whatever pursuit he might have 
engaged. He would have made a good pulpit orator, a 
popular Methodist exhorter, an astute lawyer, an able sen- 
ator, a shrewd politician, a great statesman, or a creditable 
cabinet minister. ‘To talent and genius he added vast indus- 
try, untiring zeal, and boundless ambition—qualities rarely 
combined in the same individual, and yet so necessary to 
attain to distinction and usefulness. For earnestness of 
purpose I have never seen him excelled. 

Drake was born in 1785 at what was then the small 
hamlet of Plainfield, New Jersey. When he was two anda 
half years old his father removed to May’s Lick, Kentucky, 
then almost a wilderness, where the son shared with his 
parents the hardships incident to a new settlement, doing 
all manner of work, and attending school in a log-cabin 
without glass windows even in the winter months. ‘The 
log-cabin was generally built of unhewn timber with a 
puncheon floor, and consisted of one apartment, which 
served as sitting-room, kitchen, and dormitory. The 
schoolmasters were itinerants, generally from the Eastern 
States, who for the sum of fifteen shillings a quarter 
taught their pupils spelling, reading, penmanship, and 
ciphering as far as the Rule of Three. ‘This was the 
limit of their acquisitions. Drake received no instruction 
in Greek and Latin until he began the study of medicine, 
when, by a special agreement with his preceptor, he de- 
voted six months to them. 

With this slender stock of knowledge the youth, at the 
age of sixteen, set out for Cincinnati, then a small frontier 
town, to see Dr. Goforth, the principal doctor of the place, 
a kind of high priest in the temple of A¥sculapius, and to 
arrange with him the terms of his apprenticeship. The 
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agreement was that he should remain in the office of his 
preceptor four years, should live in the house as one of the 
family, and at the close of his pupilage should receive four 
hundred dollars. Dr. Goforth was not even a graduate in 
medicine, and one of his favorite prescriptions was ‘‘radix 
rhei in the root!’ In those days in secluded towns and 
villages there were no drug-stores, and doctors prepared 
their own medicines and compounded their own prescrip- 
tions. The young student had to perform a great deal of 
drudgery, grind quicksilver into mercurial ointment, and 
carry medicines to patients’ houses. ‘The first intellectual 
task of young Drake was reading Quincy’s Dispensatory, 
then Cheselden on the Bones, Jones on the Muscles, Van 
Swieten’s Commentaries on Boerhaave, Chaptal’s Chem- 
istry, Cullen’s Materia Medica, and Haller’s Physiology. 
These works were at that time the recognized text-books 
of medical students, with many of whom it was the custom 
to commit to memory a large part of their contents. The 
principal remedies were calomel, rhubarb, jalap, castor 
oil, tartar emetic, and bleeding, with low diet. As the 
youthful student advanced in knowledge he assisted his 
master in visiting his patients and in prescribing for their 
ailments. In due time young Drake, without ever having 
witnessed the dissection of a human body, ora single ex- 
periment in chemistry, was dubbed ‘‘doctor;’? and as he 
was sprightly, intelligent, and aspiring he was at once 
taken into partnership with his late preceptor. But he 
thirsted for more knowledge; and he attended, in 1805, a 
course of lectures in the University of Pennsylvania under 
Rush, Wistar, Physick, Barton, and Woodhouse, then in 
the zenith of their reputation. He travelled to Philadel- 
phia on horseback, the journey occupying three weeks. 
He then practised medicine for one year near his former 
home in Kentucky, and settled permanently at Cincinnati. 
In 1807 he married Harriet Sisson, a lovely and talented 
woman, by whom he had three children—one son, Charles 
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Drake, for a short time United States Senator from Mis- 
souri, and afterwards Chief-Justice of the Court of Claims 
at Washington; and two excellent and devoted daughters, 
long since deceased. Mrs. Drake died in 1825; and no 
wife was ever more truly mourned by her husband. 

In 1815 Drake attended his second course of lectures 
in Philadelphia, and was now in earnest made a doctor 
of medicine, amid the congratulations of his teachers, 
all of whom looked upon him as a man of remarkable 
promise. Instead, however, of devoting himself to his 
profession on his return to Cincinnati, he foolishly dab- 
bled in commercial enterprises, all of which failed, as 
might have been anticipated.. He soon had the good 
sense to retrace his steps. 

Drake soon became prominent in the medical history 
of the West; and his practice increased to such an extent 
that patients were attracted to him from a distance. But 
in less than two years after he received his degree he ac- 
cepted the chair of Materia Medica in the medical school 
of Transylvania University, then recently organized, and 
spent nearly the whole of the winter at Lexington lec- 
turing to twenty students. This was a sad mistake, as his 
practice at Cincinnati was thereby for a time broken up. 
Believing that Cincinnati was a more favorable point for 
a medical school than Lexington, he founded in 1819 the 
Medical College of Ohio, in which he took the chair of 
Medicine. His colleagues, however, were weak men; dis- 
sensions of an irreconcilable nature soon arose; and finally, 
to cap the climax, he was expelled from the Faculty, he 
himself occupying the chair and putting the vote. Only 
two of his colleagues were present; one of whom, with 
great dignity, lighted the late president down-stairs with 
a tallow candle. Drake often in an inimitable manner 
referred to this occurrence as one of the most humorous 
incidents in his checkered career. 

Drake now reéntered Transylvania University, but 
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finally left it for Cincinnati in 1827. ‘The school mean- 
while greatly increased in prosperity. His most promi- 
nent colleagtie at this time was Dr. Benjamin Winslow 
Dudley, who afterwards became so famous as a lithotomist. 
The other members of the Faculty were of moderate intel- 
lectual grade. William H. Richardson, the Professor of 
Obstetrics, used to talk about ‘“post-mortem examinations 
after death;’ and Dr. James Overton, another professor, 
on one occasion ripped open the abdomen of a pregnant 
woman under the conviction that she had an ovarian 
tumor: ‘‘A baby, by !? said the undaunted operator, 
and closed the wound. 

In 1830 Drake accepted the chair of Medicine in Jef- 
ferson Medical College, then in the fifth year of its exist- 
ence, and laboring under all the difficulties due to jealousy 
and to inconsiderate competition. He brought students 
with him from the West. His fame as a teacher had pre- 
ceded him; and he made a powerful impression both as 
a lecturer and as a debater in the Philadelphia Medical 
Society, among the members of which were Samuel Jack- 
son, William Potts Dewees, René La Roche, Benjamin 
Horner Coates and Reynold Coates, John K. Mitchell, 
Hugh L. Hodge, and Charles D. Meigs. The discussions 
in the winter of that year were of unusual earnestness and 
force. Drake sent in his resignation before the session 
was fairly closed. In the mean time, through his friends 
at Cincinnati, he had organized the Medical Department 
of the Miami University at Oxford, Ohio. He took with 
him his late colleague Dr. John Eberle, and Dr. Thomas 
D. Mitchell, of Frankford, Philadelphia. Dr. George 
McClellan had also promised to accompany him, but 
yielding to the counsel of his friends he wisely remained 
at home, the chair of Surgery being afterwards given to 
Dr. James R. Staughton. 

The announcement of the new school had hardly been 
published when an injunction, issued by the Medical Col- 
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lege of Ohio, crushed the enterprise in its bud. Eberle 
and Mitchell accepted chairs in the old school. Drake 
took a subordinate professorship, which, as he had neither 
a desire nor fitness for it, he vacated at the close of the 
session, and once more retired to private life. 

The Miami scheme having proved a failure, and the 
doors of the Medical College of Ohio being barred against 
him, Drake founded the Medical Department of the Cin- 
cinnati College. After a successful career of four years this 
school was permanently suspended—a result due mainly 
to the withdrawal of its originator, who, influenced by a 
guarantee, accepted a chair in the University of Louisville, 
thus leaving in the lurch all his late colleagues. Drake’s 
career as a teacher had not only been exceedingly brilliant, 
but it had exerted a powerful influence upon the prosperity 
of the school. Had he been contented to remain in it he 
would undoubtedly have been a happier man, and would, 
in all human probability, have prolonged his life for many 
years. But he was possessed of the demon of restlessness. 
His constant dream was to return to his early love, the Med- 
ical College of Ohio, and to make it, with the aid of able 
colleagues, a flourishing institution—one which should be 
an honor to him as its founder and an honor to the country 
—in short, a fit receptacle ultimately for his ashes. It is 
melancholy to see with what tenacity and infatuation he 
clung to this idea. The following extract from a discourse 
which he delivered late in life before the students of the 
Medical College of Ohio will place this subject in a clearer 
light than any words of my own can. After having re- 
ferred to his connection with various medical institutions, 
to the fact that he had been the first medical student in 
Cincinnati, and to the circumstance that thirty years be- 
fore he had founded the school in which they were then 
assembled, he feelingly remarked: ‘‘ My heart still fondly 
turned to my first love, your Alma Mater. Her image, 
glowing in the warm and radiant tints of earlier life, was 
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ever in my view. ‘Transylvania had been reorganized in 
181g, and included in its Faculty Professor Dudley, whose 
surgical fame had already spread throughout the West, 
and that paragon of labor and perseverance, Professor Cald- 
well, now a veteran octogenarian. In the year after my 
separation from this school I was recalled to that; but 
neither the eloquence of my colleagues, nor the greeting of 
the largest classes which the University ever enjoyed, could 
drive that beautiful image from my mind. After four ses- 
sions I resigned, and was subsequently called to Jefferson 
Medical College, Philadelphia; but the image mingled 
with my shadow; and when we reached the summit ofthe 
mountain it bade me stop and gaze upon the silvery cloud 
which hung over the place where you are now assembled. 
Afterward, in the Medical Department of Cincinnati Col- 
lege, I lectured with men of power, to young men thirsting 
for knowledge, but the image still hovered around me. I 
was then invited to Louisville, became a member of one 
of the ablest Faculties ever embodied in the West, and saw 
the halls of the University rapidly filled. But when I 
looked on the faces of four hundred students, behold, the 
image was in their midst. While there I prosecuted an 
extensive course of personal inquiry into the causes and 
cure of the diseases of the interior of the continent; and in 
journeying by day, and journeying by night—on the water 
and on the land—while struggling through the matted 
rushes where the Mississippi mingles with the Gulf—or 
camping with Indians and Canadian boatmen under the 
pines and birches of Lake Superior, the image was still my 
faithful companion, and whispered sweet words of encour- 
agement and hope. I bided my time; and after twice 
doubling the period through which Jacob waited for his 
Rachel, the united voice of the Trustees and Professors has 
recalled me to the chair which I held in the beginning.”’ 
Dissatisfied with the management of the college, Drake 
sent in his resignation at the close of the session. He 
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was soon recalled to his chair at Louisville. After a 
service here of two years he once more went back to his 
“first love’?’—but this time only to die. The school had 
been thoroughly reorganized, and he had fondly hoped 
that, with the aid of his new associates, most of them men 
of reputation and of proved ability, he would be able to 
place it upon an enduring foundation as one of the great 
medical institutions of the country. Alas for human 
vanity and human expectation! At the first Faculty 
meeting, held a few days before the opening of the ses- 
sion, a circumstance occurred which occasioned him deep 
chagrin, and which was the remote cause of his death in 
less than a week. I need not recall the particulars of this 
annoyance, or the name of the man who provoked it—a 
name which has long since ceased to be associated with 
that of honorable men. ‘Thus, after a career of thirty-five 
years as a teacher, terminated the life of this extraordinary 
physician, more diversified by prosperity and adversity 
than that of any medical man our country has ever pro- 
duced. He was often heard to say, ‘‘ Medical schools have 
consumed me.”’’ 

Dr. Drake, as I have said, was a great lecturer. His 
voice was clear and strong, and he had a power of ex- 
pression which amounted to genuine eloquence. At times 
his manner was too vehement. He often seemed to labor 
like one engaged in special pleading, speaking so rapidly 
that the student could scarcely follow him or retain the 
thread of his discourse. When under full way every nerve 
quivered, and his voice could be heard at a great distance. 
With first-course students he was never popular; not be- 
cause there was anything disagreeable in his manner, but 
because few of them had been sufficiently educated to seize 
the import of his utterances. 

His famous Picture of Cincinnati appeared several years 
before he received his medical degree, and it had a power- 
ful influence in attracting immigration from the Eastern 
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States. Fora long time indeed Cincinnati was essentially 
a Yankee city, and much of its intelligence and enterprise 
was due to its early settlers. In 1827 Drake projected the 
Western Journal of the Medical and Physical Sciences, the 
first number of which was issued in April of that year. 
He chose for its motto, engraved upon a flower of the 
Cornus Florida on the title-page, the appropriate words, 
£ sylvis, eque atque ad sylvas nuncius, for the journal 
was literally a messenger not only from, but also to the 
woods. Many of his contributions to medical science 
are contained in this periodical, which, on his removal 
to Louisville, was transferred to that city and published 
for many years under the title of the Western Journal of 
Medicine. Some of these papers were of much value and 
interest, such as those on Medical Education, Epidemic 
Cholera, and Northern Lakes as a Summer Resort for 
Southern Invalids. But the work upon which his fame 
as a thinker and a medical philosopher will mainly rest 
is entitled A Systematic Treatise, Historical, Etiological, 
and Practical, on the Principal Diseases of the Interior 
Valley of North America, as they Appear in the Cau- 
casian, African, Indian, and Esquimaux Varieties of its 
Population. This title sufficiently indicates the character 
of the work. The arrangement of his matter, gathered, 
in his extensive journeys, from personal observation and 
from intercourse with physicians in various sections of 
the United States and Canada, occupied the leisure of his 
later years. As a monument of learning and patient re- 
search the work is unique in our profession. At the time 
of his death only one volume was completed ; but the other 
was in so forward a state of preparation that, under the 
editorship of Dr. Hanbury Smith of Ohio and Dr. Francis 
Gurney Smith of Philadelphia, it appeared within a few 
years after the sad event. It is mortifying to think that 
this work fell stillborn from the press. Had its author 
devoted his time and talents to the composition of a text- 
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book, his reputation would have been sufficient to secure 
for it an immense and remunerative circulation. As it 
was, the book had no readers, and the author and pub- 
lishers received no compensation for it. But, although 
physicians of the present generation have neglected it, the 
work will in the future, I have no doubt, shed lustre upon 
medical literature and confer an enviable immortality upon 
the name of its author. 

Dr. Drake wielded a pen of rare power. Despite the de- 
ficiency of his early education, he wrote with facility, and 
expressed himself in masculine English. His style was 
robust, often elegant, and sometimes even eloquent ; never 
weak or without point. He had a strong imagination, and 
some of his lighter writings exhibit considerable poetical 
fancy and tasteful imagery. He possessed keen powers of 
analysis with quick perceptions, and carried on his mental 
work in the true spirit of the Baconian philosophy, reason- 
ing from facts to theory, and not from theory to facts. 
His pen sped rapidly over his paper, but it often retraced 
its steps to correct or interline. His chirography was bold 
and easily read. In personal appearance he was command- 
ing. Nearly six feet in height, he was well formed, with 
handsome features, keen blue eyes, a fine but not expan- 
sive forehead, a medium-sized mouth, round chin, and a 
rather prominent nose. ‘The frosts of sixty-seven winters 
had slightly silvered his temples, but had made no other 
inroads upon his hair. His step was light and elastic; he 
was accustomed to long walks, and had remarkable powers 
of endurance. His manners were simple and dignified. 
He was easy of access, kind and social in his disposition, 
and unostentatious in his dress and style of living. He 
was a Whig in politics, and an ardent friend of rational 
liberty throughout the world. He was, moreover, a Chris- 
tian gentleman, a lover of peace, and an intense hater of 
vice and immorality. He abhorred everything that was 
mean and vulgar. His mode of living was extremely 
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simple. Breakfast was his chief meal. He ate little 
meat, but he was very fond of pie and fruit. He never 
used alcoholic drinks, hardly ever took even a glass of 
wine; never chewed, smoked, or snuffed tobacco; knew 
nothing of cards; never baited a hook or cast a line; 
never fired off a gun; and never, as far as I know, visited 
a theatre. He was devotedly attached to his family and 
friends, and was never happier than when he was in their 
society. He was a good talker, had a merry laugh, and 
was fond of anecdotes, of which he had a large stock at 
his command. For many years his house was the abode 
of a warm but simple hospitality. His name was a house- 
hold word; and he was for a long time Cincinnati’s most 
eminent citizen. 

The modesty of Drake bordered on affectation. In 1854, 
at the meeting of the American Medical Association in 
Cincinnati, he might easily have been elected President 
for the ensuing year. But he declined to let his name go 
before the Nominating Committee; and the consequence 
was, much to the annoyance of his friends, that a man far 
his inferior in ability and reputation obtained that hon- 
orable post. I often asked him why he did not visit 
Europe, where, such was his fame, he would have been 
received with respect and deference; and his answer in- 
variably was, ‘‘I don’t care to be brought into contact 
with the great physicians on the other side of the Atlantic, 
men of university education, whose advantages were so 
much greater than my own. I think too much of my 
country to place myself in so awkward a position.’’ And 
he never swerved from his purpose; never saw the Atlantic 
Ocean. 

Despite his many noble qualities of head and heart, 
Drake had many enemies, especially in his own profession. 
He was of an aggressive disposition, and he deemed it his 
duty to resent every insult, real or imaginary, that was 
offered to him. ‘This disposition often got him into diff- 
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culties, sometimes into newspaper controversies, and, on a 
few occasions, even into street encounters, until at length 
he earned an unenviable reputation as a quarrelsome man. 
As he advanced in life the impulsive feelings of early man- 
hood vanished, and he became one of the most quiet and 
peaceable of men. It was said of him that he occasionally 
snubbed a friend to oblige an enemy. During the fifteen 
years of my connection with him as colleague in the Cin- 
cinnati College and in the University of Louisville, where 
I was for many months in daily official and social inter- 
course with him, no unkind word or look passed between 
us, nor, as far as I know, between him and any of his col- 
leagues. Asa colleague or companion no man could have 
been more agreeable, more considerate, or more honorable. 
Most of the difficulties and annoyances which beset him in 
his younger days are attributable to his connection with 
the Medical College of Ohio, and to the fact, everywhere 
patent, that he generally was greatly in advance of his 
collaborators in his attempts to improve medical education 
and to build up a successful school, the idol for many 
years of his professional life. Drake had nothing bad in 
him; his faults were errors of judgment, not errors of the 
heart, which was always in the right place. No man had 
warmer friends; no man had kindlier feelings for human 
nature in all its manifold phases. He detested slavery ; 
and he never missed a proper occasion to raise his voice, 
loudly and emphatically, in favor of temperance, educa- 
tion, charitable work, and charitable institutions. 

In public debate I never saw his equal. Without claim- 
ing that his arguments were always sound, I am safe in 
asserting that they were always specious, and that they 
seldom failed to convince his auditors. At such times his 
whole soul would seem to be on fire. He would froth at 
the mouth; swing to and fro like a tree in a storm, and 
raise his voice to the highest possible pitch. In a debate 
with Dr. Samuel Jackson on Broussaisism, in 1831, before 


BY SAMOLL ’ D. GROSS, IE D. 273 


the Philadelphia Medical Society, in the presence of a 
large assembly of prominent physicians, he stopped sud- 
denly, and in a loud tone asked the presiding officer 
whether he was not right. He so confused that gentle- 
man that he jumped off his chair, and involuntarily an- 
swered, ‘‘ Yes, yes, sir!’ much to the merriment of the 
auditors. At Cincinnati, in 1834, in a debate with Profes- 
sor John Eberle on malarial fever, he literally demolished 
his opponent by quotations from his own work on the 
practice of medicine, at that time a standard authority. 

Drake cherished a deep affection for his children. 
During his connection with the University of Louisville 
he generally, in the winter sessions, ran up every month 
to spend a week with them at Cincinnati. To accomplish 
this object he lectured the week previous to his departure 
twice and sometimes even thrice a day. To his friends he 
was warmly attached, and he was never happier than when 
in their society. ‘‘His heart was not an island cut off from 
other men, but a continent that joined them.’ 

His last illness was brief and severe. The immediate 
cause of his death, which cast a deep gloom over the city 
in which he had lived so long and which was so much 
indebted to him for its greatness, as well as over the entire 
American medical profession, was arachnitis, to slight at- 
tacks of which he had occasionally been subject. The 
seizure was preceded by a violent chill, with slight deli- 
rium. ‘To relieve the severity of his headache, he bled 
himself freely at the arm, whether injudiciously or not no 
one could tell. However this may have been, he sank 
rapidly. In less than five days, on the 6th of November, 
1852, when he had just completed his sixty-seventh year, 
he ceased to exist. Had he remained at Louisville, in the 
quiet discharge of the duties of his professorship, con- 
joined with the pleasure derived from his literary labors, 
he might readily, with his powerful constitution and tem- 
perate habits, have added ten or fifteen years to his life. 

239 
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Drake left no money or estate. His medical journal 
brought him in debt; and his great work did not yield 
him a penny. But his children were well-to-do ; and intel- 
lectual wealth, of which no American physician ever had 
a larger stock, was all the wealth he coveted. The name 
of Daniel Drake is immortal; while all that is mortal of 
him reposes in Spring Grove Cemetery near Cincinnati. 


WILLIAM EDMONDS HORNER. 


1790-1853. 

HORNER was the most accomplished anatomist that our 
country has produced. If any proof of this assertion were 
needed, it would only be necessary to refer to the beautiful 
preparations, many exclusively the work of his hands, con- 
tained in the Horner and Wistar Museum of the University 
of Pennsylvania. Not a few of these specimens equal in 
minuteness and elegance the famous preparations of the 
celebrated Dutch anatomist Ruysch in the last century 
and of Hyrtl of Vienna, in our own day. MHorner’s dissec- 
tions were models of neatness, evincing unusual patience 
and manual dexterity. He took especial pride in preparing 
his subjects for the amphitheatre, and in exhibiting to the 
best advantage the parts designed for demonstration. For 
many years he performed his own dissections, and when, 
in consequence of ill-health and increasing infirmities, he 
was obliged to avail himself of the labor of assistants, he 
tolerated no slovenliness and overlooked no imperfections. 
He took great pains in making his demonstrations clear to 
his pupils. For this purpose he repeated his descriptions 
of the same object not less than four times, stopping, as he 
turned around his table, at the four cardinal points of the 
amphitheatre, in order to impress what he was describing 
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thoroughly upon the eyes and ears of his young auditors. 
I venture to affirm that no man ever taught anatomy more 
conscientiously, or was more painstaking, than Horner. 
If he was not eloquent or enthusiastic, he was honest 
and instructive, and always commanded the respect of his 
pupils. 

Dr. Horner was a native of Virginia, and a graduate of 
the University of Pennsylvania. During our war with 
Great Britain in 181214, he was stationed for a while at 
our northern frontier, mainly, I believe, at Buffalo, where, 
in his capacity of assistant surgeon, he witnessed consider- 
able military practice, of which he published an account 
soon after he left the service. In 1815 he was appointed 
prosector of anatomy under Wistar. From this position 
he rose to be demonstrator, adjunct, and finally professor— 
a position which he held up to the time of his death in 
1853. It was at Buffalo, while making his daily rounds in 
the hospital, that the young surgeon was accosted by a 
man who was tittering, and who said that he had just lost 
an arm. ‘‘Whatis the matter? ‘This does not strike me 
as a subject for laughter.’’ ‘‘It is not, doctor; but, ex- 
cuse me, I lost my arm in so funny a way that I still 
laugh whenever I look at it.’ ‘‘In what way?” ‘Our 
first sergeant wanted to be shaved, and as I am a corporal 
we walked out together in front of his tent. I had lathered 
him, taken him by the nose, and was just about applying 
the razor, when a cannon-ball came, and that was the last 
I saw of his head and of my arm. Excuse me, doctor, for 
laughing so. I never saw such a thing before.’’ 

Dr. Horner was uninteresting as an author. His style 
was heavy and inelegant. He evidently wrote with diffi- 
culty. His first effort at bookmaking was his so-called 
American Dissector, which was published soon after he 
became adjunct professor of Anatomy to Physick. This 
was followed in 1826 by a work in two volumes entitled 
Special Anatomy and Histology, a book written with 
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much care, and embracing a considerable amount of 
original matter—the result of his personal researches, 
especially in microscopical anatomy. In this work a full 
description is given of the tensor tarsi muscle, which was 
supposed by Horner to have been first noticed by himself, 
but which had been described as early as 1822 by Rosen- 
miiller of Germany. He also published a treatise on 
Pathological Anatomy, chiefly valuable on account of the 
elaborate descriptions it contains of the changes which 
take place in the mucous crypts of the bowels in Asiatic 
cholera. A short time before his death he published, in 
conjunction with his son-in-law, Dr. Henry H. Smith, an 
anatomical atlas, in which are admirably portrayed the 
various structures of the human body. 

Horner was a victim of an unfortunate temperament. 
From his earliest childhood he was subject to distressing 
headache and terrible fits of despondency, which marred 
his happiness, impaired his usefulness, and greatly aug- 
mented the burden of his daily labors. His life was an 
incessant struggle; and he often—a thousand times is his 
language—wished himself dead, to be rid of his misery. 
A man who suffered, as he says of himself, from pain in 
his head during three-fourths of his waking existence 
could not be expected to perform much work without great 
discomfort and dissatisfaction. It may well be imagined 
how racked his nervous system must have been; and how 
little his mind was fitted for mental or social enjoyment. 
His sufferings increased as he advanced in years. ‘The 
smallest quantity of food taken in the evening oppressed 
his stomach, destroyed his sleep, and rendered him 
wretched the next morning. ‘‘My mental faculties are 
hebetated, and I am so vertiginous as scarcely to be able 
to collect my ideas or to go on with a demonstration.” 
While in this condition he often indulged in self-reproach, 
and sought solace in prayer. ‘‘Does this feeling,’ says 
he, ‘‘depend upon an act of injustice or of turpitude which 
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I may have committed at a former period of my life, and 
which now, preying upon my conscience, destroys its rest? 
None such is in my remembrance; but my actions have 
not been perfect. I have attempted to walk faithfully 
before men; but have I walked faithfully before God?” 
One cannot read without intense sympathy the record of 
such misery, and one is lost in amazement that this man 
accomplished what he did. Horner was a consistent and 
devoted Christian, a devout believer in the truth of the 
Catholic religion. Huis domestic life was eminently happy ; 
his family worshipped him; and he was the centre of 
an admiring circle of friends. His last illness was occa- 
sioned by disease of the heart, accompanied with great 
suffering. 

My acquaintance with Horner began in 1832, when I 
sent him for his inspection a vial of blood, taken from the 
arm of an intemperate man, of a very plethoric habit, the 
subject at the time of pleuro-pneumonia. ‘The blood, as 
it flowed from the vein in the arm, was as white as milk, 
and so continued until I closed the orifice, the amount 
taken being nearly one quart. Two days afterwards it 
was of similar appearance. Professor Horner examined 
it both chemically and microscopically, and reported to 
me the result. The remarkable change of color was due 
to the absence of hematin and to a great increase of 
white globules and of albumen. I was then young, and 
I considered it no small compliment to receive this cour- 
teous attention from a man occupying so prominent a 
position. Perhaps this kindness was due in a measure to 
the fact that a few years before I had presented the Pro- 
fessor with a copy of my translation of Bayle and Hol- 
lard’s Manual of General Anatomy, the receipt of which 
he promptly acknowledged. In subsequent years I met 
Dr. Horner several times, and was always received by 
him with much consideration. A more kind-hearted, 
conscientious man probably never lived. 
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NATHANIEL CHAPMAN. 
1780-1853. 

CHAPMAN was the prince of good fellows, popular alike 
with the profession and the people of Philadelphia. For 
nearly half a century he was without a peer among the 
medical men of his adopted city. He attracted patients 
from all sections of the country, and for many years en- 
joyed an immense practice in the upper walks of life. 
Considering his vast reputation one would naturally think 
that he must have coined money, and left a large heritage 
to his family, and yet, if general report is to be trusted, he 
was often embarrassed, and died comparatively poor. The 
truth is that Chapman was not an economist, and, what 
is worse still, that he had no just appreciation of the value 
of his services. He lived at a period when the fees of the 
physicians of Philadelphia were very low, an ordinary visit 
seldom yielding more than two dollars, and one in consul- 
tation not more than five. With such charges, few men, 
however largely engaged in practice, could become rich. 
But Chapman was a poor collector, entertained company, 
and spent money liberally. For many years his wife kept 
his books, besides attending to the details of the household. 

Chapman was a native of Virginia. He was a gradu- 
ate of the University of Pennsylvania, and rapidly rose 
to distinction. In 1814, when the school enjoyed high 
renown, he was appointed Professor of Materia Medica in 
his Alma Mater. This appointment was followed soon 
after by the publication of his work, in two volumes, on 
Materia Medica and Therapeutics, a work which passed 
through numerous editions, and which for a long time was 
extensively used as a text-book. Up to the period of its 
issue no other native treatise on these subjects had ap- 
peared. Qur information in relation to them was almost 
wholly derived from foreign sources; and it is therefore 
not surprising that the work of the Philadelphia professor 
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should have been a success. Edition after edition was 
struck off, and the author became famous. In 1816 he 
succeeded to the chair of Medicine. He held this chair 
until within three years of his death, which occurred on 
July rst, 1853. Late in life he published several mono- 
graphs—among others, one on Fever, one on Dropsy, and 
one on Thoracic Diseases, which, however, made little im- 
pression upon the profession and did not add much to his 
reputation. In 1820 Chapman established the Philadel- 
phia Journal of the Medical and Physical Sciences, which, 
after a brilliant career of eight years, was succeeded by 
the American Journal of the Medical Sciences—a journal 
which has to-day a world-wide reputation. For these 
two periodicals he wrote many papers, often equivalent to 
learned essays, usually under the title of Thoughts—a 
title often adopted by Dr. Charles Caldwell, and, at a later 
day, by such men as John P. Harrison of Cincinnati, and 
John Dawson of Columbus, Ohio. ‘The Materia Medica 
and Therapeutics was, as the author states in his preface, 
hastily written, and made no pretensions to be a compre- 
hensive work. ‘The treatise in its later editions encoun- 
tered a powerful rival in the work of Eberle. 

Chapman occasionally wrote papers upon literary sub- 
jects, and he edited, not long after he entered the profes- 
sion, several volumes on forensic eloquence, consisting 
mainly of selections from British orators and statesmen. 
He was a man of fine intellectual taste and acquirements, 
a learned talker and a sound thinker, though his style was 
florid and diffuse. Despite his vocal defects, he was an 
eloquent, enthusiastic, and fascinating lecturer. An apt 
anecdote, invariably well told, formed a part of nearly 
every discourse. He was very popular, and the idol of 
his pupils. In person he was above the middle height, 
with a commanding appearance, a large head, and a gentle 
expression of countenance. In his youthful days he lost 
a portion of his palate—a defect which caused him to ar- 
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ticulate so badly that few students understood him until 
they had heard him for a week. He always read his lec- 
tures. 

The stethoscope, introduced into this country by the 
pupils of Laennec, was not for a long time used by Chap- 
man as a means of diagnosis in diseases of the heart and 
lungs. He ridiculed the idea that such an instrument was 
necessary for this purpose. Later in life, however, he fol- 
lowed the improved method. It is hard for men who 
have long been leaders in any particular line of practice 
to get out of the grooves to which they have been accus- 
tomed. It has been gravely asserted that a man over sixty 
is an impediment to progress. ‘The rule may be true, but 
the exceptions to it are many. 

Many anecdotes are told of Chapman—some real, others 
mythical. One day, after having dined with Dr. Dorsey, 
he took his host to the window, and pointing across Wash- 
ington Square, which was once a Potter’s field, to the 
southeast corner of Sixth and Walnut Streets, then the site 
of the Eastern Penitentiary, he said, ‘‘ Dorsey, you have 
a poor prospect across the grave.’’ ‘The sad part of 
the story is that in a few weeks after this occurrence Dor- 
sey was numbered with the dead. He was taken ill the 
very evening after the delivery of his introductory lecture 
at the University of Pennsylvania, and never left his room 
alive. He had removed only a few weeks before into his 
house at the corner of Walnut and Seventh Streets, now 
the site of the large granite building of the Philadelphia 
Savings Bank. One Sunday, as Chapman was handing 
round the plate, an old West India negro in the corner of 
the church dropped a guinea into it. ‘‘I always knew,” 
said the witty professor, ‘‘that you were a Guinea negro.” 
A baker driving in his cart along a narrow street met 
the doctor, and promptly turned out of the way of his 
carriage. Chapman stopped, and, politely bowing, said, 
‘‘Upon my word you are the best bread man in Philadel- 
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phia.”’ The last time I met him was in the spring of 
1845, as I was walking up Chestnut Street, above Seventh, 
in this city. As he approached me he held out his hand, 
saying, ‘‘I believe I have the pleasure of your acquaint- 
ance?’ I replied, ‘‘I am glad you have not forgotten me. 
I am Dr. Gross of Kentucky.’ Then at once began a 
series of questions: ‘‘How are my old friends Caldwell 
and Drake, two good fellows?’ ‘‘What is your school 
doing?’ ‘‘ How long will you be in town?’ and so forth. 
He had on, as usual, a high white cravat, and I was grieved 
to see him carry in a sling his arm, recently fractured by 
a fall. He looked pale, and walked feebly. Chapman and 
Caldwell had been friends early in life, but in after years 
they became alienated from each other, and I do not think 
they ever spoke again. Drake spent the winter of 1830~ 31 
in Philadelphia as Professor of Medicine in the Jefferson 
Medical College. He had not met Chapman since 1815, 
when he took his degree in the University of Pennsylva- 
nia. His surprise may therefore easily be guessed when, 
at the first Wistar Party at which they met, Chapman de- 
liberately turned his back upon him. Drake was then 
the acknowledged head of the medical profession of his 
adopted State. 

Chapman shared in common with his colleagues the 
prejudices, at one time so great, against the Jefferson 
Medical College and its pupils; and yet he did not hesitate 
before the College had attained its fifth year to grant per- 
mission to one of its alumni to dedicate to him a work on 
Dental Surgery. He could not resist adulation, and the 
dedication of Dr. Fitch tickled his vanity. During my at- 
tendance upon the lectures in Philadelphia Chapman’s 
residence was on Walnut Street above Seventh. Here 
every morning from half past nine to ten o’clock one could 
see the chaise of the fashionable doctor standing at the 
door, attached to a bobtail bay, ready for its day’s work. 

Nathaniel Chapman will ever be remembered as an elo- 
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quent and popular teacher, as a facile writer, as a great 
practitioner, and as a man of versatile mind, full of wit, 
humor, and Joxhomie. His social habits and genial dispo- 
sition made him a favorite guest at the table of every social 
gathering of distinguished men in all the walks of life. 
The Wistar Parties were always enlivened by his presence. 


CHARLES CALDWELL. 


1772-1853. 


Ir was on a bright, sunny May day in 1840, while sitting 
in my study at Cincinnati, that the door opened and a gen- 
tleman of majestic mien entered, and with a courtly bow 
announced himself as Dr. Caldwell. ‘‘I am,’’ said he, 
‘Con my way to Boston, and have called for a moment to 
shake hands with you and to pay you my respects. Now 
that we are colleagues’’—I had been appointed only a week 
before Professor of Surgery in the University of Louisville 
—‘‘we shall,’’ he continued, ‘‘soon see more of each other, 
and become, I trust, more intimately acquainted.’’ Such 
was my first interview with a man of whom I had often 
heard much, but whom I had never seen. In the following 
October I took up my residence in Kentucky, and during 
the nine years in which he was a member of the Faculty 
we worked faithfully together to promote the interests of 
the school, of which, although not the main founder, he 
was virtually the father, for he did more to place it upon 
a solid and enduring basis than all his colleagues together. 
Seceding, along with John Esten Cooke, Charles Wilkins 
Short, and Lunsford Pitts Yandell, from Transylvania Uni- 
versity at Lexington, Kentucky, with which he had been 
connected from its inception, he brought with him a high 
reputation as a teacher, and soon by his commanding in- 
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fluence succeeded in securing an appropriation from the 
city of Louisville towards the erection of an admirable 
edifice and the purchase of a library, a museum, and the 
necessary apparatus for carrying on a course of instruction 
in all the branches of a medical education. The school, 
like every similar enterprise clamoring for recognition, had 
its troubles and many warm enemies; but, despite these 
annoyances, it rapidly rose to prominence and soon be- 
came one of the great centres of medical instruction. 
When Caldwell entered it he was already an aged man, 
but mentally and physically well preserved, and able to 
perform his day’s work as well as any member of its 
Faculty. He was unmistakably a great lecturer. His 
language was scholarly and ponderous. He was quite 
popular, for he added to great personal dignity the charms 
of a man of the world. Charles Caldwell never had an 
enemy among his pupils. If they did not love him, they 
respected and admired him. As a teacher, he was a fail- 
ure. If a student were asked, when the lecture was over, 
what he had learned, the answer invariably was, ‘‘ Noth- 
ing.’? Caldwell was a quarter of a century in arrear of 
the existing state of the science of physiology. He wasa 
solidist, and a non-believer in the value of chemistry as an 
aid to the explanation of vital processes. In his opinion the 
blood was a mere fertilizer of the tissues, and insignificant 
in its influence on the great functions of the body. A con- 
siderable portion of his course was taken up with phrenol- 
ogy, and his mind often wandered off into the regions of 
spiritism, or purely speculative philosophy; so that in 
time he came to be regarded as an unprofitable lecturer. 
Several of his colleagues and certain members of the Board 
of T'rustees came to the conclusion, in 1847, that he ought 
to retire—a conclusion in which Miller and I did not coin- 
cide. But when, two years later, the Board sent a com- 
munication to the Faculty, declaring that, if Caldwell did 
not vacate his chair, they would vacate it for him, there 
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was no use in holding on to him any longer. The long, 
sad story of this transaction I do not feel inclined to relate. 
Suffice it to say that he refused to resign, and that the 
trustees vacated his chair. ‘The dismissal was impolitic 
and unjust. Caldwell was the father of the school. He 
had worked hard in founding it; and he had been a tower 
of strength in defending it in its early struggles. Ina few 
years he would have retired of his own accord, in harmony 
with his colleagues and with the Board of Trustees, and in 
warm sympathy with the institution. As it was, he left 
the school in disgust and with many maledictions. Al- 
though Miller and I had warmly befriended him, he re- 
garded us as his bitter enemies. One of the effects of his 
dismissal was his inauguration of the University of Nash- 
ville, which, although he never obtained a chair in it, soon 
became a powerful rival of the school from which he had 
been ejected. It is a bad plan to dismiss a professor with- 
out just cause. It is better to ‘‘ bear the ills we have than 
fly to others that we know not of.”’ 

It is worthy of note that Caldwell was a knight of the 
sword before he became a knight of the lancet. Owing 
to his handsome form and oratorical powers, he was 
selected by a military company to accompany a detach- 
ment of thirteen men, denotive of the number of States, 
to escort General Washington on his visit to the South 
from the confines of the two Carolinas to Charlottesville, 
where an enthusiastic reception awaited him. He had 
prepared a grand speech for the occasion, but when his 
eyes fell upon the Father of his Country his courage for- 
sook him, and the speech was never delivered. During 
the Whiskey Insurrection in Western Pennsylvania, he ac- 
companied the Eastern troops in the capacity of surgeon. 

Caldwell was of Irish descent, and was born of respect- 
able parents in a log-cabin in North Carolina in Novem- 
ber, 1772. He died in July, 1853, at the age of eighty- 
one. Much of his leisure in the latter part of his life was 
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spent upon the composition of his Autobiography, which 
was written in execrable taste, and in the worst possible 
style, and which was edited, after his death, by his sister- 
in-law, Miss Harriot W. Warner. It was the custom of 
some of the early Greeks, when a greatly deformed child 
was born, to throw it into a pit prepared for it; and it isa 
pity that there is not in all civilized countries an appro- 
priate receptacle for worthless literature. Some of the 
descriptions by Caldwell of men and scenes are quite 
dramatic. His account of his rencounter with Rush, in 
defending his thesis for the degree of Doctor of Medi- 
cine, is as interesting as that of a bull-fight. "The combat 
took place in the Hall of the University of Pennsylvania 
in the year 1794, probably in the month of March, in the 
presence of the Provost, the Trustees, and the Faculty, 
and of a large audience, drawn out, if one may believe 
Caldwell, by the interest of the occasion ; for, as he asserts, 
it had become widely circulated that Rush was to be as- 
sailed, if not slaughtered, by the great Carolinian. The 
contest was a long, and in the end a bitter one, resulting 
of course in the discomfiture of the preceptor and the 
splendid triumph of the pupil. One can hardly believe 
that the words said to have been uttered on this occasion 
were tolerated by the distinguished Provost and his col- 
leagues of the Board, for the impudence they display is 
as reprehensible as it must have been distasteful. The ac- 
count of this scene occupies a dozen pages of the Auto- 
biography, and it is one of the curiosities of American 
medical literature. For assurance and insolence I do not 
think its equal can be found. It is in every sense a Cald- 
wellian performance—a graphic illustration of the charac- 
ter and idiosyncrasies of the man. ‘‘’The battle was over,”’ 
says the boaster; ‘‘ but, although victory perched on my 
brow, it cost me the chair of Medicine in the University, 
which but for this circumstance would have been within 
my grasp.’? Surely this was a heavy penalty for a morn- 
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ing’s folly! And the moral of it all is that an ounce of 
modesty is worth a pound of swaggering. I may add that 
the subject of the thesis which caused this unseemly con- 
test, and the final alienation between the master and his 
pupil, was The Use of Cold Water in the Treatment of 
Fever—a publication which antedates by several years the 
famous treatise of Dr. James Currie of Liverpool. 

In his younger days Caldwell might occasionally have 
had a patient ; but after his removal to the West he aban- 
doned himself to teaching and writing, and few persons 
ever sought him professionally. He was for half a century 
essentially a closet student. He was a prolific writer, but 
mostly of essays, reviews, and newspaper and magazine 
articles. Early in life he translated Blumenbach’s Physi- 
ology, annotated Cullen’s Practice of Medicine, and edited 
Delaplaine’s Portfolio. In my opinion his ablest essay is 
that on the Original Unity of the Human Race. In the 
Preliminary Discourse prefixed to his edition of Dr. Cullen 
he exposed with marvellous skill the fallacy of Dr. Rush’s 
doctrine of the unity of disease—an absurd doctrine which 
had been gaining ground among his countrymen. In 1819 
he published The Life and Campaigns of General Greene, 
which was much criticized on account of the free use 
which he made of the writings of others. The work 
abounds in plagiarisms. It is said that when Haywood 
published his Life of Henry IV. Queen Elizabeth became 
much enraged at him, and inquired of Bacon, the Lord 
Chancellor, if there was not treason in the book. ‘‘No, 
madam,’ he replied; ‘‘but I am certain it contains much 
felony, for I find many passages which he has stolen from 
Tacitus.’? From whom Caldwell pilfered I do not know. 
He wielded a caustic pen. It is said that his review of 
the work of the Rev. Samuel Stanhope Smith, President 
of Princeton College, on the Causes of the Varieties of the 
Complexion and Figure of the Human Race was of so 
scathing a character as to occasion that author much 
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chagrin and annoyance. His review of Professor Samuel 
Jackson’s work on Medicine was an equally severe pro- 
duction, and killed the book. Caldwell considered him- 
self the apostle of phrenology in this country—a subject 
on which he lectured for many years in the principal cities 
of the Union, and on which he contributed numerous arti- 
cles to the periodical press. Notwithstanding his unwea- 
ried exertions, he outlived the delusion—one not likely to 
be revived. An overweening vanity was the specific char- 
acteristic of this extraordinary man. It jutted out upon 
all occasions, in season and out of season—in his manners, 
in his walk, in his conversation, in his writings. In ad- 
dressing a large and select audience on phrenology at Lex- 
ington, Kentucky, he said, ‘‘’There are only three great 
heads in the United States: one is that of Daniel Webster ; 
another that of Henry Clay; and the last,’’ pointing to his 
own, ‘‘modesty prevents me from mentioning.”’ 

‘““It requires,’’ says Sydney Smith, ‘‘a surgical opera- 
tion to get a joke into a Scotch understanding ;’ and Cald- 
well was, I am sure, equally dull in this respect. He was 
married twice. His first wife and he early disagreed, and 
a separation was the consequence. The issue of this union 
was a son, who, to his shame be it said, forsook his mother 
in her domestic trouble, although she was not guilty even 
of a serious fault. The son married a beautiful woman, 
who proved faithless to him. The consequence was a duel, 
in which he maimed her paramour for life. 

The death of Caldwell was no loss to society or to the 
profession. If conceit could have made him great, he 
would assuredly have occupied the loftiest of pedestals. 
He misapplied talents of a high order, which, if they had 
been properly directed, might have enshrined his name 
among the great men in medicine of the nineteenth cen- 
tury; and he wasted his resources upon comparatively 
trifling matters, and left behind him little that is worthy 
of permanent record. 
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THEODRIC ROMEYN BECK. 


1791-1855. 

In a visit made by myself and my son, Samuel W. 
Gross, to Albany in 1853 I had hoped to see Dr. Theodric 
Romeyn Beck; and I accordingly called at his house. I 
was greatly disappointed to find that he was out of town. 
Before leaving Albany I wrote him a note, expressing my 
regret at his absence, and wishing him, in true Irish style, 
health, happiness, and long life. Several weeks afterwards 
he acknowledged my note in a charming letter. We never 
met. 

Dr. Beck belonged to a remarkable family. ‘There were 
five brothers. Dr. Lewis C. Beck was an eminent natu- 
ralist, chemist, and botanist. One of the brothers, a 
promising lawyer of St. Louis, I believe died young. 
John B. Beck was for many years Professor of Materia 
Medica in the College of Physicians and Surgeons of New 
York. He was an excellent and amiable man, an accom- 
plished physician, an erudite writer, and a capital teacher ; 
he died in 1851, after a lingering illness. I saw him 
often during the latter part of his life, and freely conversed 
with him on many subjects, especially medical themes. 
He was a man of refinement and much culture, a devoted 
father, and a loving husband. ‘Theodric Romeyn Beck 
was the author of Medical Jurisprudence, the first edition 


of which was issued in 1823; and it is referred to both by 
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lawyers and medical men as a standard authority. ‘The 
many editions through which it has passed in this country, 
its reprint in Great Britain, and its translation at Weimar 
into the German language, show in what estimation it has 
been held at home and abroad. Like Robley Dunglison, 
Beck was a capital compiler; and his work, which is a 
production of surpassing excellence, will always be quoted 
as reflecting the views of medical jurisprudence of the 
period in which it flourished. From this work I imbibed 
my love for the study of juridical medicine. I read it with 
the pleasure with which a person peruses an interesting 
novel. The chapters on Criminal Abortion and Infanticide 
in this work, which are from the pen of Dr. John B. Beck, 
are conspicuously able. 

We left Albany on one of the great steamers plying be- 
tween that city and New York. A large flock of sheep 
was on board. We reached the wharf at New York early 
the next morning. We had hardly landed when a sheep, 
evidently the bellwether of the flock, jumped high into 
the air, although the surface was perfectly level, and every 
sheep that followed did likewise. Philemon, the Greek 
poet, died of laughter on seeing an ass eat figs; and I 
laughed most immoderately at witnessing this extraordi- 
nary feat of our fleecy companions. It was a long time 
before I could control my risible faculties. Such a scene 
reminds one forcibly of the political bellwether, who, 
when he takes the stump and leaps into the air, is sure 
to be followed by the rest of the flock. Men are easily led 
by the nose. 


MARSHALL HALL. 


1790-1857. 

It was in the spring of 1853 that I had the honor of wel- 
coming this great and good man to Louisville. He had 
left England on the previous February to make the tour 
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of the United States, Cuba, and Canada—a visit which he 
had long ago contemplated, but which until then he had 
not been able to consummate. He was accompanied by 
Mrs. Hall, a tall, slender lady, and a son, an only child; 
and he brought me a card of introduction from the late Dr. 
Lawson, of Cincinnati, Professor of Medicine in the Medi- 
cal College of Ohio. It is needless to say that we both 
felt at once at our ease, for I had long been familiar with 
Dr. Hall’s reputation as an author, as a celebrated physi- 
cian, and as a profound student of the physiology of the 
nervous system. When quite a youth in the profession I 
had read his treatise on the Mimoses, or mimicking dis- 
eases, and various other productions of his pen. Dr. Hall 
at the time of this interview was sixty years of age; but, 
notwithstanding his laborious life, all his faculties, mental 
and bodily, were unimpaired. He was a rapid, fluent 
talker, active in his movements, and light of foot. He 
was about the middle height, well proportioned, with light 
eyes, and fine, expressive features, indicative of a kind 
heart. It was hard for him to sit still for any length of 
time; for he had been all his life accustomed to be ‘‘on 
the go;’’ and hence the semi-erect posture, except when 
he was engaged in deep study or in performing some ex- 
periment, was evidently irksome to him. He was neat in 
his person, and economical in the disposition of his time. 
He had a quick eye, fine powers of observation, and rare 
facility as a writer. His industry was vast. 

Upon inquiring what I could do for him to make his 
sojourn among us pleasant, he replied, ‘‘I wish to remain 
in your city five or six days to perform some experiments 
on the spinal cord, with a view of demonstrating to your 
physicians the functions of the reflex system, to study the 
condition of your colored people, and to offer some sug- 
gestions for the abolition of slavery.’? The announce- 
ment of Dr. Hall’s arrival was sufficient to induce the 
more prominent members of the profession to pay him 
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their respects and to extend to him every possible cour- 
tesy. On the second day after his arrival Mrs. Gross and 
I invited a number of prominent ladies and gentlemen 
to meet him and Mrs. Hall. The evening passed pleas- 
antly, the company breaking up at a late hour. Young 
Hall had brought with him a flute, upon which he 
played several pieces, to the delight of my guests. The 
evening after this entertainment I met Dr. Hall at Dr. 
Samuel B. Richardson’s, where a number of medical gen- 
tlemen were already assembled to witness some experi- 
ments on the reflex action of the spinal cord of frogs, of 
which a supply had been furnished the previous morn- 
ing. The results were eminently satisfactory; and not 
the least gratifying circumstance connected with the oc- 
casion was the enthusiasm of the experimenter, whose 
soul seemed to be absorbed in his subject. His dissec- 
tions were conducted with great care and delicacy, and 
it was evident that he had no idea that he was inflicting 
any wrong upon the poor reptiles. Bergh and his fanati- 
cal coadjutors had not as yet declared war against vivi- 
section, which has thrown so much light upon the physi- 
ology of animal life. The labors of Dr. Hall in this 
direction have been of immense service to the human 
race. They cleared up many subjects that had hitherto 
remained unexplained; and their practical bearing can 
only be fully appreciated by those who are familiar with 
the history of physiology. They have opened a new field 
of inquiry, to the elucidation of which this great man de- 
voted a large portion of his life. Although other labors, 
even at an early age, had brought him prominently before 
the profession and the public, it is mainly to his researches 
upon the physiology of the nervous system that he is in- 
debted for his fame as an original thinker and investigator. 

During his sojourn at Louisville Marshall Hall wrote 
several letters on Self-emancipation, as he styled it, which 
were published in the famous Louisville Journal, then 
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edited by George D. Prentice. The plan proposed was 
very simple; and although not likely to be adopted, even 
if the great civil war had never broken out, it was in- 
genious and worthy of consideration. Dr. Hall detested 
slavery. He regarded it as an institution irreconcilable 
with the principles of civilization and the requirements 
of Christianity. Without an attempt to enlighten the 
colored man, the abolition of slavery, he declared, could 
be of no advantage to him. He therefore strongly advo- 
cated the propriety of common-school education, of send- 
ing the negro to church, and of rendering him familiar 
with the teachings of the Bible. Dr. Hall’s next plan 
was to let him work so many hours a day for his master, 
and be paid for any surplus labor that he might be able 
to perform, the proceeds thus accruing to be placed in a 
savings bank, so that eventually he might accumulate a 
sufficient sum to purchase his freedom. All this looked 
well on paper; but it apparently never occurred to the 
great philanthropist that task-work was hard work, and 
that there are few men, certainly very few women, who, 
after finishing their ordinary day’s work, are in a condi- 
tion to perform an amount of extra labor adequate to se- 
cure the desired object. Emancipation at such a price 
would have been a cheerless and an endless undertaking, 
which few slaves, whose natural proclivity is to indolence, 
would have been willing to attempt. 

His visit to America extended over a period of fifteen 
months. Everywhere he was received with the courtesy 
and hospitality due to so distinguished a personage. 
Wherever he went his brethren vied with one another to 
do him honor. On the other hand, he lost no opportunity 
to enlighten them on the reflex actions of the nervous sys- 
tem, generally illustrating his lectures by some simple ex- 
periment upon a frog or snake. In New Orleans, where 
he was sumptuously entertained at a public dinner ten- 
dered him by physicians and prominent citizens, an alli- 
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gator was placed at his disposal, through the agency of Dr. 
Bennet Dowler, himself no mean physiologist. ‘This cir- 
cumstance afforded him much gratification, as he was thus 
enabled to confirm more effectually some of his previous 
investigations. 

Hall, a native of Basford, a small town near Notting- 
ham, England, was the son of a cotton-spinner and a 
practical chemist, to whom Great Britain is indebted for 
her present mode of bleaching. His early education was 
defective; but he overcame this drawback by hard work, 
close study, and constant intercourse with intelligent peo- 
ple. He spoke French fluently, wrote his thesis in Latin, 
and had considerable knowledge of Greek. He took his 
medical degree in 1812, at the age of twenty-two, in the 
University of Edinburgh, and was shortly thereafter ap- 
pointed clinical clerk in the famous Infirmary of that city. 
While serving in this capacity he delivered courses of lec- 
tures on clinical medicine, took extensive notes of cases, 
and thus laid the foundation of his work on Diagnosis, 
which was published in 1817. Having spent five years at 
Edinburgh, he visited the principal medical schools and 
hospitals on the Continent. He then settled at Notting- 
ham, exhausted in pocket, but rich in knowledge, and 
determined to succeed in his profession. ‘To give him an 
outfit, a kind friend advanced him one hundred pounds, 
which he soon repaid from his earnings. In 1824 ap- 
peared his treatise on the Effects of Loss of Blood—a 
work which revolutionized the practice of medicine, and 
which has been instrumental in saving many thousands 
of lives. Up to that time bleeding, or the abstraction 
of blood in some form or other, was the universal cus- 
tom, not only in Europe, but in this country, no matter 
how insignificant the complaint was, or how bloodless 
the patient. The fashion was inexorable. Dr. Hall had 
witnessed the evil effects of this indiscriminate practice, 
and he depicted them in vivid colors. His reputation 
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now rapidly increased, and, although he enjoyed a large 
and lucrative practice, he panted for a wider and more in- 
viting field than the provincial town of Nottingham. His 
fame had reached London, and his books were read with 
profit by the luminaries of the English metropolis. Thither 
accordingly, in 1826, he sped his way, and he soon bounded 
into full practice, much of it being in consultation with 
the leading medical men of the city. In less than three 
months he had not a moment of leisure at his command, 
except when he took his summer vacation on the Conti- 
nent, generally accompanied by his family. 

Soon after Dr. Hall took up his residence in London he 
published his Commentaries on Some of the More Impor- 
tant Diseases of Females. This was followed, in 1830, by 
Researches on the Morbid and Curative Effects of Loss of 
Blood. His pen was never idle. He wrote upon a great 
variety of subjects, and his writings abounded in useful 
suggestions of a highly practical character. We find him 
at one time engaged on sewerage; at another on fertilizers; 
and at another on the ‘‘ready method,”’ as it is termed, for 
the recovery of persons apparently dead from drowning. 
To the elucidation of the study of the physiology of the 
nervous system, especially of its reflex functions, he de- 
voted twenty-five years of the ripest period of his life. 
Numerous societies, domestic and foreign, did themselves 
honor by enrolling him among their members. In 1832 
he was made a member of the Royal Society of London; 
and in 1855 the Institute of France elected him to fill 
the vacancy caused by the death of Arago, his competi- 
tors being Rokitansky of Vienna, Christison of Edinburgh, 
Chelius of Heidelberg, and Riberi of Turin. ‘The vote was 
nearly unanimous. 

Marshall Hall died on the 11th of August, 1857, in the 
sixty-seventh year of his age, after a protracted illness. 
His disease was a cancerous stricture of the cesophagus, 
which became so tight as eventually to prevent the pas- 
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sage of food and drink into the stomach, resulting in death 
from inanition—a sad end of so noble a life. He bore his 
cruel suffering with Christian fortitude, and his demise 
caused a profound sensation throughout the medical and 
scientific world. 

I feel that I have done but feeble justice to the character 
of this great man whose whole life was a continuous 
labor in the cause of suffering humanity and of scientific 
truth. Patience, perseverance, honesty of purpose, love 
of truth, and straightforwardness in all his dealings with 
his fellow-men were predominant traits of his character. 
His discoveries are invaluable to science and creditable to 
the age in which he lived. He rendered the medical pro- 
fession a vast service by setting it an example of intellect- 
ual self-reliance. His name will live in perennial vigor. 

My excellent and learned friend, Professor Henry Fraser 
Campbell, of Augusta, Georgia, has put forth a claim of 
priority to the discovery of reflex secretion and of the 
excito-secretory system of nerves. Whether this claim is 
well founded I must leave to others better acquainted 
with the subject than I to decide. However, it is but just 
to Dr. Campbell to say that the value of his labors in this 
department of physiology is acknowledged in England and 
America. Marshall Hall himself bore willing testimony to 
their importance and scientific interest; and in an article 
in the London Lancet for May, 1857, he awards to the 
Georgia physiologist at least an equal share of the honor 
of the discovery. 


JoHN K. MITCHELL. 
1798-1858. 
Dr. Joun K. MircHELL and I were colleagues for only 
two sessions. He had had a stroke of apoplexy when I 


entered the school, and he died in April, 1858, from an 
attack of pneumonia. He was one of the famous seven 
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brought together on the reorganization of the Jefferson 
Medical College in 1841. As a lecturer on the practice 
of medicine he was popular; for he was a ready, fluent 
speaker, and had the happy faculty of interspersing his 
discourses with interesting and spicy anecdotes. He was 
a handsome man, tall and well formed, with agreeable 
manners, and a countenance generally lighted up with 
a pleasant smile. Such men are not often found in the 
lecture-room to beguile the weary hours of the care-worn 
student. 

Mitchell was an excellent writer. The volume of poems 
published by him in the meridian of his life comprised 
some charming pieces, which were received with consider- 
able favor. In his earlier years he was much interested in 
physiology and chemistry, which he illustrated by various 
experiments. His experiments on the absorption of fluids, 
based on those of Dutrochet of Paris, were highly appre- 
ciated. His treatise on the Cryptogamous Origin of Mala- 
rious and Epidemical Fevers attracted much attention, and 
measurably anticipated some of the accepted doctrines on 
that subject. He also published some important practical 
observations in relation to spinal diseases, in which he 
laid much stress on the value of absolute rest as a remedial 
agent. A small volume of his collected writings was pub- 
lished, soon after his death, by his distinguished son, Dr. 
S. Weir Mitchell. 

Dr. Mitchell graduated from the University of Pennsyl- 
vania in 1819, and soon after made three voyages to China 
as ship’s surgeon. Fora time he lectured on physiology 
in what was known as the Philadelphia Medical Institute, 
which was organized at the instance of and with the as- 
sistance of Professor Chapman; and for several years be- 
fore he entered the Jefferson Medical College he discharged 
the duties of lecturer on Chemistry in the Franklin Insti- 
tute. With such training and such qualifications it is not 
surprising that he should at once have taken a high stand 
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as a teacher of medicine; and it is questionable whether 
any member of the Faculty contributed more to the pros- 
perity of the school than he. 


ROBERT HARE. 
1781-1858. 


HARE was the first chemist of his day in this country. 
His invention of the Oxy-hydrogen Blowpipe at an early 
period of his career made his name widely known both 
at home and abroad among scientists, and imparted a new 
impulse to chemical analysis. For more than a third of 
a century he was a hard worker in his laboratory; and 
although he made no such discoveries as those which re- 
warded the labors of a Gay-Lussac, or a Davy, or a Fara- 
day, he nevertheless achieved an enduring reputation. He 
occupied for a long time the chair of Chemistry in the 
University of Pennsylvania, and was known as a brilliant 
experimenter. But he was a dull and uninteresting lec- 
turer. His class was often uproarious, especially when, as 
occasionally happens with the most dexterous manipulator, 
his experiment proved to be a failure. To guard against 
this unseemly conduct he usually, it is said, had a few 
ladies upon the stage, knowing that their presence would 
shield him from insult. His great trouble was a want of 
power of expression, which increased when he came before 
his pupils. He certainly did not lack this power in ordi- 
nary conversation. In 1828 Hare published a Compendium 
of Chemistry, which embodied some original observations, 
and was long used as a text-book in the University of 
Pennsylvania; and he was a liberal contributor to the peri- 
odical press. He was a patient investigator, and a man of 
capacious intellect. In his old age I used to see him at the 
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Wistar Parties. He was a grand specimen of the genus 
homo, with broad shoulders and an immense head. If his 
brain had been examined, its weight would probably not 
have fallen below that of Cuvier, Humboldt, or Webster. 
He read much, thought much, talked much. Upon almost 
every subject he possessed a fund of information. It is 
strange that a man of an intellect and of culture such as 
his should in the later years of his life have been led astray 
by the phantom of Spiritualism. For several years he 
gave himself up to its study and contemplation. At Al- 
bany, at a meeting of the National Academy of Science, 
he was permitted, after much opposition, in deference 
solely to his age and to his reputation as a scientist, to 
read an elaborate article upon the subject, which did not 
appear in its published Transactions. Dr. Hare was of 
English descent, and was born in Philadelphia. He died 
in 1858, in the seventy-eighth year of his age. The im- 
mediate cause of his death was, if I remember rightly, 
softening of the brain. 


GEORGE COMBE. 
1788-1858. 

PHRENOLOGY dates from the early part of the nineteenth 
century. It was a conceit bred, like homceopathy, in the 
brain of a German mystic. ‘The name of this mystic was 
Gall, who, soon after he became profoundly convinced that 
our mental and moral faculties are craniologically indi- 
cated, went to Paris to secure, if possible, the full develop- 
ment of his system. He was ingenious, plausible, and 
enthusiastic. There soon gathered around him a number 
of disciples and admirers. Prominent among these was 
Spurzheim, who afterwards came to this country, and re- 
sided mostly in Boston, where, after having delivered sev- 
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eral courses of lectures on Dr. Gall’s system, and made 
many converts among the intellectual class of that city, he 
died. Long before Spurzheim visited us phrenology had 
a warm and zealous advocate in Dr. Charles Caldwell, 
of whose annual courses of lectures in Transylvania 
University, and afterwards in the University of Louis- 
ville, it formed a conspicuous feature. In the East the 
most enthusiastic advocate of the system was Dr. John 
Bell, of Philadelphia. Lesser lights proclaimed the doc- 
trine in different parts of our country; and for a while 
it was the custom for almost every person, male and fe- 
male, to have the head examined phrenologically. The 
Fowler brothers had for many years rooms in Philadelphia, 
where doting mothers took their children to ascertain their 
mental peculiarities and their aptitudes for the different 
pursuits of life. Similar establishments existed in New 
York, and in fact in all the principal cities of the Union. 
In 1838 George Combe came to the United States as the 
avowed champion of phrenology. His arrival attracted at- 
tention, for he was a gentleman of respectability, culture, 
and refinement. He was born at Edinburgh in 1788, and 
practised law for many years in that city. In 1833 he mar- 
ried a daughter of Mrs. Siddons, the actress. His brother, 
Dr. Andrew Combe, had long been favorably known in 
this country by his works on physiology and hygiene. 
I had a charming interview with Mr. and Mrs. Combe. 
They were both tall, the husband rather slender, and 
the wife somewhat stout and good-looking. They were 
seated at a large table covered with books, pamphlets, 
magazines, and writing materials, and the conversation 
turned at once on the subject of phrenology, in which the 
lady took an active part. Her appearance was imposing, 
and, true to her descent, she talked, as we say, like a 
book. My object in calling on Mr. Combe was to obtain 
his consent to come to Cincinnati, then my home, to 
deliver a course of lectures on his favorite topic. But busi- 
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ness recalled him to Scotland, and I never saw him again. 
His lectures in the Eastern cities were very popular, and 
he left us much pleased with his visit. He died in 1858. 
His essays on phrenology and kindred subjects, embodied 
in a volume, were issued in 1819; but the work by which 
he will be principally remembered is The Constitution of 
Man in Relation to External Objects, which, originally 
published in 1828, had in 1860 reached its ninth edition. 
Ninety thousand copies of it were printed in Great Britain. 
It had a large sale in this country ; and translations of it 
were made into German, French, and Swedish. 

During the last twenty-five years phrenology has been 
regarded as an exploded science. It is not likely that it 
will be revived. It had no substantial foundation upon 
which to rest its pretensions. To map off the cranium 
into thirty or forty distinct regions, and to assign to each 
region a corresponding portion of brain indicative of a 
specific mental or moral characteristic, is a patent ab- 
surdity ; and this was simply what the advocates of phre- 
nology claimed to do. The localization of the functions 
of the brain as a physiological problem of the deepest 
interest in a scientific as well as in a practical point of 
view is now engaging the serious attention of the medical 
profession everywhere; but, with few exceptions, the data 
thus far collected are of little value in settling the question. 
Thousands and tens of thousands of brains under every 
form of disease and accident will have to be dissected 
before we can hope to shed substantial light upon a sub- 
ject so intricate as to baffle ordinary methods of inquiry. 
‘‘ The science of nature,’’ says Liebig, ‘‘is modest.’? ‘To 
induce her to disclose her secrets, she must be wooed, 
generally for a long time and in ways much varied. 

Of the ardor with which phrenology was cultivated in 
the first half of the present century some idea may be 
formed from the collection of crania of man and animals 
by Mr. Deville, a member of the Institution of Civil Engi- 
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neers of London. Mr. Deville became interested in the 
study of the subject as early as 1821, and began his col- 
lection of casts and crania almost immediately afterwards. 
At the time of his death, in 1846, his cabinet contained 
five thousand four hundred and fifty specimens, of which 
three thousand were crania of animals, and two thousand 
four hundred and fifty illustrations of the human cranium. 
His collection embraced more than one thousand casts of 
the heads of living persons, more or less remarkable for 
distinctive mental qualities, such as musicians, composers, 
poets, authors, clergymen, painters, sculptors, architects, 
navigators, travellers, pugilists, criminals, and lunatics. 


THOMAS DENT MUTTER. 


1811-1859. 


THE death of Dr. Thomas Dent Mutter in March, 1859, 
at the age of forty-eight years, was a loss to the pro- 
fession. The event, which occurred at Charleston, South 
Carolina, where he had many friends who watched his 
closing hours with the deepest solicitude and the tenderest 
devotion, was not unexpected, for he had long been a 
great sufferer from gout, which had pursued him from a 
comparatively early period of his life up to that of his 
death. Although he had long been a resident of Phila- 
delphia, his remains repose in the cemetery at Middle- 
town, Connecticut, where his widow erected to his memory 
a mausoleum and a memorial church under the control of 
the Episcopal diocese. Mrs. Miitter, who was considerably 
younger than he, has since followed him to the grave. No 
children blessed their union. 

Dr. Miitter was born in March, 1811, at Richmond, 
Virginia. He was of German stock, with an element 
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infused by a Scotch ancestor on the mother’s side. His 
father was ‘‘a factor and commission merchant.’? His 
elementary education was received at different schools ; 
and it is said that he spent some time at Hampden and 
Sidney College, an institution at one time of consider- 
able note, but now almost extinct as a seat of learn- 
ing. While quite young he entered the office of Dr. 
Simms, an eminent physician of Virginia, and thence 
he went to the University of Pennsylvania, in which, 
after having attended two courses of lectures, he took 
the degree of doctor of medicine. Anxious to extend 
his knowledge, and to improve his health, he went to 
Paris to avail himself of the great lights in medicine and 
surgery in the French metropolis, much more distin- 
guished at the time of his visit than now as a great 
centre of medical education. Dupuytren, Roux, Lisfranc, 
Velpeau, Louis, and Chomel were then at the zenith of 
their renown. In this group of eminent men was Baron 
Larrey, who was pronounced by Napoleon to be the most 
honest man he had ever known. After he became a 
teacher, Miitter loved to refer to these men as his 
‘‘friends,’’? and to hold them up to the admiration of his 
pupils. Like most of the young doctors who went abroad 
in those days, and indeed for a long time afterwards, he 
considered one Frenchman equal to a dozen Americans, so 
much does ‘‘ distance lend enchantment to the view’’ and 
exalt the imagination. ‘To be able to speak of my friend 
Dupuytren, Louis, or Liston is ecstatic, and sounds far 
better in the ear of one’s pupils than the mention of the 
name of Mott, or McClellan, or Drake, or Jackson. Be- 
sides, it discloses the fact that one has had the advantage 
of foreign travel, no slight passport to practice. Miitter 
was fond of such references in his lectures, and the effect 
of them no doubt was of practical advantage to him. 
Mutter remained in Europe more than a year, and then 
began to seek practice, especially surgical, in this city. 
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The field of surgery in Philadelphia was then occupied 
by such prominent men as Gibson, McClellan, Barton, 
and Randolph. Physick and Parrish had nearly finished 
their course; while a number of younger men, a little 
older than Miitter, such as Pancoast, Peace, Goddard, and 
Norris, were gradually making their way to professional 
distinction. Mutter crept along slowly, notwithstanding 
that he made himself conspicuous by his tall gray horse, 
his low carriage, and his servant in livery as he drove 
through the fashionable streets of our city. His first 
essay as a public teacher was made in the Philadelphia 
Institute, a sort of nursery for teachers, as the assistant 
of Dr. Thomas Harris, who, as a naval surgeon, was often 
compelled to absent himself from his post. In these 
intervals Miitter occupied the place of his chief; and he 
soon won the esteem and affection of his pupils by his fas- 
Cinating manners and by his efforts to please as well as to 
instruct. In his dress he was the pink of neatness; and 
there was that dash, enthusiasm, earnestness, and action 
about him which never fail to elicit attention and create 
popularity. He was of medium height, slender and grace- 
ful in form, with light eyes and a handsome forehead. His 
voice, remarkably clear and distinct, had unusual strength 
and compass. In 1851, during my temporary residence in 
New York, I made a three days’ visit to Philadelphia pur- 
posely to hear the more distinguished teachers lecture ; 
and there was not one of them in the two great schools 
who impressed me more pleasantly as a good speaker than 
Miitter. He appeared to be thoroughly familiar with the 
subject of his discourse, and every member of the class 
was seemingly an attentive listener. 

The reputation acquired by Miitter in the Institute was 
of great use to him; and when in 1841, in consequence of 
the withdrawal of McClellan, the chair of Surgery became 
vacant in the Jefferson Medical College, the eyes of the 
Faculty and of the Board of Trustees were at once directed 
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to the young teacher. At first the chair was divided be- 
tween him and Jacob Randolph; but the latter soon with- 
drew, and left Miitter its sole occupant. The school rapidly 
grew in reputation, and Miitter became one of its most 
useful, popular, and distinguished teachers. Students were 
attracted to it from all parts of the continent, and even 
from foreign countries, and praises of its Faculty were 
reéchoed far and wide. ‘The seven professors—Dunglison, 
Pancoast, Meigs, Bache, Huston, Mitchell, and Mutter— 
stood, like a solid phalanx, from 1841 till 1856, when the 
first break occurred by the resignation of Mitter, brought 
about by ill health. 

As an operator Miitter attained a high position, although 
he was said to be deficient in the boldness so charac- 
teristic of his friend and colleague, Pancoast. He, how- 
ever, wielded his knife gracefully, and generally with 
marked ability and self-possession. He was particularly 
distinguished in plastic surgery, and in operations per- 
formed for the relief of deformities arising from scalds and 
burns, in which he introduced some important 1mprove- 
ments. Orthopedic surgery was another field in which 
he gained many laurels. Strange to say, he never held 
any hospital appointment. 

Mutter had no fondness for authorship, and did not pos- 
sess much ability as a writer. Judging from what he has 
left us, he must have found composition difficult. Apart 
from several contributions to the periodical press, he left 
nothing but his edition of Liston’s Operative Surgery, and 
a treatise on Clubfoot, which was published early in his 
professional life, evidently as a bid for practice. ‘The book 
was written in a poor style, and it is chiefly remarkable for 
its numerous notes of exclamation. He had long contem- 
plated writing a work on Surgery; and with the aid of 
sone of his private pupils, of whom he always had a 
goodly number, he had made some progress in collecting 
material, which, however, was never moulded into shape. 
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The fact is, he had slender qualifications for such an under- 
taking. His library was small, and he did not read much 
beyond what was necessary to enable him to keep abreast 
of the knowledge required for his lectures. He lacked two 
prominent characteristics of the genuine student—patience 
and endurance. 

As a companion, Miitter was one of the best of good fel- 
lows. He was fond of anecdotes, and had always a good 
supply on hand for ready use. He was not over-scrupulous 
in the recital-of his cases in the amphitheatre; and occa- 
sionally, it is said, he drew a long bow in the retirement 
of private life. 

It is not too much to say that he was all things to all 
men, not unfrequently at the expense of other persons’ 
comfort and convenience. His colleague, Robert M. Hus- 
ton, who was for many years Dean of the Faculty, was 
often, as he repeatedly told me, annoyed in this manner. 
Mutter, full of good nature, was ready to promise a student 
anything; but, instead of diay the favor asked, he always 
sent him to the Dean with a full knowledge that the grant- 
ing of it was impossible. Mutter availed himself of the 
trick of having himself frequently called out of church on 
Sundays. It was not uncommon for him, as I have been 
informed by one of his private pupils, to make an appoint- 
ment for his assistants to meet him at a given house, at a 
particular hour of the day, to aid him in performing an 
operation in a case where nothing of the kind was thought 
of by the ambitious master. Such tricks are not uncom- 
mon even at the present day. 

His reputation will in time depend probably upon what 
is known as the Miitter Museum, which is in the possession 
of the Philadelphia College of Physician to whose guar- 
dianship it was transferred by his executors soon after his 
death, with the sum of thirty thousand dollars for its pres- 
ervation and steady augmentation. In connection with his 
munificent gift, he made provision for the establishment 
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of a lectureship, to be known by his name—a lectureship 
which has long been in successful operation—ten lectures 
on some scientific subject, illustrated by preparations in 
the museum, being delivered every three years. As a 
teacher, few men have impressed themselves more deeply 
on the minds of his pupils than Mitter. His portrait, 
painted I believe by Allston, adorns the hall of the College 
of Physicians. I have heard it said that the Jefferson 
Medical College would have received his museum if its 
trustees could have been induced to provide for it a fire- 
proof building. 


FRANKLIN BACHE. 
1792-1864. 

IF posterity should not regard Franklin Bache as a great 
man, it will not fail to award to him in a high degree the 
merit of having been a conscientious teacher and writer. 
Born in 1792, he was proud that he was, on the mother’s 
side, the great-grandson of Benjamin Franklin. His father 
was a journalist, the owner and publisher of the General 
Advertiser, a paper which took delight in abusing George 
Washington and John Adams, and in opposing their ad- 
ministrations. How the young man spent his early years 
I do not know; but he contrived to obtain a good educa- 
tion; and in 1810 he received from the University of 
Pennsylvania the degree of Doctor of Medicine. ‘That he 
passed an excellent examination I can well imagine; for, 
judging from his after-life, he must have been a faithful, 
industrious, capable student. He early evinced a procliy- 
ity for the study of chemistry and the physical sciences, 
which he possibly inherited from his eminent ancestor, for 
such characteristics often reappear in families at long in- 
tervals. HElectricity—the original electric kite, no doubt— 
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had strong attractions for him, which led him to pay more 
than ordinary attention to the subject. Nine years had 
hardly elapsed from the date of his graduation when he 
put forth his System of Chemistry, designed especially for 
the use of students of medicine. My recollection is that 
the work made a somewhat favorable impression. Dr. 
John Gorham of Boston published a similar treatise about 
the same time. In 1831 he was appointed Professor of 
Chemistry in the Philadelphia College of Pharmacy, from 
which he was shortly after transferred to the Jefferson 
Medical College, with which he remained connected until 
the time of his death in 1864. For eight years we were 
colleagues in this school; and although no intimacy ever 
existed between us, I formed a high estimate of his char- 
acter. If as a lecturer he was dull, he was earnest and 
faithful; and the students, if at all intelligent and atten- 
tive, could not fail to be instructed by him. But it must 
be confessed that few of them ever displayed much know- 
ledge of chemistry at their final examination; and the 
result was that the master usually deposited a negative 
vote when the final ballot was taken in full Faculty meet- 
ing. On one rare occasion, however, his was the only 
vote cast in favor of the unfortunate candidate, all the 
other members having rejected him. His delight was so 
great that he jumped off his chair and laughed heartily 
for several minutes, much to our amusement. As a col- 
league Bache was one of the most agreeable of men; al- 
ways kind, courteous, and considerate. As a writer his 
name will be indelibly associated with the United States 
Dispensatory, which was the joint offspring of George B. 
Wood and himself—one of the most elaborate and erudite 
works ever published in this country. 
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VALENTINE Morr. 
1785-1865. 

VALENTINE Morr occupied for nearly half a century a 
conspicuous position in the history of his profession, and 
for more than two-thirds of that time he was the acknow- 
ledged head of American Surgery. Physick died in 1837, 
and up to that period he was the peer of Mott. Dudley was 
in the zenith of his renown as a lithotomist; but his repu- 
tation as a general surgeon never equalled that of his East- 
ern contemporaries. The rise of Mott as a surgeon began 
with his ligation of the innominate artery, performed in 
1819, when he was hardly thirty-three years of age. It 
was a bold undertaking, one never attempted before. The 
news of the operation soon rendered his name famous. 
Still greater achievements, at that time comparatively novel 
in this country, followed apace—such as excision of the 
jaws and of the clavicle, amputation at the hip-joint, and 
the ligation of the principal arteries, including the common 
iliac. He gave much attention to lithotomy; and many 
patients were indebted to him for the restoration of sight. 
Orthopeedic surgery received a new impulse at his hands in 
this country; and when the novel but futile operation for 
the relief of stammering, originally suggested by Dieffen- 
bach, received favor on this side of the Atlantic he became 
one of its most enthusiastic advocates. He was a fearless § 
operator—fearless because he had no dread of the sight of ( 
blood, and because he was so thoroughly grounded in a 
knowledge of topographical anatomy that he experienced; 
no difficulty in discerning the relations which one struc- 
ture bears to another. ‘To this knowledge, combined with 
the coolness due to his organization, he was without doubt 
mainly indebted for his surgical triumphs. 

Mott lived before the microscope had come into general 
use, and, consequently, like most of his American contem- 
poraries, was ignorant of the nature of minute structure 
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upon which so much stress is justly laid at the present day. 
His knowledge of pathological anatomy, however, must 
have been quite extensive, and for all practical purposes he 
seems to have been as able to diagnosticate a malignant 
from a benign disease as the most accomplished micro- 
scopist of the present day. If a man has not strong 
common-sense, a delicate touch, and a keen eye, backed 
by thorough experience, I would not give much for his 
surgical pretensions, if he were the most scientific micro- 
scopist living. Mott had a large collection of morbid 
specimens, the outgrowth chiefly of his own operations. 
These specimens, put up and preserved with great care, 
were all lost in the fire which in 1866 destroyed the edifice 
erected for the medical department of the University of the 
City of New York. ‘This accident, which admitted of no 
repair, rendered him inconsolable. 

As a public teacher Mott long occupied a prominent 
position. His lectures were essentially devoted to opera- 
tive surgery, and exhibited the results of his rich personal 
experience, but they were always far in arrear of the ex- 
isting state of the science. Another feature of them was 
their egotistical character. He could not help talking 
about the ligation of the innominate artery, the excision 
of the clavicle—styled by him his ‘‘ Waterloo opera- 
tion’’—and other feats, the record of which, however 
amusing it might have been for a time to young students, 
could not fail sooner or later to become tiresome, if not 
offensive. This was Mott’s weakness. If he possessed a 
certain degree of strength as a teacher of operative sur- 
gery, he was at fault as a teacher of surgical pathology— 
a fault shared until recently by most of the professors of 
this branch of science in our medical schools. 

He has left us no great work on surgery ; indeed, I may 
say, no work at all. A record of his important operations 
is embodied in Dr. Townsend’s translation of Velpeau’s 
Operative Surgery, to which the name of Mott is affixed 
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as editor. Excepting the preface, the additions consist 
mainly of transcripts of his operations from medical peri- 
odicals, notably the American Journal of the Medical Sci- 
ences, which seems to have been a favorite medium between 
him and the profession. In 1840, soon after his return 
from abroad, he published his Travels in Europe and the 
East. ‘Towards the close of his life Dr. Samuel W. Fran- 
cis, of New York, published a small volume professing to 
be an abstract of Mott’s lectures. ‘The truth is the great 
New York surgeon had but moderate scholarly tastes or 
attainments; he could wield his knife much better than 
his pen. A surgeon rarely combines in his person all the 
accomplishments of a successful operator, practitioner, 
teacher, and author. Such qualities are as uncommon as 
they are to be envied. 

I saw Di. Mott for the first time in the autumn of 1828. 
I was on a visit to New York, and while there went to 
Rutgers College, in which he was at the time Professor 
of Surgery, to hear him lecture. His subject was Injuries 
of the Skull, and I was deeply interested in what he said. 
His language was plain, simple, and apparently well 
chosen, and he was evidently deeply impressed with the 
great truths he was uttering. He sat while speaking. I 
met him again in July, 1832, when, on handing him a letter 
of introduction, he received me with marked courtesy, ex- 
tended to me the hospitalities of his table, and did all he 
could to further the objects of my mission. He had at 
that time a very high reputation as a surgeon, and his 
gentle, amiable, and courtly manners made an abiding im- 
pression upon me, for I had then been only a few years 
from the lecture-room of my Alma Mater. I was especially 
struck by his manly figure. He was fully six feet in 
height, and well proportioned. He had a handsome face, 
with a benevolent expression, an aquiline nose, a good but 
not capacious head, large hazel eyes, and a small mouth 
with thin lips. In his movements he was deliberate and 


BY SAMUEL D. GROSS, M.D. 311 


dignified. He had a light, elastic step, and the bearing of 
the elegant, well-bred gentleman. Shortly after the com- 
mencement of the war of the Rebellion I met Dr. Mott 
again. He was then far advanced into the seventies, but 
with few of the accompaniments of old age. His figure 
was as erect as ever; he walked with a firm step; and his 
mind showed no signs of decay. After this I saw him 
occasionally at his mansion in Gramercy Park. Shortly 
after his death I prepared an elaborate sketch of his life 
and services, which was published by his widow in an ele- 
gant volume, illustrated by an excellent photograph like- 
ness. 

Mott was born in August, 1785, at Glen Cove, Long 
Island. He was of Quaker descent, and was known in 
early life as ‘‘the handsome young Quaker doctor.’’ He 
pursued his classical studies at a private seminary, and 
retained his fondness for Greek and Latin up to the time 
of his death. He received his medical degree in 1807 from 
Columbia College, New York, then the only medical school 
in that city. Soon after his graduation he went to Europe, 
where he availed himself of the instruction of Cooper, 
Abernethy, Cline, Charles Bell, and others of London, and 
of that of Gregory, Monro, Hope, Duncan, Horne, and 
Thompson of Edinburgh. On his return he settled in 
New York, where his rise was rapid and brilliant. His 
services were soon sought by various medical schools; and 
in 1840 he founded, jointly with Draper, Bedford, and 
Paine, the Medical Department of the University of the 
City of New York, in which he remained as Professor of 
Surgery until 1860, when he resigned and went to Europe. 
Abroad he was everywhere received with the consideration 
and respect due to a man of high professional and social 
position. He had years ago been elected a member of the 
Institute of France; and having travelled extensively in 
Europe and the East in 1835 and 1836, the way had been 
thoroughly prepared for a pleasant visit. His numerous 
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foreign friends were glad to greet the veteran surgeon, and 
vied with one another to do him honor. 

Dr. Mott died on the 26th of April, 1865, at the age of 
eighty years. His illness, caused by spontaneous gan- 
grene of one of his legs, was brief and his death unex- 
pected. To the last he retained his consciousness, and 
passed away without a struggle. ‘‘ Order, truth, punctu- 
ality’? were the last words he uttered as he lay upon his» 
couch—fitting words of a great and upright man. His 
body reposes in the family vault in Greenwood Cemetery. 

Take him all in all, Mott was a great surgeon. Many 
years ago one of his former colleagues, who was a man 
of note in his day, said to me, ‘‘Mott was an inspired 
idiot.’? Alas for human judgment! The man who uttered 
this disparaging sentiment is already nearly forgotten, 
although scarcely a dozen years have elapsed since his 
death ; while the fame of the eminent New York surgeon 
grows greener and brighter with each revolving year. 


REUBEN DIMOND MUSSEY. 


1780-1866. 


THE town of Pelham, Rockingham County, New Hamp- 
shire, gave birth to Mussey June 23d, 1780. Dartmouth 
College educated him in the classics and in belles-lettres ; 
and the University of Pennsylvania, in 1809, conferred 
upon him the degree of M.D. His father was a respect- 
able physician, but too poor to afford his son substantial 
aid in the prosecution of his studies. The consequence 
was that the youth had to struggle on as best he could, 
teaching school during the winter, and working on a farm 
during the summer—a practice then, as now, quite common 
in New England. He received his medical training under 
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Nathan Smith, who was for many years a professor at New 
Haven and at Dartmouth College, in the latter of which he 
taught, for a considerable period, nearly all the branches 
of the healing art—for a while, indeed, even chemistry. 
During his residence in Philadelphia Mussey engaged in a 
series of experiments upon cutaneous absorption, by which 
he upset the doctrines taught in the University of Pennsyl- 
vania, and established for himself a high reputation as an 
original observer. He now settled at Salem, Massachu- 
setts, where he soon acquired a large and influential prac- 
tice. After some years he was elected, first, to the chair 
of Medicine, and then to that of Anatomy and Surgery, in 
Dartmouth College. In 1818 he lectured on Chemistry in 
the College at Middlebury, Vermont; and afterwards on 
Anatomy and Surgery at Bowdoin College, and on Surgery 
at the Medical College at Fairfield, New York. In 1837 
he was called to the chair of Surgery in the Medical Col- 
lege of Ohio, at Cincinnati. In 1852 he united himself 
with the Miami Medical College, a new school, which has 
since attained some distinction. As an operator his name 
was widely known at a comparatively early period of his 
professional life. Some of his surgical exploits were of a 
brilliant and fearless character. One of these was a case 
in which, for the cure of an extensive naevus of the scalp, 
he tied both the primitive carotid arteries after an interval 
of only twelve days—followed by the excision of the mor- 
bid growth and the recovery of the patient. His operation 
for the removal of the scapula with a large portion of the 
clavicle, after previous amputation at the shoulder-joint, is, 
like the ligation of the carotids, classical. He lithotomized 
forty-nine times, with only four failures. He was also 
successful in herniotomy, and in subcutaneous ligations 
for the cure of varicocele. 

As an operator, Mussey was painfully slow. His hand, 
from some defect of his nervous system, was tremulous. In 
watching its movements one almost felt inclined to seize 
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the knife, and either run away with it, or do the cutting 
one’s self. I shall never forget how long, on one occasion, 
when he was tying the femoral artery for the cure of a 
popliteal aneurism, his scalpel hovered over the site of the 
artery before it pierced the skin; and yet the operation was 
finally well performed. I have been told that he frequently 
spent more than an hour in lithotomizing a patient, and 
in removing the upper or lower jaw. This must have been 
a sad experience for the poor patient prior to the use of 
anesthetics. Notwithstanding this lack of dexterity, Dr. 
Mussey’s success was far greater than that of many sur- 
geons better skilled in the use of the knife. Much of his 
success was no doubt due to the care which he took in 
preparing his patients, of whom he superintended the after- 
treatment in person. It is reported of him that he often, 
before an important operation, prayed for his patient, the 
better to secure his confidence, and to inspire him with 
hopes of safety. However this may be, there is no ques- 
tion that he was a conscientious surgeon and practitioner. 

In 1829 Mussey visited Europe, spending several months 
in attending the hospitals of Paris and London, and in wit- 
nessing the practice of their great surgeons. When, on his 
return, he reached Dartmouth College the course had con- 
siderably advanced, and he was obliged, we are told, to 
lecture two and three times a day to make up the lost time. 

As a lecturer Mussey was dull in the extreme. He was 
not only slow in his delivery, but deficient in power of 
expression, in animation, and in grace of manner. His 
words came forth tardily, as if he were in doubt as to their 
precise import, or as to the construction that might be put 
upon them by his hearers; and yet, if we may credit those 
who professed to be able to judge of them, and who had 
listened to other teachers on similar topics, his lectures 
must have been instructive. Learned, profound, or dis- 
cursive they certainly were not, for Mussey was not a man 
of reading. His library was small, and few of the books 
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that were in it were of recent selection. His lectures owed 
their chief value to their practical adaptation to the daily 
and hourly wants of the practitioner. It is due to their 
author to say that he always commanded the respect of 
his pupils. 

The chief production of Mussey, apart from his contri- 
butions to the periodical press, which consisted mostly of 
reports of cases and operations, was a small work entitled 
Health; its Friends and its Foes. His last production, 
issued in his eighty-fourth year, was a short tract, What 
Shall I Drink ? 

Mussey was an avowed enemy of everything in the form 
of stimulants in the practice of medicine, as well as in 
private life and in the social circle, and he omitted no 
opportunity strongly to inveigh against their use. ‘The 
Counterblast of King James against tobacco was not 
couched in more denunciatory language than the protest 
of the distinguished surgeon. Against the use of alcoholic 
drink he was more severe. ‘To coffee he was so much op- 
posed that, in a description of some experiments which he 
had performed, he dwelt with emphasis upon the injurious 
effects of its moderate administration upon sheep! He be- 
came at an early age a zealous lecturer upon intemperance, 
and took an active interest up to the last days of his life in 
the establishment of temperance societies. In religious 
matters he was equally zealous. He was all his life a de- 
vout and consistent Christian, held morning and evening 
service in his family, and was a regular attendant upon 
church on the Sabbath, and also, when practicable, during 
week-days. His mode of living was peculiar. Having 
long been a dyspeptic, he was induced to try various kinds 
of food, and was finally led to conclude that a farinaceous 
diet was the only diet intended for man by his Creator. 
For sixteen years he eschewed animal food entirely. At 
the end of this period, while slowly convalescing from a 
severe illness, he was after much entreaty induced, as his 
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physicians Drs. Richards and Harrison informed me, to 
use a mixed diet; but in a few weeks he abandoned it, 
and never afterwards, I believe, tasted animal food. He 
was very fond of fruit, especially of the peach, the pear, 
and the apple, of which he ate large quantities. Milk, 
water, and lemonade were his common drinks. Tea he 
seldom drank, believing it to be hurtful. During the ill- 
ness just referred to his attendants insisted upon the neces- 
sity of his taking brandy. He resisted as long as he could, 
and when at length he yielded, he would take only a few 
drops. When asked at the morning visit how the brandy 
had affected him, his reply was, ‘‘I have taken altogether 
about half a teaspoonful since last evening, and I am 
quite sure that it has increased my fever and made me 
worse.”? 

Having found that a vegetable diet agreed with him, 
and that it enabled him to perform his daily labor with 
more satisfaction than with a mixed diet, he attempted to 
establish the system upon a scientific basis. ‘‘ With this 
view,’’ says his biographer, Dr. Alpheus B. Crosby, ‘‘he 
calls our attention to the fact that the orang-outang, chim- 
panzee, and gorilla most nearly resemble man both in 
their organs of mastication and digestion; that these ani- 
mals are all vegetable eaters, and fall into ill health and 
frequently die on a mixed diet; that Adam and Eve before 
the fall were vegetarians, and that afterwards on a mixed 
diet the duration of human life constantly diminished ; and 
finally, he adduces instances both in ancient and modern 
times where vegetarians were celebrated not less for their 
muscular power than for their mental vigor; and shows us 
that the extreme nervous acuteness of Caspar Hauser was 
only dimmed and obtused when he had learned to eat 
meat.”? 

It is related of Mussey that, on passing through a certain 
village in New England, he was requested to see a little 
child lying at the point of death, for whom he prescribed 
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‘‘Graham gruel,’’ telling the mother that the poor sufferer 
would certainly recover if she would feed him on it. The 
gruel was tried—but the second meal did the work! When 
Mussey, on his return the next day, stopped to inquire after 
the health of the patient, the mother gave him a severe 
scolding, saying he had killed her child. 

Mussey was of low stature, of an attenuated form, with 
high cheek bones, a prominent chin, a small gray eye, and 
an ungraceful gait. His head was of medium size, and he 
possessed none of that personal: magnetism which gives a 
man a commanding influence over his fellow-men. The 
evening of his life was spent in Boston, where, after having 
lain for two years in a helpless condition, he passed calmly 
away at the age of eighty-six, at peace with God and all 
the world. 

My last interview with Dr. Mussey was at my house, a 
few years before his death, as he was passing through 
Philadelphia on his way to Boston. He looked thin and 
haggard, walked feebly, and bore all the marks of one 
whose sands in the hour-glass of life were gradually but 
surely running out. 

Dr. Mussey left two sons. General Mussey served with 
distinction in the war of the Rebellion. Dr. William H. 
Mussey died in August, 1882, at the age of sixty-four 
years—in the memoir of whose life recently published by 
his nephew, Mr. Edward Mussey Hartwell, of the Johns 
Hopkins University, many interesting facts are recorded 
in illustration of his stern integrity, his deep sense of hu- 
manity, and his detestation of everything that is mean 
and vulgar. He took a lively interest in our struggle for 
the preservation of the Union; and he was in active service 
as brigade surgeon or as medical director from the begin- 
ning almost to the close of the war. In the latter capacity 
he was assigned to the Fourth Division in the Department 
of the Ohio, commanded by General Nelson, who was no- 
torious for his insolence and inconsiderate conduct. Mus- 
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sey was not the surgeon Nelson had wished or expected, 
and he was received at headquarters with rudeness and 
profanity. Not in the least intimidated, Mussey said, 
‘General, I have reported to you under orders. Do you 
decline to receive me in obedience to those orders?’ Nel- 
son’s bullying ceased at once, says Mr. Hartwell, and 
thenceforth Mussey was always treated with due courtesy 
and respect. 

Nelson had been an officer in the navy, and the incident 
here narrated recalls a circumstance which took place on 
board the frigate Constitution, at anchor in the Bay of 
Naples. After breakfast the conversation turned upon the 
system of education then in vogue at the Naval Academy. 
‘“My class,’’ exclaimed Bully Nelson, ‘‘ was the very first 
sent to Annapolis. We were called upon in alphabetical 
order to recite, and Charley Aby was the first man at the 
blackboard. JI remember, the maximum being one, that 
he attained one-half!’ 

‘‘Ah!? exclaimed Assistant-Surgeon Horwitz, probably 
for want of something to say, and confounding in his mind 
the figure % with the decimal .5; ‘‘if I had been the first 
man called up, I would have contrived to obtain a higher 
decimal than that.” 

‘‘Do you call a half a decimal ?’’ cried out the bully; 
‘you a member of the learned profession, too! By 
it is my opinion that you don’t know the difference be- 
tween a decimal and a vulgar fraction.” 

‘‘Oh, I hope I do,’’ modestly responded the doctor. 

‘Well, I don’t believe you do. Give me a definition, 
showing the difference. You can’t do it; I defy you!” 

‘‘ Nelson,’’? responded the doctor, ‘‘I am not good at 
definitions ; I never was; but I can give you an illustra- 
tion, if that will answer.”’ 

‘‘T don’t believe you can even do that,’’ said Nelson. 

‘Well, sir,’ exclaimed Dr. H., “since you are so 
anxious, I will try: If I were cut into ten parts, any one 
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would be a decimal of the whole. If you were cut up into 
any number, any one would be vulgar.”’ 

A shout of laughter from the entire mess greeted this re- 
tort, amid cries of, ‘‘Good, Bully! the doctor’s got you!’ 
‘‘ Bully William,’’ as he was sometimes called, retired to 
his state-room, and said nothing further about decimal 
fractions. 

This anecdote, which I have given in the words of my 
friend Dr. Horwitz, who during the war acted with so 
much distinction as Chief of Bureau of Medicine and Sur- 
gery, is too good to be lost, and Iam prompted to assign 
it a place here as illustrative of Nelson’s character. I 
knew Nelson well. He was more than six feet in height, 
with broad shoulders and an immense chest, a stentorian 
voice, and the courage of a lion. Huis rough manners and 
supercilious air led him into constant broils. His end was 
a sad one. In 1862, at the Galt House at Louisville, he 
had an altercation with General Jefferson C. Davis, of In- 
diana, whom he struck in the face with his glove, and by 
whom he was shot dead a few minutes after the insult was 
offered. 


CHAP ERR s 


BENJAMIN FRANKLIN SHUMARD—WILLIAM GIBSON—ROBLEY DUNGLISON—ALDEN 
MARCH—CHARLES D. MEIGS—BENJAMIN WINSLOW DUDLEY. 


BENJAMIN FRANKLIN SHUMARD. 
1819-1867. 


In 1841, one morning as I was sitting in my office rumi- 
nating over the occurrences of the preceding day, I was 
timidly saluted by a youth who announced his name as 
Shumard, a student of medicine, adding that he had come 
to place himself under my instruction, if, as he hoped, I 
would receive him. Begging him to be seated, I took a 
keen survey of him. In stature he was about the me- 
dium height, with blue eyes, of light complexion, and of 
decidedly awkward manners. ‘‘My family,’’ he said, 
‘recently moved to Louisville from Cincinnati, and my 
father is now engaged in manufacturing blacking. We 
are poor but honest people, and my desire is to prose- 
cute in your school my medical studies begun in Philadel- 
phia.’? The youth who thus addressed me was destined, 
contrary to my anticipations, to make a figure in the 
world, and to leave behind him an enviable, if not an 
enduring name. ‘There was nothing in his appearance or 
conversation which denoted special talent. When he gradu- 
ated the following spring he gave no evidence of exceeding 
the ordinary standard; and I took for granted that little, if 
anything, would be heard of him after he left the halls of 
his Alma Mater—in a word, that he would soon be lost in 
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that he was ever fond of his profession. Shortly after he 
received his degree he opened an office in the country, at 
some distance from Louisville, and whenever he met me 
his answer to my question, ‘‘ How are you getting on?” 
was, ‘‘ Practice is an up-hill business.’? He had already 
turned his attention to the study of paleontology. ‘The 
hills near his residence abounded in prehistoric remains 
and deeply interested him. I had made a collection of 
this kind myself at the Falls of the Ohio, and on eertain 
hills twenty miles back of Louisville, which was especially 
rich in encrinites and trilobites. In these excursions I 
was accompanied by Dr. J. Cobb, Dr. Henry Miller, Dr. 
Lunsford P. Yandell, and by Dr. Clapp, an eminent natu- 
ralist of New Albany, Indiana. I have always thought 
that this collection, which was lost in the fire which 
in 1856 destroyed the University of Louisville, did much 
to develope the taste of Shumard for the study of pale- 
ontology and geology. However this may be, he found 
genial spirits in his preceptors, Cobb and Yandell, who 
were engaged in similar occupations, especially the latter, 
who had formed a valuable collection of these organic re- 
mains. A love for these pursuits of course led Shumard 
away from his profession. People will not employ a man 
that prefers his hammer and his bag to his books and his 
pocket-case; and they are wise in their decision. Frank- 
lin used to say, ‘‘Keep your shop, and your shop will 
keep you.’’ It was thus that my young disciple gradually 
drifted away from his profession, to which necessity alone 
prompted him to return. It was evident to all around 
him that his heart was not in his original vocation. His 
father, disappointed at his want of success, said, ‘‘ Benja- 
min had too many rocks in his head to have any room for 
medicine.’’ 

The frequent and prolonged excursions which this en- 
thusiast made around Louisville and into the interior of 
Kentucky soon resulted in a large and interesting collec- 
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tion of prehistoric remains, which in due time were sys- 
tematically arranged and described; and as not a few of 
these specimens were unknown, his fellow-naturalists, as 
a just tribute to his labors and researches, bestowed upon 
them the name of their discoverer—a practice usual with 
scientists. [hese explorations gradually developed a taste 
for the kindred science of geology ; and we accordingly find 
that the services of Dr. Shumard were ere long required in 
a manner highly agreeable to his desires. Dr. David Dale 
Owen, engaged in the geological survey of the Northwest- 
ern Territories, under the direction of Congress, selected 
as his assistant the young scientist, whose fitness for the 
position had been shown by his previous labors. Shu- 
mard served in this capacity for several years both in 
the field and in the laboratory ; and the value of the scien- 
tific documents issued by the government was greatly en- 
hanced by his contributions. Conjointly with his friend, 
the late Professor Lunsford P. Yandell, he furnished, in 
1847, for the Western Journal of Medicine and Surgery an 
elaborate paper entitled Contributions to the Geology of 
Kentucky, in which he attempted to show the connec- 
tion between certain geological formations and particular 
diseases. "The paper attracted much attention, and was 
widely copied by the medical and secular press. 

Other positions of trust and honor awaited Dr. Shu- 
mard. In 1850 he assisted in making a geological survey 
of Oregon ; and soon after his return home he was employed 
on the paleontology of the Red River country, in continu- 
ation of the explorations commenced by his brother, Dr. 
George G. Sliumard. In 1853 he was appointed assistant 
geologist and paleontologist in the Missouri Survey. Five 
years afterwards he was commissioned as geologist of Texas. 
He entered upon the duties of his new position with more 
than ordinary enthusiasm, for he felt that he was now a 
chief instead of a mere assistant. But, after he had been 
busy at work for two years, and was almost ready to publish 
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the Governorship of the State, superseded, and of course 
obliged to retire from the field. This proved to be his 
last effort as a public geologist. He had long sighed for 
an independent position; it had come at last, but only to 
elude his grasp. : 

Shumard was now poor. What added to his embarrass- 
ment was the fact that only a short time before he was thrown 
out of public employment he had married a young lady, 
who, although highly respectable, brought him no dowry. 
Under these circumstances the only thing he could do was 
to return to his profession. His family was settled in St. 
Louis, and he forthwith opened an office in that city and 
became a candidate for practice. Fora time business came 
slowly, but by degrees his patients increased in number 
and influence, and in consequence he drew daily a longer 
and freer breath. In 1866 he was elected Professor of Ob- 
stetrics in the University of Missouri, thus adding some- 
what to his slender income. After some time, however, his 
health broke down, and he was obliged to abandon, not 
only his chair, but his practice. A violent cold greatly 
aggravated his pulmonary trouble; and on the 14th of 
April, 1867, he breathed his last, in the forty-ninth year 
of his age, lamented by all who knew him. Many scien- 
tific societies, foreign and domestic—among others, the 
Geological Societies of London, Paris, and Vienna—had 
enrolled his name among their members, and, when the 
news of his death reached them, passed resolutions of re- 
gret at their loss. At the time of his decease he was 
President of the St. Louis Academy of Science. All of 
his contributions to scientific journals, which were nume- 
rous and varied, had a bearing more or less direct upon 
geology and paleontology, with the history of whose prog- 
ress on this continent his name will live. 

In a beautiful and highly appreciative memoir of Shu- 
mard which he published in 1870, the late Professor Yan- 
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dell says, ‘‘Among the many good and true men with 
whom it has been my privilege to be intimately associated 
in life) no name revives in my mind recollections more 
agreeable than his; hardly one recalls a disposition so art- 
less, gentle, genial, amiable, or a character so faultless. 
It is doubtful whether he has left an enemy behind him in 
the world, or ever made one in his life.’’ 


WILLIAM GIBSON. 


1788-1868. 


IT was on a hot summer morning near the close of 
our late war that, as I was sitting in my office busily en- 
gaged in writing, a sweet, pretty young girl about fifteen 
years of age, accompanied by her colored maid, gracefully 
handed me a note, which read as follows: 


My Dear Docror Gross: I am confined to my bed by an attack 
of rheumatism, and desire to consult you, at your earliest conve- 
nience, professionally. The bearer, my daughter, will explain to 
you everything about the trains for Cornwall Station, my present 
residence. 

I am, very truly, yours, WILLIAM GIBSON. 


Being busy at the moment, and finding that the case ad- 
mitted of delay, I begged Miss Gibson to tell her father 
that I would visit him the next day. Upon arriving at 
the house I was shown into a small chamber, with a soli- 
tary bed, on which lay the great surgeon extended at full 
length. I never saw a more venerable figure. ‘The long, 
white, flowing beard added grandeur and dignity to his 
pallid features, which were set off by his white head, his 
ample forehead, and his shaggy brows. His keen blue 
eyes had apparently lost none of their early lustre. After 
a cordial greeting and an interchange of civilities, I sat 
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down at his bedside and began to make some inquiries 
about his condition. But I soon found it to be quite im- 
possible to obtain anything like a connected account of 
his case. After answering a few questions he invariably 
broke the thread of my inquiries by making irrelevant 
remarks, descanting upon the beauties of an Alderney 
cow, or quoting some passages from Ovid, Horace, 
or Virgil. His rheumatism seemed, at all events for a 
time, to have vanished, leaving his mind at liberty to 
wander whither it listed. By dint of exertion, however, 
I was at length enabled correctly to diagnose the case, and 
I suggested a course of treatment, consisting mainly of an 
occasional dose of Dover’s powder and the proper regula- 
tion of the diet. By this time more than an hour had 
elapsed—an hour to me full of interest on account of the 
exalted position and the eccentric conduct of my patient. 
The servant now called me to tea, and at the table I had 
the pleasure of again meeting, along with her elder sister, 
the young lady who brought me her father’s message on 
the previous day. ‘The meal being over, I returned to my 
patient and took my leave of him, wishing him a speedy 
restoration to health. He had been confined to his bed 
for some weeks, and spoke discouragingly of his recovery, 
as he had long been a victim of rheumatism, which often 
rendered his life miserable. I never met Dr. Gibson again 
until I saw him in his coffin, at the house of his son-in- 
law, Professor John J. Reese. He died at Savannah, 
Georgia, March 2d, 1868, aged eighty years. The occa- 
sion was rendered doubly solemn for me, as I was one of 
the pall-bearers, my colleagues being Isaac Hays, René 
La Roche, and George W. Norris. Only a few of the 
professors and not one student of the University of Penn- 
sylvania attended the funeral. 

He occupied the chair of Surgery in the University 
of Pennsylvania from 1819, when he succeeded Physick, 
until 1855, in which year advancing age and increasing 
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infirmities constrained him to retire to private life. His 
successor was Henry H. Smith. Gibson was an able and 
impressive lecturer, and never failed to command the 
attention of his class. His characteristic qualities were 
clearness, accuracy, and earnestness. He made no pre- 
tensions to eloquence. For illustrating his course he had 
a large cabinet and numerous diagrams, many of them 
the work of his own hands. His models of hernia 
were especially fine. He was the first to tie the internal 
iliac artery; and, although the case terminated fatally, 
his example was soon followed by other surgeons, who 
had hesitated to undertake the operation. He handled 
his knife with great skill, and was one of the foremost 
operators of his day. His practice was never large, either 
as a surgeon or as a physician, owing, it is alleged, to the 
fact that he was never popular with the profession of 
Philadelphia. His greatest feat, a feat which has made 
his name widely known in Europe as well as at home, was 
the performance of the Czesarean section twice upon one 
woman, saving mother and child in both instances. 

In 1824 Gibson published The Institutes and Practice of 
Surgery, which was designed mainly as a text-book for his 
pupils. The work, however, had a wide circulation, and 
at the time of the author’s death had reached its sixth 
edition. The later editions were marked improvements 
upon the earlier, which were inexpressibly meagre. In 
fact, the work was never up to the existing state of the 
science. Its great merit was the remarkable clearness of 
its style. In 1841 appeared his Rambles in Europe, a 
duodecimo volume, comprising sketches of prominent sur- 
geons, physicians, medical schools, hospitals, and literary 
personages. The book is written in a pleasant, chatty 
vein, and attracted considerable attention. In Europe it 
was severely criticized on account of what, in many in- 
stances, the medical press regarded as breaches of confi- 
dence and private hospitality. 
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Gibson was born in Baltimore March 14, 1788. He was 
an excellent classical scholar; and he always retained his 
fondness for the Latin poets, of which, so prodigious was 
his memory, he could recite page after page. Ovid, Horace, 
and Virgil were his favorites. His medical education was 
received at the University of Edinburgh. His thesis, de- 
scriptive of necrosis, was written in Latin, and was much 
admired for its classical style and for the accuracy of its 
delineations. After he left Scotland he continued his 
studies in London and Paris, where he made the acquaint- 
ance of the masters in medicine and surgery. He was a 
particular admirer of Sir Charles Bell, who afforded him 
special facilities for the study of military surgery. One of 
his most celebrated exploits after his return from Europe 
was the extraction of some wadding and other foreign 
matter from the shoulder of General Scott, who had been 
wounded at the battle of Lundy’s Lane in Canada, and 
who had experienced for years much suffering in conse- 
quence of the inability of the parts to heal. 

It is said that one should not speak ill of the dead. 
Far be it from me to do so; but I cannot ignore the fact, 
known to most of his professional contemporaries, that 
Gibson was not an amiable man. His ill temper often 
betrayed him into unkind expressions, even in the lecture- 
room. My acquaintance with him was slight, and I 
was therefore not a little surprised when I received the 
message to visit him at his country residence. An old 
friend, to whom I mentioned this fact, exclaimed, ‘‘ Don’t 
you know that he has no friends in the medical profession 
of Philadelphia?’ I have reason to believe that Gibson 
had a warm regard for me, and that this was why he 
asked for my advice. In 1855, when he resigned his 
chair in the University of Pennsylvania, he strongly ad- 
vocated my claims as his successor; and he subsequently 
told me that he would have been very glad if I had con- 
sented to become a candidate for the place. 
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Gibson often indulged in offensive language against his 
opponents. McClellan, Mitter, and Pancoast were espe- 
cially obnoxious to him; and Granville Sharp Pattison 
also came in for a share of his dislike. Against Dr. Pot- 
ter, of Baltimore, once a colleague of his, he had a bitter 
feeling. Potter was the editor of the Maryland Lyceum, 
a medical journal; and in speaking of him Gibson took 
delight in emphasizing the syllable Zy., in reference to 
Potter’s well-known infirmity. Gibson was a non-believer 
in the feasibility of extirpating the parotid gland, and be- 
fore his own class he openly accused McClellan of falsehood 
for having asserted that he had repeatedly performed the 
operation. For a long time there was a warm controversy 
on this subject between the rival schools, in which Pattison 
at length took an active part in favor of McClellan. Some 
ten years afterwards Gibson and McClellan became par- 
tially reconciled; and after the latter had withdrawn from 
the Jefferson Medical College he was invited to witness an 
extirpation of the parotid, in the University of Pennsy]l- 
vania, in the presence of the class and of many physicians 
who had come to see the “‘fun.’’? The tumor was skilfully 
removed; and when the operation was over Gibson, turning 
towards the audience, remarked, ‘‘ Gentlemen, I have per- 
formed what is generally called extirpation of the parotid 
gland; but it is not an extirpation of that gland. The 
mass I have removed is only a tumor overlying that gland, 
not the gland itself’? ‘‘Gentlemen,’’ said McClellan, 
‘‘my distinguished friend has extirpated the parotid gland, 
but, unfortunately, he does not know it’’—a remark which 
caused convulsions of laughter in the large assembly. 
McClellan is said to have performed this operation alto- 
gether eleven times. The friendship thus patched up be- 
tween the two surgeons did not last long. ‘The pamphlet 
which Pattison wrote in defence of his colleague was 
widely circulated, and from its piquancy attracted much 
attention. 
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Dr. Gibson had a son, Charles Bell Gibson—named 
for Charles Bell, the physiologist—who settled in Rich- 
mond, Virginia, in the Medical College of which he was 
for a time Professor of Surgery. At the outbreak of the 
war he espoused the Southern cause, became dissipated, 
and soon after the collapse of the Confederacy died in a 
state of destitution. He had inherited his father’s valuable 
collection of morbid specimens, especially rich in bones, 
which was sold after his death to the Army Medical Mu- 
seum at Washington for the small sum of eleven hundred 
dollars. It had been previously pledged for debt to Dr. 
Cullen, an old friend. 


ROBLEY DUNGLISON. 
1798-1869. 

Or all the colleagues—nearly forty in number—with 
whom I have been associated, Robley Dunglison was by 
far the most learned. His range of knowledge was almost 
encyclopzedic. With his vast acquisitions he combined 
remarkable clearness of intellect and soundness of judg- 
ment. Even at the Green Row Academy, where he 
received most of his early classical education, he was 
distinguished for rapid progress in learning, and for sys- 
tematic habits. Whatever seemed to him to be of special 
importance he faithfully recorded in his note-books, which 
were remarkable for their neatness and for the extent and 
variety of their contents. His after-years were given up 
to literary toil. 

The Human Physiology, originally rejected by our Phil- 
adelphia publishers, was issued at Boston in 1832, and at 
once assuined a high rank as a class-book for students, 
superseding the work of Bostock and other authors. Rob- 
ert Walsh, the editor of the Philadelphia Gazette, an in- 
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fluential literary paper, wrote a lengthy and interesting 
notice of it; and the medical press of the country spoke of 
it in terms of high praise. At the time of the author’s 
death the work had reached its seventh edition. Its great 
merit consisted in the fact that it was always abreast of 
the science of which it treated, while its style was so 
lucid as to adapt it to the comprehension of the hum- 
blest intellect. What Albert von Haller’s great work 
accomplished for physiology in Europe in the eighteenth 
century Dunglison’s accomplished for it in America in 
the nineteenth. Each affords a complete summary of 
the literature of the science at the time at which it was 
written. Each is rich in learning, accurate and logical in 
its statement of facts, exhaustive in matter, and philo- 
sophical in its deductions. Each marked an era in the 
history of physiology. As works of reference they can 
never die. 

His Medical Dictionary, one of his earliest productions, 
and a work of marvellous labor and erudition, earned him 
a world-wide reputation. During his lifetime it passed 
through numerous editions, each of which was a great 
improvement upon its predecessor. ‘The last edition issued 
before his death contained more than six thousand new 
terms and subjects not included in the previous edition. 
Under the judicious supervision of his son, Dr. Richard 
J. Dunglison, the Dictionary, which is without an equal in 
English medical literature, is destined to live for an indefi- 
nite period. 

The Physiology and the Dictionary were followed in 
rapid succession by treatises on Materia Medica and Thera- 
peutics, Hygiene, the Practice of Medicine, and New 
Remedies, all of which, except that on Hygiene, passed 
through numerous editions, and were long used as text- 
books in our schools. Dunglison seemed to possess the 
happy faculty of discerning the needs of the profession; 
hence the unwonted success of his books. Besides the 
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labor involved in the composition of these works and in 
the preparation of ever-recurring new editions, he was 
copiously contributing to the periodical press, medical and 
lay, and editing Forbes’s Cyclopedia of Practical Medicine 
and several other foreign works. He was the founder and 
publisher for five years of the American Medical Library 
and Intelligencer, a serial devoted to the reissuing of foreign 
works and to the dissemination of medical news. ‘This 
enumeration but faintly indicates the amount of his literary 
labor. It would take more space than I can afford even to 
mention the titles of his minor productions. The cele- 
brated Dictionary for the Blind, in raised type, on the 
basis of Worcester’s English Dictionary, was written 
jointly by him and by William Chapin, Principal of the 
Pennsylvania Institution for Instruction of the Blind. 
This was the first work of its kind, on a large scale, pub- 
lished in this country, and it has been an inestimable 
boon to those for whom it was prepared. He took a deep 
interest in the insane poor, and wrote several valuable 
articles on the importance of providing for them suitable 
asylums. Dunglison never wrote an unkind paragraph 
against any human being in or out of the profession. 
He shrank from acrimonious disputation, and he did all 
he could to discountenance and repress it. He was emi- 
nently a man of peace; a gentleman in all the relations 
of life, with a heart full of the warmest sympathy for all 
living creatures. His sensitive nature never allowed him 
to engage in physiological or other experiments involving 
the infliction of pain or the destruction of life. Like his 
great prototype, Von Haller, he could not bear the sight 
of blood. ; 
Dunglison was born in 1798, at Keswick, a small town in 
Cumberland, England, famous for the beauty of its scenery 
and as the residence of the Lake poets. He was origi- 
nally intended for mercantile pursuits, and would probably 
never have entered the medical profession if it had not 
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been for the unexpected death of his uncle, Joseph Robley, 
a wealthy West Indian planter, for whom he was named. 
Having studied the classics and the mathematics, and 
made himself a master of English composition—a subject 
too much neglected in our seminaries of learning—he com- 
menced the study of medicine under a village physician 
in the seventeenth year of his age, and afterwards attended 
lectures at Edinburgh and Paris, as well as some private 
courses in London. He passed his final examination in 
1819 at the Royal College of Surgeons and at the Society 
of Apothecaries. His medical degree was obtained, by ex- 
amination, from the University of Erlangen. His early 
predilections, probably derived from his intercourse with 
Mr. Haden, a celebrated London obstetrician, induced him 
to select midwifery as his future occupation; and in May, 
1824, he publicly announced a course of lectures upon that 
subject. Before, however, he could carry his design into 
effect, a circumstance occurred which completely changed 
his plans as well as his future destiny. He accepted an 
invitation from Mr. Jefferson, the founder of the Univer- 
sity of Virginia, to take a seat in the Faculty of its medi- 
cal school as Professor of Anatomy, Physiology, Surgery, 
Materia Medica, Pharmacy, and the History of Medi- 
cine—a boundless field for a man hardly twenty-six years 
of age. Surely the great ex-President, with all his phil- 
osophy and learning, could not have had a just conception 
of what he was doing. Fortunately, after the arrival of 
the young Englishman in this country, several of these 
branches were lopped off; and Anatomy and Surgery were 
replaced by Medicine, as better adapted to his taste and 
ability. Owing to adverse winds, the vessel in which 
Dr. Dunglison and his little family were passengers did 
not reach our shores until nearly three months after 
her departure, a fortunate event, as it enabled him to 
increase his resources for his appointed work. After a 
residence of nine years at the University, during which 
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he enjoyed the highest social position in the charming 
society of Charlottesville, and the friendship and confi- 
dence of Jefferson and Madison, to the latter of whom he 
had dedicated his Physiology, and whom he was called 
upon to visit during his last illness, Dunglison accepted 
the chair of Materia Medica and Medical Jurisprudence in 
the University of Maryland, and thus became a citizen of 
Baltimore. The small fees—fifteen hundred dollars a year, 
with a dwelling-house—did not enrich him; nor was his 
income in his new home such as to induce him to accept 
the position asa permanency. ‘The trustees of the Jefferson 
Medical College, knowing of what great value he would 
be in building up their institution, appointed him to the 
chair of the Institutes of Medicine; and the following au- 
tumn he removed to Philadelphia, which became his future 
home—a change alike beneficial to himself and to the in- 
stitution which has since played so conspicuous a part in 
the public medical teaching of this continent. 

Dunglison, on his arrival in Philadelphia, found dissen- 
sions in the school, the outgrowth mainly of jealousy and 
personal bickering; and he was therefore not sorry when, 
in 1841, it was thoroughly reorganized, and thus placed 
upon a better footing. With the reconstructed Faculty, 
embracing some of the great men in the city, the school 
rapidly grew in strength and influence. The retirement 
of Miitter, in 1856, caused the first break in the new or- 
ganization. One after another dropped out of the ranks, 
until Dunglison and Pancoast were the sole survivors. 

Dunglison died on April 1st, 1869, after six months of 
the most cruel suffering. During nearly all of this time he 
was confined to his bed, propped up by pillows, with his 
feet resting upon the floor. He could not lie down even 
for an hour. He had long been the victim of heart dis- 
ease, and no one could witness his distress without the 
deepest sympathy. Yet no murmur escaped his lips. At 
times, indeed, he was even cheerful, although he knew 
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that he was a doomed man. He had always been a great 
lover of music, and in not a few of his solitary and heavy 
hours he was cheered by the dulcet strains of his piano- 
forte. He was always glad to see his friends, and took a 
lively interest in public affairs and in the school of which 
he had so long been the pride and the ornament. 

As a lecturer, ready, fluent, entertaining, and instructive, 
Dunglison had few equals. His presence was comimanding, 
his voice mellifluous, his manner graceful. He never was 
at a loss for a word. If he had any fault, it was that he 
talked too rapidly and too much in a monotone. Perhaps, 
too, he did not make points enough. He never, as he re- 
peatedly told me, went into the presence of his class with- 
out due preparation, and the consequence was that he 
was always abreast of his subject. What a pity that all 
teachers do not pursue a similar course! As a husband, 
father, brother, neighbor, friend, there never was a kinder 
or better man. In all the relations of life he was a model. 
As a profound medical scholar, ages will probably elapse 
before the profession will have another Dunglison. His 
executive ability, his industry, and his power of endurance 
were remarkable. As Dean for many years, he performed 
his arduous duties with promptness and fidelity. He did 
not approve of frequent Faculty meetings, believing, from 
long experience, that they were prejudicial to the interests 
of the school—an opinion fully concurred in by his col- 
leagues. The fact is, he was in every respect conserva- 
tive; perhaps at times a little too much so. He thought 
that seven chaits in any college were quite enough; and 
he never could see good in an auxiliary summer school. 
He had a large, well-selected, and costly library. System 
was the great factor in his success as a writer and as a 
teacher. Practice he never coveted, and he made no effort 
to get it. He had little faith in active or heroic medica- 
tion, and had a firm conviction that Nature, assisted by 
rest, abstinence, and good nursing, was fully competent in 
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ordinary cases to dislodge disease and restore the sick to 
health. His mind was one of the best balanced I ever 
knew. In person he was about the middle height, with 
a handsome face and a noble head. He was a fluent 
talker, an insatiable reader, and a rapid writer. Daniel 
Webster said that the word ‘‘would,’’ in Rufus Choate’s 
handwriting, resembled a small gridiron struck by light- 
ning. The chirography of Dunglison was so angular and 
so crabbed that it was difficult to decipher it. Before I 
became his colleague I often received letters from him, 
which, after a cursory perusal, I generally laid aside for 
a more careful reading the next day. Printers, however, 
soon became used to his copy. 

His literary work was usually finished in the forenoon. 
He had none of the cares and anxieties of practice, and 
hence he could give free scope to his pen. Like all men 
who perform literary labor, he worked systematically and 
persistently for a number of hours daily, or until the brain 
became fatigued, when he would quit the table, and seek 
relaxation in exercise, amusement, or light reading. His 
books for consultation and reference were arranged on a 
rotary stand within easy reach, an admirable time-saving 
plan which cannot be too warmly commended. His in- 
come from his works was large; for, as before stated, most 
of them had a wide circulation. Dunglison was a member 
of many native and foreign societies, and for a time one of 
the Vice-Presidents of the American Philosophical Society. 

What rare Ben Jonson said of a contemporary may be 
applied to Dunglison : 


‘*Thou art a monument without a tomb, 
And art alive still, while thy book doth live!’’ 


The great medical lexicographer possessed, but in a 
vastly higher degree, what the great English lexicogra- 
pher ascribed to Mark Akenside, the poet-physician— 
‘‘uncommon amplitude of acquisitions.”’ 
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ALDEN MARCH. 


1795-1869. 

It was late on a Saturday evening, in the latter part of 
August, 1853, that the Montreal train reached Albany, 
New York. Myson, Samuel W. Gross, and I, after having 
spent a week at the Falls of Niagara, had gone down Lake 
Ontario and the river St. Lawrence to Lower Canada as 
far as Quebec and the Falls of Montmorency, whence in 
due time we returned to Montreal. The train on which 
we were passengers was due at Albany in time for the 
evening boat for New York; but it arrived too late, and 
we were consequently detained in that city until the next 
evening. On the whole I did not regret the delay, as it 
afforded me an opportunity of seeing my old friend, Dr. 
Alden March, a man very much after my own heart, the 
more especially as he was a self-made man, a surgeon, 
practitioner, and teacher of wide reputation, and high in 
the esteem and affection of his profession and the public. 
Accordingly, soon after breakfast the next morning, I sent 
him my card, which brought from him a regret that, inas- 
much as his family was out of town, he could not invite 
us to dinner, but he said that he would be glad to show 
us the museum of the Albany Medical College and other 
matters of interest. Although the College had been es- 
tablished only a short time, its museum was rich in ele- 
gant preparations in human anatomy, and contained many 
fine pathological specimens of much interest and value. A 
number of these specimens were illustrative of the various 
stages of coxalgia, a subject which had long occupied the 
attention of this observant surgeon, and which had lately 
been a subject of controversy between him and Professor 
Gibson of the University of Pennsylvania. Gibson, in 
common with other writers, had, in his Institutes of Sur- 
gery, asserted that this disease, in its more advanced stages, 
is generally, if not invariably, attended with dislocation of 
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the hip-joint. March justly contended that the displace- 
ment which occurs under such circumstances is not a genu- 
ine luxation, but simply a shortening of the thigh-bone 
dependent upon the absorption or destruction of its head 
along with a portion of its neck. ‘This opinion, confirmed 
by my own dissections, was based upon extensive personal 
experience and a careful examination of some of the prin- 
cipal anatomical museums at home and abroad, the result 
of which permanently settled this important question. ‘The 
College collection also contained some valuable specimens 
in comparative anatomy, many of them the contributions 
of the distinguished surgeon himself. ‘The fact is, March 
was a skilful dissector, and taught anatomy in several 
New England schools during the first ten or twelve years 
of his professional life. Hence, when he was elected to 
the chair of Surgery in 1830 in the Albany Medical Col- 
lege, he was thoroughly prepared for the successful dis- 
charge of the active and laborious duties of his office. 
He settled in Albany in 1820, and soon rose to emi- 
nence. For more than a third of a century he enjoyed 
a lucrative practice, and was looked up to as a chief in 
his department. Asan operator, he possessed great cool- 
ness and dexterity. He had an ample field for the exercise 
of his talents. Albany was a growing city; the surround- 
ing country was studded with towns and villages; and he 
was often summoned to great distances to see patients and 
to perform operations. He invented several useful surgical 
instruments, and devised, modified, or improved certain 
surgical processes. As a teacher, although not brilliant, 
he was instructive, painstaking, and well grounded in 
knowledge. His pupils were warmly attached to him; 
and the Albany Medical College was indebted to him for 
much of its prosperity. 

March was born at Sutton, Massachusetts, in 1795, 
studied medicine with an elder brother, an army surgeon, 
and graduated in what was formerly the Medical Depart- 
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ment of Brown University. He was a member of many 
of the more respectable medical societies of the United 
States, received the degree of LL. D. from Williams Col- 
lege of his native State, and was elected President of the 
American Medical Association in 1868. He died in 1869, 
profoundly mourned by his fellow-citizens, and universally 
regretted by the profession. In person he was tall and 
well formed, with a fine head, brown eyes, and a handsome 
face. His early life was passed upon a farm, and he nobly 
worked his way up to an exalted position. Albany had 
reason to be proud of one who contributed so much to its 
reputation. He spent his money liberally upon objects of 
charity, and was a devout Christian. He had long been 
a great sufferer from an incurable disease; and his death 
was hastened by the exposure and fatigue incident to the 
long journey which he had made a few weeks previously to 
attend the meeting of the American Medical Association 
at New Orleans. 

I have always held that March was a great surgeon, 
and such, I think, is the verdict generally accorded him 
by his surgical compeers on this side of the Atlantic. We 
are too apt to think that men who live in small towns and 
cities are not favorably situated for the performance of 
great deeds. We forget that London, Paris, Berlin, Vi- 
enna, New York, and Philadelphia produced, while their 
population was comparatively sparse, many illustrious 
men—doctors, lawyers, divines, statesmen, and artists. 
Dudley achieved his reputation in Lexington, Kentucky ; 
at Heidelberg Chelius became an illustrious surgeon; and 
in 1812, when Rush died, the population of Philadelphia 
was hardly one hundred and fifty thousand. ‘There is no 
doubt that circumstances materially assist in developing or 
repressing talent and genius; but a man who is a man re- 
acts upon circumstances, and makes them subservient to 
his own purposes. 
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CHARLES D. MEIGS. 
1792-1869. 

OF the great men with whom during a period of half a 
century I have been brought prominently in contact, I re- 
gard Charles D. Meigs, for six years my colleague in the 
Jefferson Medical College, as one of the most extraordi- 
nary, whether we consider his versatility, his learning, 
his talents, his enthusiasm, his eccentricity, his dramatic 
power, and his love for his profession, or the reputation 
which he attained as an obstetric practitioner, as an au- 
thor, and as a teacher. He was one of those men who 
excel in whatever situation of life they are placed. In 
person he was of middle height, slender, and erect, with 
a thin, sallow visage, slightly reddish whiskers, light eyes, 
and a large, well-formed head, with but slight tendency to 
baldness even in advanced life. His manners were warm 
and genial, and he had a cordial welcome for every one 
who properly approached him. His voice had little com- 
pass, and was attended with a kind of ‘‘squeakiness,’’ par- 
ticularly noticeable in the lecture-room, which rendered it 
decidedly disagreeable. For this reason it was often dif- 
ficult fer pupils who sat upon the back seats to hear or 
understand him; and yet, despite this defect, Meigs was 
an exceedingly interesting lecturer. He abounded in 
anecdotes and odd sayings, and had a peculiar way of 
making and stating his points. He never wearied his 
students; and in only one instance did I hear a pupil 
say that he had not been instructed or materially bene- 
fited by his prelections. His mode of lecturing was con- 
versational, not at all rhetorical. His habit was to walk 
around the arena of the amphitheatre, when he was not 
engaged in demonstrating, with one hand in his pocket 
and the other on the railing, earnestly talking as it were 
to the group of young men immediately before him, appa- 
rently forgetful that he was in the presence of anybody 


340 SKETCHES OF CONTEMPORARIES 


else. Like Rufus Choate, who, it is said, seldom lost a 
case argued before a jury, Meigs always aimed to make a 
strong personal impression; or, in other words, to place 
himself in intimate personal relations with his pupils, thus 
flattering their vanity by inducing the belief that, if they 
were not special favorites, he at all events took a particular 
interest in their welfare. Such a mode of lecturing pos- 
sesses great advantages, and is sure to be popular, for by 
it the whole audience cannot fail to be benefited and 
enlightened. On certain occasions Meigs was eminently 
dramatic, and seemed almost to be inspired. The atten- 
tion of the students was completely on the stretch, and 
loud and repeated applause would break forth to diver- 
sify the exercises. What could have been more graphic 
than his account of Adam when he found Eve in labor? 
or of Eve herself as she was passing through the pangs 
of parturition? or of the dressing of the baby? or of 
the first joys of maternal love? Assuredly these scenes 
could not have been more vividly portrayed upon canvas 
than by the word-painting of the lecturer! ‘They never 
can be forgotten. He spoke of the pelvis as a divine 
idea. Meigs possessed all the requisites for success upon 
the stage—remarkable powers of mimicry, great enthusi- 
asm, and a strong perception of the ludicrous. In the 
lecture-room he was the best actor I have ever seen; and 
it is deeply to be regretted that there are not more of such 
teachers in the amphitheatre, especially in the afternoon, 
when the student, exhausted by the fatigues of the day, 
finds it difficult to keep awake. 

The lack of system in his lectures was conspicuous. 
Owing to this circumstance he often repeated himself, and 
at times wandered sadly away from his theme. Interest- 
ing as these digressions generally were, they did not fail 
to detract from his merits as a public teacher, and thus 
occasionally to form the subject of severe criticism on the 
part of some of his more intelligent pupils. 
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Prejudice was an element deeply rooted in his character. 
Thus, for instance, he was a violent opponent of the use 
of chloroform as an anesthetic. His opposition to it was 
founded, not upon personal experience, but upon the re- 
ports of medical journalists, who inconsiderately exag- 
gerated its evil effects. Soon after the discovery of this 
agent by Sir James Y. Simpson, of Edinburgh, Meigs 
had four sheep brought into the amphitheatre, in order 
to afford his class, as he alleged, a practical illustration of 
its dangers. Each animal died—whether by accident or 
design is not known. But from such an experiment there 
was of course no appeal; the sheep had perished, and 
chloroform had done the work. He knew that I much 
preferred chloroform to ether, and he seldom met me on 
clinic days without exclaiming, ‘‘ Well, Gross, are you 
going to administer chloroform this morning?’ ‘‘Cer- 
tainly, my dear friend,’? was the invariable answer. 
‘Phen. by , I hope you will kill your patient!’ was 
the invariable rejoinder. On such occasions I often twitted 
him about his murdered sheep, adding, ‘‘ You will find it 
hard when you die to pass the gates of St. Peter, opposed 
as you will be by vast flocks of sheep, the family, friends, 
and descendants of those you so unceremoniously and un- 
kindly immolated upon the altar of science by purposely 
giving each an overdose of chloroform.’? A hearty laugh 
always followed this interchange of pleasantry as each 
turned away to attend to his business. 

Meigs was all his life a non-believer in the infectious 
nature of puerperal fever, notwithstanding that for a time 
numerous facts demonstrative of the incorrectness of his 
belief almost daily stared him in the face. One Philadel- 
phia obstetric practitioner alone had during one season in 
rapid succession nearly thirty cases of this disease, trace- 
able from one house to another, the result beyond ques- 
tion of direct inoculation. Although Meigs saw some of 
these cases in consultation, he could not perceive the re- 
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lation of cause and effect between this sequence and in- 
fectious communication; but the attending physician did, 
and he was obliged to leave the city in search of another 
field. Professor Oliver Wendell Holmes’s admirable mono- 
graph on this disease failed to convince him, and he finally 
died a non-contagionist. 

Meigs was undoubtedly conscientious in whatever he 
did. He was not slow in reaching conclusions, and was 
firm in maintaining them. He was of a warm tempera- 
ment, and was inclined, I have sometimes thought, to 
make his wishes bend to his will, his practice to his pre- 
conceived notions. He was a strong advocate of the use 
of the lancet, and I have it from good authority that he 
sometimes carried the abstraction of blood to an irrational 
extent. 

Meigs was descended from New England stock. His 
ancestors, as we are informed by his son, Dr. J. For- 
syth Meigs, were people of moderate possessions, who, as 
farmers, manufacturers, and hatters, ‘‘ were well inured 
to daily labor, and to habits of simplicity and economy.’’ 
Piety was one of their characteristic traits. We find, for 
example, such names among them as Silence and Submit, 
who were twins of his great-grandfather, born in 1711; 
these were given, it is said, because on the arrival of the 
first the father said ‘‘ Silence!’ to check any undue re- 
joicing of the family; and on that of the second, moved 
by his patient spirit, he said ‘‘Submit!? The name of 
the grandfather of Charles was Return Meigs; and his own 
middle name was bestowed upon him in remembrance of 
an uncle, who had been called Delucena after a Spanish 
gentleman. His father, who seems to have been a man 
of considerable scholastic attainments, was for some time 
Professor of Mathematics and Natural Philosophy at Yale 
College; and subsequently he assisted in founding the Uni- 
versity of Georgia at Athens, of which he was the first 
president. Charles was born in February, 1792, in the 
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island of St. Georges, one of the group of the Bermudas. 
In 1809 Meigs graduated in the University of Georgia. He 
then studied medicine under Dr. Thomas Hanson Marshall 
Fendall, with whom he remained three years, serving as 
apothecary boy as well as apprentice, and performing for 
his master various kinds of labor, such as bleeding, cup- 
ping, blistering, and manufacturing a certain plaster, ‘‘ of 
which he used to make, with long-suffering watchfulness 
and stirrings, great quantities.’? Afterwards he attended 
the lectures in the University of Pennsylvania, which in 
1817, two years after his last course, conferred upon him 
the degree of M.D. Selecting Augusta, Georgia, as his 
place of residence, he soon acquired business; but, owing 
to the aversion of Mrs. Meigs to the institution of slavery, 
he remained there only two years, when he settled per- 
manently in Philadelphia. ‘The loss of his first patient, 
which occurred soon after he began practice, was to him 
a source of indescribable misery, over which, in after life, 
he used to be greatly amused. The patient was a person 
of considerable influence, the subject of an attack of fever, 
for which the youthful doctor, in conformity with the 
practice of the day, freely bled and purged him, and thus. 
no doubt helped to ease him of his sufferings! It was 
the custom in that part of the country, when a person of 
any note died, for the physician to walk in the funeral 
procession. Meigs, as I heard him more than once relate 
the story, would rather have been flogged than have been 
seen in such a position; but there was no escape for him. 
He had to go; and as he marched along he thought that 
all eyes were turned upon him, and that the treatment of 
his late patient was the subject of general comment and 
criticism. Of course he considered himself ruined for life, 
and was accordingly most wretched until he found that the 
case had not only done him no harm, but had actually been 
of service to him in introducing him into business. The 
manner in which he used to describe this scene was most 
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ludicrous, and afforded a happy illustration of his dramatic 
powers. 

During his residence at Augusta a malady, supposed to 
have been what was then called peripneumonia, prevailed 
somewhat extensively, with considerable mortality, and 
caused great alarm among its inhabitants. The father 
of Dr. Meigs, writing in 1816 to his friend Dr. Drake, of 
Cincinnati, says, ‘‘ My son Charles, who is a physician at 
Augusta, tells me that the diseases there are most exceed- 
ingly sthenic, so much so that he has frequently been com- 
pelled to bleed four, six, eight, and once thirteen times.’’ 
Now it is not more than sixty miles direct from Augusta 
to Columbia, South Carolina, where, the son informs the 
father, the constitution of the atmosphere is so asthenic 
that one bleeding is often sufficient to produce death. 

Practice came to Dr. Meigs very slowly in Philadelphia, 
and it was only by the strictest economy that he was able 
to keep his head above water. His wife’s family, although 
very respectable, was of no service in securing him busi- 
ness, and several years elapsed before he began to float 
upon the surface. These years were not spent in idleness 
or in indifference, but in hard professional study, in the 
acquisition of general literature, and in a review of his 
classical knowledge. He also busied himself in drawing 
and in modelling in wax, accomplishments which he found 
serviceable afterwards in illustrating his lectures. He 
gave way to no repining, to no misgiving; he knew that 
it was only necessary for him to wait, to work, and to be 
patient. He had the future in his grasp. He gradually 
collected around him a coterie of genial medical friends, 
who remained true to him during the remainder of his 
life. He displayed his powers as a debater in the Phila- 
delphia Medical Society and in the College of Physicians 
of Philadelphia; became one of the editors of the North 
American Medical and Surgical Journal; delivered for 
several years lectures on Midwifery in what was known 
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as the Philadelphia School of Medicine; and in 1831 
published a translation of Velpeau’s celebrated treatise 
on Midwifery. His first original work was Philadelphia 
Practice of Midwifery, which appeared in 1838 in a duo- 
decimo volume of less than four hundred pages. Four 
years afterwards this work was reproduced, greatly im- 
proved, in the form of a large octavo. It was followed in 
1847 by Woman, Her Diseases and Remedies, written in 
the form of letters addressed to medical students; and in 
1849 by Obstetrics, the Science and the Art, a continuation, 
with additions and emendations, of his former treatises upon 
this subject. In 1850 he published a small volume on Cer- 
tain Diseases of Children; and in 1854 a treatise on Acute 
and Chronic Diseases of the Neck of the Uterus. In the 
same year he produced an elaborate work on Childbed 
Fever. He contributed to the Transactions of the Ameri- 
can Medical Association an able paper on Fibroid Tumors 
of the Uterus; and translated a Treatise on the Diseases 
and Special Hygiene of Females, by Colombat de 1’ Isére, 
which was a closely-printed octavo volume of more than 
seven hundred pages. Many of these works reached a 
second, and some a third, if not a fourth, edition. The 
question may well be asked, How did this man accomplish 
all this vast labor? Our astonishment is increased when 
we reflect upon the fact that he had for many years an 
immense practice in obstetrics, and that he was for a long 
time the acknowledged leader in this branch of the pro- 
fession, not only in Philadelphia, but in the United States. 
Meigs wisely improved his time. He took care of the 
minutes, and let the hours take care of themselves. It 
was his wont when he was called to a case of labor to 
carry his pen and paper with him, and to write in an ad- 
joining room until his services were needed. He rarely 
frequented the social circle; and, although he was for a 
number of years a member of the Wistar Party and of a 
medical club, he was seldom seen at their meetings. 
2—44 
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In 1841 Meigs was appointed Professor of Obstetrics and 
of the Diseases of Women and Children in the Jefferson 
Medical College of Philadelphia, a position which he filled 
until the spring of 1861, when he retired from public life, 
and in great measure from practice. He had resigned his 
chair one year previously ; but he was induced, at the ear- 
nest entreaty of his colleagues, by whom he was greatly 
beloved, to lecture another session, inasmuch as the person 
who had been elected as his successor was unable, by 
reason of ill health, to enter upon his duties. He now, 
like a wise man, bought for himself a small farm, some 
twelve miles from the city, which he called Hamanassett, 
after a little stream in Connecticut, hard by where his fore- 
fathers had settled, erected a house and other buildings, 
and gave himself up to agricultural pursuits, the contem- 
plation of philosophy, and the recreations of literature. 
For the first few years he occasionally came to town to 
prescribe for some of his old patients and familiar friends ; 
but even this business became irksome to him, and his 
visits grew gradually less and less frequent, until at length 
even his children and grandchildren seldom saw him. It 
was in this retired and tranquil spot that death overtook 
him. Only two days before the event he presided at a 
Sunday dinner with his accustomed grace and vivacity, 
attended by two of his sons from distant parts of the coun- 
try. On the morning of the 22d of June, 1869, when all 
nature was redolent of life, and the air laden with the 
fragrance of the rose and the honeysuckle, this great and 
good man was found dead in his bed, having apparently 
died without a struggle, at the age of seventy-seven years. 

Thus, to borrow a felicitous expression, a happy old age 
concluded his life, at once brilliant and useful. For many 
years Meigs had suffered severe pain in one of his legs, . 
but, like a Christian gentleman, seldom made known his 
ailments to excite the sympathy of his family. He was 
all his life a great reader, and was especially fond of 
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works which treated of the history of the human race. 
His favorite author was Count de Gobineau, with whom 
for a long time he carried on a correspondence, and whose 
novel, entitled L’ Abbaye de Typhaines, he translated only 
a short time before his death. Medical works he had come 
to regard with positive aversion. He never considered his 
education finished. At Hamanassett he kept regularly for 
several years a diary of the products of his farm, in which 
he noted the proper season for planting seeds, the ripening 
of crops, the nature of soils, and other matters of interest. 
He would speak with rapture of his little world. When 
asked how his new house at Hamanassett was looking, 
he would exclaim, ‘‘ Looking! By George, it looks like 
Windsor Castle!’ He often invited me to visit him at 
this spot, which added so much to the happiness of his 
declining years; but as no day was ever set for the visit 
I never went—a circumstance which I have always re- 
gretted. 

Meigs had no doubt a just appreciation of the value of 
his professional services, although it must be admitted that 
he did not place a sufficient money estimate upon them. 
His fees were generally miserably low, not at all in propor- 
tion to the time and labor bestowed upon his patients. He 
said to me one morning that he had just come from a visit 
to a lady from Texas, whom, after she had been in the 
hands of a number of prominent physicians, he had cured 
in a few weeks of a very troublesome ailment. He asked 
me what I thought he ought to charge her. I replied that 
such services ought to command at least two hundred and 
fifty dollars, if not twice that sum, especially if the lady 
was rich. ‘‘ That will never do,’’ he added. ‘‘I cannot 
in conscience take more than twenty-five or thirty dollars ;”’ 
and off he went. Such a man could not have become rich 
if he had practised medicine a hundred years. 


348 SKETCHES OF CONTEMPORARIES 


BENJAMIN WINSLOW DUDLEY. 
1785-1870. 

In January, 1841, in company with my colleague, Pro- 
fessor Daniel Drake, I visited Lexington, Kentucky, to 
gratify a long-cherished desire to see Dr. Benjamin Wins- 
low Dudley. He had occupied the chair of Anatomy and 
Surgery ever since the opening, in 1819, of the Medical 
Department of Transylvania University, and during all 
that time had very unwisely lectured nine times a week. 
Whether the motive of this undue labor was vanity, or 
what is worse, jealousy—to prevent the introduction into 
the school of an anatomist who might eventually become 
a tival—I am unable to affirm. Certain it is that it 
would have been easy to find competent men for this field 
of labor. But from the beginning of the school Dudley 
had his own way. His motto was Cesar aut nullus ; and 
it was not until late in life that he permitted Dr. James 
Bush, his late Demonstrator, to fill the chair. 

At the time to which I refer he was at the height of 
his reputation as a surgeon. He had no rival in the 
West, and, with the exception of Mott, scarcely any in 
the East. Physick had been dead for several years. Dud- 
ley’s lecture on the day of my visit was on the anatomy 
of the muscles of the forearm, and a more puerile dis- 
course I have never listened to. It would hardly have 
been creditable to a tyro in anatomy. All that he did 
was to give the origin and insertion of the muscles. He 
did not refer to their functions or to their relative posi- 
tion—matters of so great importance in a practical point 
of view. 

Dudley was well skilled in the use of the knife. He 
was an excellent mechanical surgeon, or, in other words, 
operator. Of surgical pathology he knew little or nothing ; 
certainly his teaching was far in arrear of the existing state 
of the science. His lectures on Surgery, however, were 
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always interesting, from the fact that they abounded in 
practical matter, the result of wide and ripe experience. 
His forte was lithotomy, in which he was for a long time 
facile princeps. For many years he nearly monopolized 
this department of practice, attracting from all sections of 
the Mississippi Valley patients affected with calculous dis- 
eases. It is said that he performed lithotomy altogether 
two hundred and twenty-five times, with a loss of only six 
or seven cases. I have, however, never given credence to 
this statement, because it was not verified by statistics. 
Dudley kept no record of his cases, of their sex, age, resi- 
dence, or of their condition before or after operation. As 
most of his patients came from a distance, they were all 
lodged in one building, which was in charge of an ignorant 
steward. This man acted as nurse, and when interrogated 
about the number of cases operated on in any given time 
he helplessly racked his brain for an answer. Doubtless 
the success of the surgeon was great; and one cannot help 
regretting that so much uncertainty hangs over the matter. 
Dr. Bush, who assisted in many of these operations, might 
have cleared up the mystery ; but he never did. Dudley’s 
favorite method was the lateral, which was performed with 
the gorget. 

Dudley did some good work in the ligation of arteries, 
chiefly limited, however, to those of the neck; and he 
may be regarded as the pioneer in this country in the 
use of the trephine for the cure of epilepsy dependent 
upon injury of the skull, in which his success was remark- 
able. He laid great stress upon the preparation of his 
patients in all operations involving danger—a practice 
now certainly too much neglected. His after-treatment 
was equally a matter of solicitude with him. Chicken 
and bran broths were his favorite articles of diet, and 
tartar emetic and calomel his favorite remedies for con- 
trolling excitement and correcting the secretions. In 
spinal curvature his practice was to keep the patient 
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rigidly in the recumbent posture, upon a diet barely suffi- 
cient to sustain life. He was a gteat stickler for the roller 
in the treatment of fractures and external inflammations, 
and was an expert in its application; but some of his 
pupils who were less dexterous in its employment com- 
mitted errors which led occasionally to loss of limb, of 
reputation, and even of life, followed by vexatious suits 
for malpractice. 

Dudley was one of those men who never correct the 
deficiencies of their early education. His style as a writer 
was execrable, and his thoughts were clothed in ungram- 
matical English. Some of his letters would have disgraced 
a school-boy. His contributions to surgical literature were 
limited to a few articles, consisting mainly of brief details 
of cases, published in the Transylvania Journal of Medi- 
cine. Asa teacher he was earnest and attractive. He had 
a clear, sonorous voice, with sufficient compass to be heard 
in the most remote parts of the amphitheatre. He was 
of medium height, well built, and had a good head, with 
brownish hair. He had an infusion of French mannerism. 
He was always neatly dressed, and never wore an over- 
coat or a glove, even in the coldest weather. In r84o 
he came very near losing his life from blood-poisoning, 
caused by a puncture in his hand while engaged in am- 
putating the arm of an elderly man affected with a malig- 
nant tumor. His sufferings were severe and exhausting, 
and a long time elapsed before he regained his health 
and strength. His death occurred in 1870, in the eighty- 
fifth year of his age, preceded by a state of mental imbe- 
cility bordering on fatuity. For nearly thirty years he 
had been the reigning monarch of the Medical Depart- 
ment of Transylvania University, which, in 1817, along 
with Blythe, Brown, Richardson, Short, and Caldwell, he 
organized, but which did not go into operation until two 
years later. Notwithstanding the many adverse influences 
to which it was exposed, the school was in a very flourish- 
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ing condition until the secession, in 1837, of Caldwell, 
Cooke, and Yandell, who thenceforth, with Drake, threw 
all their strength into the University of Louisville, the 
increasing prosperity of which finally led to the down- 
fall of the Lexington College. Soon after this, Dudley 
retired to private life at his country-seat, but not without 
allowing his name to head the annual announcement of 
the Kentucky School of Medicine, which was established 
as a rival of the University of Louisville, with one of his 
nephews, Dr. Ethelbert Dudley, and Dr. James Bush, his 
old and fast friend, at the head of the Faculty. 

Dr. Dudley was a native of Kentucky, and graduated 
from the Medical Department of the University of Penn- 
sylvania in 1806. In 1810 he went to Europe, where for 
four years he availed himself of the instruction of such 
masters as Abernethy, Cooper, and Cline of London, and 
Boyer, Larrey, Marjolin, and Dubois of Paris. Soon after 
his return he rose to eminence and usefulness. He had 
many private pupils, hardly one of whom became a great 
surgeon. His teachings, as I have often heard it said, 
tended rather to repress than to inspire confidence in the 
use of the knife on the part of his young disciples. He 
was not astudent. Medical books had no charm for him; 
and his practice was essentially routine. 
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GEORGE D. PRENTICE. 


1802-1870. 


I WENT to Louisville in the autumn of 1840 as Professor 
of Surgery in its medical school, and had been in the 
city only a few days when I received a call from this 
widely-known journalist, whose acquaintance I was very 
desirous of making. ‘The ten minutes he sat with me 
passed rapidly and pleasantly. Mr. Prentice was of me- 
dium stature, with a round face, dark eyes, and a good 
forehead. His gentle voice, genial manners, and sweet 
laugh did not correspond with the impression which I had 
derived from reading his incisive and often abusive edi- 
torials. His quick, abrupt movements denoted a man of 
great mental activity, who was not likely to put off until 
to-morrow anything that should be done to-day. After 
this interview I saw him frequently, indeed often daily, 
during the years which I spent in the delightful society 
of Louisville. After my removal to Philadelphia he did 
not fail to visit my family and to partake of my hospi- 
tality whenever he came to the East, whether on pleasure 
or on business. 

For sixteen years I was a constant reader of Mr. Pren- 
tice’s paper, the celebrated Louisville Journal; and if I had 
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suppose from the perusal of his political articles that he 
was a Mephistopheles, a fiend incarnate. But he had a 
heart as tender as that of a child. His castigations were 
a trick of the trade. He never spared his enemies or po- 
litical opponents. He took delight in unveiling the most 
secret histories of their lives. No moral anatomist or sur- 
geon ever wielded a sharper knife, or more keenly exposed 
the vital organs. He often pounced upon his adversary 
unawares. But there were times when, in apparent sim- 
plicity of heart, he forewarned him of his intentions, and 
thus afforded him an opportunity of retreating or retract- 
ing. ‘This asperity, which gave the Louisville Journal a 
national reputation, often brought upon Prentice the se- 
verest denunciations, and involved him in many bitter 
feuds and personal rencounters, in which, however, strange 
to say, he never sustained any serious injury. Cutting 
sarcasm and personal vituperation were his principal 
weapons of offence and defence. He was utterly fearless, 
if not reckless. A rival editor, during a popular excite- 
ment, sent a belligerent card to his office, and received the 
following reply: ‘‘Tell Mr. Hughes I will be down as 
soon as I have loaded my pistols.’’? It is hardly necessary 
to add that the offended gentleman was not there when 
Mr. Prentice reached the front door. On another occasion 
Prentice considered himself aggrieved by a paragraph re- 
flecting upon his conduct, and he warned the editor that, 
if he did not retract the language, he would be held per- 
sonally responsible. No apology came, and the result was 
an exchange of two shots, in which each combatant was 
slightly wounded. The only Kentucky editor who was 
anything like a match for Mr. Prentice, or who could 
successfully parry arms with him, was Shadrach Penn. It 
was not uncommon for them to abuse each other like cut- 
throats in their respective papers, and then to settle their 
quarrels over a mint julep or a glass of Bourbon, for which 
both had, unfortunately, too great a fondness. Prentice 
2—45 
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could forgive an insult, or even an attempt upon his life, 
as readily as any one. A man met him on the sidewalk, 
and deliberately fired at his heart. Prentice knocked him 
down and placed his foot upon him. ‘Get up, you ras- 
cal!’ he said; ‘‘I don’t care to kill you.’? Many years 
afterwards, at a watering-place, the assailant, now a mere 
spectre, exhausted by consumption, thanked him for his 
life. 

Preston, Connecticut, was his native town. Graduating 
at Brown University in 1823, he was for a while in charge 
of a school at Hartford, and then studied law; but, find- 
ing the pursuit uncongenial to his tastes, which were 
strongly literary, he joined, in 1828, Mr. John G. Whittier 
in the management of the New England Weekly Review. 
A few years afterwards he went to Kentucky, where he es- 
tablished the Louisville Journal, with which his fame is 
identified, and which he edited until a short time before his 
death. He was a brilliant writer, a wit, a humorist, a pun- 
ster, and a poet. He was the author of a Life of Henry 
Clay, with whom he was long on intimate personal rela- 
tions; of many fugitive poems; and of a book of his own 
witticisms, entitled Prenticiana, issued in 1859. For many 
years he was identified with the Whig party, of which he 
was for a long time the great leader in the West. He 
espoused the Know-Nothing party, and continued, despite 
the remonstrances of his friends, to support it until its 
downfall. At the outbreak of the Rebellion he placed 
himself on the side of the Union, and exerted all his influ- 
ence to prevent the secession of his adopted State. After 
the war was over he advocated the unconditional admis- 
sion of the Southern States. 

George D, Prentice became poor. Intemperance de- 
ranged the business interests of his Journal, and he had 
the mortification, late in life, to see it placed in other 
hands, while he himself received an insignificant salary 
as associate editor. He died at Louisville in January, 
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1870. Since that period the paper, under the name of the 
Courier-Journal, has had different editors, all of more or 
less ability, but none equal, in point of talent and wit, 
to Mr. Watterson, who has for some years been in charge 
of it. Mr. Prentice was married in 1839, if I mistake 
not, to Miss Benham, a daughter of Judge Benham, of 
Cincinnati, a warm-hearted, generous, and accomplished 
woman, by whom he had two sons. A good Life of him 
has been written by his friend, G. W. Griffin, who was our 
consul at Copenhagen. 

Mr. Prentice, in order to improve his financial condi- 
tion, became an itinerant lecturer. For this purpose he 
visited the principal cities of the Eastern and Northern 
States. But his success was indifferent; his voice was de- 
void of compass, his style was inanimate, and he seldom 
drew a full house. 


GUNNING S. BEDFORD. 
1806-1870. 


THE natne of Gunning S. Bedford will not soon die, 
although he was not a popular man with his medical con- 
temporaries, many of whom were in the habit of depreci- 
ating his talents and skill. Outside of the profession, 
however, he had many staunch and devoted friends, and 
he enjoyed for many years a large and substantial practice. 
One cause of his unpopularity was doubtless his energetic, 
enterprising disposition. It was said that he was not 
always fair in consultations, or overscrupulous in taking 
patients in charge of other physicians. Of this I know 
nothing from personal observation. In his manners he 
reminded me more of Dr. George McClellan than of any 
other person I ever came in contact with. Like the great 
Philadelphia surgeon, it was difficult for him to sit still, 
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or remain for any length of time in one place. Like 
McClellan, too, he was a constant and rapid talker, and 
had an active brain. Whatever his enemies may say of 
him, it is certain that he was a man of much ability, and 
that he achieved, despite the prejudices against him, a high 
reputation. 

A great hue and cry was raised against Bedford on ac- 
count of his college clinics. He was the first obstetrician 
on this continent who dared to take a woman into the 
amphitheatre and employ the speculum before his class. 
For this practice, which now obtains in our best schools, 
he was severely taken to task both by the medical and lay 
press of the country. The exposure was denounced as an 
outrage upon decency, and some persons went so far as to 
declare that the author ought to be indicted as a nuisance. 
A healthful reaction soon took place. The poor women 
thus treated were the best certificates of the success of the 
method. The news of their cure spread to their neighbors, 
who in turn came to swell the clientele, until at no distant 
day the gynecological clinic of Bedford became the centre 
of attraction, not only to the physicians of New York, 
but to physicians all over the country. Even some of its 
violent detractors occasionally visited the clinic, and at 
length, as might have been supposed, all opposition to it 
ceased. ‘To Bedford, therefore, is due the honor of estab- 
lishing gynzecological teaching upon a solid basis in the 
United States. Dr. White, of Buffalo, was one of the first 
to follow in the footsteps of the New York professor, not, 
however, without for a time encountering much opposition. 
There is no doubt that the clinics of Bedford greatly con- 
tributed to the general extension of the use of the specu- 
lum and to the prosperity of the University of New York, 
of which he was one of the most brilliant teachers. Before 
his class he was an enthusiast. His examinations were 
elaborate, and he took great pains to explain their results; 
but he never lost or bewildered either himself or his pupils 
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in side issues. So admirable were these lectures that I was 
often tempted to attend them when I had leisure. The 
amphitheatre was always crowded, and no one left it with- 
out feeling that he had been instructed. If Bedford had 
any fault as a clinical instructor, it was his mannerism; 
but this was a part of his nature. 

Bedford was born in Baltimore in 1806. He pursued 
his classical studies at St. Mary’s College and graduated 
in 1825. His medical degree was obtained, I believe, in 
the University of Maryland. Soon after he left his Alma 
Mater he was elected a professor in a medical school at 
Charleston, South Carolina, and afterwards in the Albany 
Medical College. In 1836 he settled in New York; and 
in 1840, on the organization of the Medical Department 
of the University of New York, he was appointed Pro- 
fessor of Midwifery and of the Diseases of Women and 
Children—a position which he occupied until within a 
few years of his death, when ill health compelled him to 
relinquish it. 

In 1850, as Mott’s successor in the chair of Surgery, I 
became associated with Bedford. He received me most 
cordially ; and I spent many happy hours with him and - 
with his amiable family during my short residence in New 
York. He had always agreeable company about him; and 
his little dinners were of a vecherché kind, composed of 
choice viands, well prepared and well served. A lady of 
Charleston, a grateful patient, had sent him that winter 
half a dozen mast-fed hams, of delicious flavor and tender 
fibre, such as might well have provoked the envy of an 
epicure. 

Bedford was the author of two works of note in their 
day—the one a systematic treatise on Midwifery, and the 
other Lectures on the Diseases of Women. Even now 
they are much consulted by the profession. ‘They are the 
more valuable because they are based upon prolonged per- 
sonal observation. ‘he ample opportunities afforded by 
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the gynzecological clinics of the University of New York 
are here appropriately utilized. The style of these works 
is at once lucid and graphic. 

Dr. Bedford was of medium height, with a good head, a 
handsome countenance, and agreeable manners. He was a 
gay flatterer, courted popularity, and was a decided favorite 
with women. He died in 1870, after having suffered for 
several years from the effects of apoplexy, which caused a 
halt both in his speech and in one-half of his body a few 
months before his death. I met him for the last time at 
Long Branch. He wasa wreck. He was restless, sought 
solitude, and was disinclined to converse. Evidently he 
was ill at ease with his condition, well knowing what it 
foreshadowed. He left an estimable wife and several sons. 
One of his sons was elected, at an early age, to a judge- 
ship in the city of New York; his fearless conduct on the 
bench displeased the rowdies, and when his term of office 
expired he was not renominated. Another son is a member 
of the medical profession. 

During the early part of his connection with the Uni- 
versity of New York Dr. Bedford delivered an introductory 
lecture. A few days afterwards this lecture became the 
subject of severe criticism and animadversion on account 
of the fact that it had been largely copied, verbatim et liter- 
atim, without acknowledgment, from a volume on Popular 
Physiology by Dr. Southwood Smith, a recent English 
writer, whose book was in the hands of many physicians 
on this side of the Atlantic. The address and the bor- 
rowed matter appeared in full in the New York Herald in 
double columns; and one may well imagine with what 
avidity the paper was read by the profession and the pub- 
lic. How the inverted comma happened to be omitted in 
the printed copy was never explained. Inasmuch as Bed- 
ford was an able writer, the plagiarism was inexcusable. 
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GEORGE C. BLACKMAN. 
1819-1871. 

In 1854 Dr. Blackman succeeded Dr. Baxley in the 
chair of Surgery in the Medical College of Ohio. He was 
a native of Newtown, Connecticut, and a graduate of the 
College of Physicians and Surgeons of the City of New 
York, of the class of 1840. He subsequently pursued his 
studies in London, working heroically under difficul- 
ties. His means were so limited that he was compelled 
to live on twopenny rolls a day, and, to avoid the expense 
of fire, to keep himself warm with his bed-clothes. He 
worked his way back to this country on a Liverpool ves- 
sel as assistant surgeon, and soon after settled at Newburg, 
on the Hudson. There he rapidly obtained practice, wrote 
essays and reviews for medical journals, and translated 
Vidal’s celebrated work on Venereal Diseases. In 1856 
he brought out, with numerous additions and emendations, 
a new edition of Mott’s Velpeau’s Operative Surgery, a 
work in three bulky volumes, the reading of the proof 
of which alone was an immense labor. At Cincinnati he 
was an associate editor of a medical journal, and for many 
years a voluminous contributor to the periodical press. 
He was a rapid writer, a close thinker, and an acute and 
bitter critic. Naturally of an irascible, suspicious dispo- 
sition, he delighted in controversy. His sensitive mind 
could not brook restraint or contradiction, and hence he 
often did and said what in his cooler moments he deeply 
regretted. He frequently brooded over sorrows which 
had no solid foundation, and at times almost yielded to 
despair. When his sun was clear and the air genial he 
could be as cheerful as any one. A man like Blackman 
could not have been an agreeable colleague, or even al- 
ways agreeable in his own household. Men of this class, 
with unbalanced minds, moody, desponding, and variable 
as the wind, are often said to be men of genius. 
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Blackman wielded his scalpel with a bold and dashing 
hand. ‘That he was at times reckless those who knew him 
best did not hesitate to assert. He served with credit 
during the late war, rendering important services, both as 
a surgeon and as a general practitioner, to the sick and 
wounded alike in the hospital and on the battlefield. His 
lectures were unequal in merit. He was not unfrequently 
erratic, he lacked system, and he was seldom punctual with 
his class. His best lectures were clinical. He was not a 
surgical pathologist, and I take for granted that a man 
with such a temperament and such habits could scarcely 
attain a high standard in his teaching. His fees varied 
greatly—sometimes inordinately low, and at others exor- 
bitantly high. He enjoyed for years a large practice, 
but, through mismanagement, if not downright reckless- 
ness, he was often obliged to borrow money, and at last 
died poor, leaving his family destitute. One is sorry to 
be obliged to speak thus of so gifted a man. With a 
happily balanced mind, Blackman might have achieved 
fame. His vagaries were doubtless due to the fact that 
he was for a long time a martyr to dyspepsia and neu- 
ralgia; and there is reason to believe that he was not 
wholly free from the ‘‘opium habit.’ He died in 1871, 
at the age of fifty-two years. I have said that I knew 
him well. I was fond of him, and while I was not blind 
to his faults I appreciated his merits as a surgeon. When 
he was offered the vacant chair in the Medical College of 
Ohio, he came all the way to Louisville to consult me as 
to the propriety of accepting it; and I promptly advised 
him to do so. He was by far the ablest surgeon the col- 
lege had ever had. John D. Godman, who for one session 
occupied the chair, was no surgeon; and Jesse Smith, a 
narrow-minded New Englander, was more famous for the 
manner in which he held his beefsteak in his hand as he 
rode on horseback through the streets of Cincinnati than 
for surgical skill or for ability as a teacher. James Staugh- 
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ton, the son of an eminent Philadelphia Baptist clergyman, 
was a weak man, who was cut off prematurely in 1833 by 
an attack of Asiatic cholera. He was succeeded by Alban 
Smith, better known by his changed name of Alban Gold- 
smith, who was very inefficient as a teacher, although he 
possessed a moderate degree of skill and boldness as an ope- 
rator. At the time Goldsmith was brought into notice by 
Eberle he was living at Louisville, and had acquired some 
notoriety as a former partner of Ephraim McDowell, the 
ovariotomist. I saw much of him during my connection 
with the College as Demonstrator of Anatomy. He was 
vain, shallow, conceited. His lectures were largely made 
up of verbatim readings from the works of Cooper and 
other foreign authors, the needed book often lying open 
before him during his hour. After a connection with the 
school for three years, he suddenly disappeared ; and every 
one who knew him was amazed to hear that he had turned 
up as Professor of Surgery in the College of Physicians 
and Surgeons of New York. At the end of two sessions 
he was found to be a failure, and Willard Parker became 
his successor. 


ARCHBISHOP SPALDING. 
1810-1872. 


I PROFOUNDLY appreciate the charitable deeds of the 
priests and the sisterhood of the Catholic Church. I have 
seen enough of both to satisfy me that they are among the 
most unselfish and the most self-sacrificing of people, never 
wearying in doing good, always at work in relieving the 
poor and destitute, in comforting the sick and the dying, 
in erecting asylums for the orphan and the helpless, and 
in planting the standard of Christianity wherever there 
is a ray of hope of doing good. Many priests and sev- 
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eral bishops and archbishops of this church have done 
me the honor to select me as their professional adviser, 
and I have invariably found them to be considerate and 
generous, ever ready to do me a favor. I never heard 
them make an unkind remark about Protestants or the 
Protestant Churches. During my residence at Louis- 
ville I was almost in daily intercourse, as Surgeon to 
St. Joseph’s Hospital, with the Sisters of Charity; and I 
shall ever feel grateful for their devotion to my patients ; 
for the sacrifices they underwent whenever an important 
operation or a case of serious illness needed unusual care ; 
and for their kind codperation whenever I offered sugges- 
tions for the improvement of the institution. No murmur 
ever escaped the lips of these noble women. They were 
always in good humor, always kind and thoughtful, 
always intent upon the scrupulous performance of their 
duties as nurses and as Christian women. It is only of late 
years that Protestants seem to have become aware of the 
influence which the Sisters of Charity, as they are called, 
have exercised in making proselytes for their church. In- 
stead of contenting themselves with distributing tracts, 
these sisters wait on the sick, feed the hungry, comfort 
the weary, and watch at the bedside of the dying. 

This train of thought was suggested to me by the recep- 
tion from my good friend Archbishop Wood of a copy of 
the Life of M. J. Spalding, Archbishop of Baltimore, by 
his nephew, J. L. Spalding, now Bishop of Springfield, Ili- 
nois. Archbishop Spalding was for many years my warm 
personal friend. During my residence at Louisville I was 
brought into frequent association with him. I attended 
him in more than one severe illness, and he was always a 
welcome, as well as a most agreeable, visitor at my house. 
After his removal to Baltimore I met him whenever I 
visited my children in that city; and on several occasions 
I enjoyed the pleasure of his company at my table during 
his visits to Philadelphia. On one of these his grace 
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met me at breakfast with a party of distinguished ladies 
and gentlemen, among whom were Mrs. Chapman Cole- 
man and my daughter Mrs. B. F. Horwitz; Bishop, now 
Archbishop, Wood; Henry C. Carey; Daniel Dougherty ; 
and Dr. Foley, now Bishop of Chicago. Mrs. Gross was 
absent on account of illness. The Archbishop talked a 
great deal, was very facetious, and related excellent anec- 
dotes. Mrs. Coleman and my daughter added much to 
the interest of the entertainment. Mr. Carey and Arch- 
bishop Wood did not have much to say, and it was only 
now and then that Foley took part in the conversation. 
Dr. Bittinger, a chaplain in the navy, abounded in anec- 
dote. Mr. Dougherty was, as usual, full of wit and humor. 
Among the dishes was one of which Archbishop Spald- 
ing was very fond—broiled frogs—which he often ate at 
my house in Kentucky, and which, in my opinion, is 
always deserving of a special blessing. It was at this 
meeting that Archbishop Spalding gave Mrs. Coleman an 
account of a speech delivered by her father, Mr. John 
J. Crittenden, at the great Southwestern Whig Conven- 
tion assembled at Nashville in August, 1840. The speech 
seems to have been one of the Kentucky statesman’s hap- 
piest efforts. ‘‘ Though thirty years have elapsed,’’ said 
the narrator, ‘‘I have not forgotten the deep impression 
made upon my mind by one of the most brilliant and im- 
passioned bursts of oratory it has ever been my privilege 
to listen to either in Europe or America. The whole scene 
is before me now, as fresh and vivid as it was on that 
morning when I stood enraptured by your father’s elo- 
quence. I still hear his silvery voice. I still hear the 
acclamations of thirty thousand people; whose very souls 
he commanded and bore along with him throughout his 
masterly oration.”’ 

The father of Spalding was a farmer, and originally 
very poor; but long before he reached his fiftieth year 
he had become independent by his thrift and hard work. 
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His ancestors, partly English, and partly Scotch or Scotch- 
Irish, had emigrated from Maryland to Kentucky at a 
time when the latter State formed part of Virginia, and 
when it was everywhere infested by Indians, who made 
frequent incursions into the settlements of the whites, 
killing their inhabitants, burning their cabins, and carry- 
ing off their horses and cattle. The future prelate was 
born in May, 1810, on the banks of a little river known 
as the Rolling Fork, a short distance from Lebanon. He 
was one of twenty-one children. His father was mar- 
ried three times. His first wife, a sweet and gentle 
woman, had the honor of giving birth to Martin, who 
was so frail, so delicate, and so sickly that it was thought 
he could not long survive. The mother made a great 
pet of her son, treated him with much tenderness, and 
always called him her little bishop, probably never dream- 
ing that he was destined to become a burning and shining 
light in God’s sanctuary. When the boy was hardly six 
years of age the mother died, leaving him in the care 
of his eldest sister, herself a mere child, who spared no 
exertion to develop his constitution and to train him in 
the knowledge and love of God. Under her guidance 
he soon became fond of books, learned rapidly, and, in 
a single day, near the close of his eighth year, made him- 
self master of the multiplication table. At the age of 
fourteen he was appointed, by Father Byrne, the founder 
of St. Mary’s College, near Lebanon, Professor of Mathe- 
matics in that institution; and creditably, it is said, did 
the youth discharge the duties of his chair. After having 
been at this college five years, Spalding graduated with 
distinguished honor, and then entered the Theological 
Seminary at Bardstown, having long before determined to 
consecrate his life to the service of the Catholic Church. 
At the age of twenty he was sent to Rome as a student 
at the Propaganda, where, by his correct deportiment, close 
attention to his studies, and fervent piety, he soon won the 
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esteem and affection of his teachers. He had not only 
great fondness for the study of languages, but remarkable 
aptitude for acquiring a knowledge of them; and he tells 
us how delighted he was whenever he caught a glimpse of 
the celebrated Mezzofanti, who was a frequent visitor at the 
Propaganda, Who spoke more than thirty languages with 
ease and fluency, and who, it is said, could acquire a new 
language in a few days. It was not uncommon, says the 
young Kentucky student, to hear him converse in seven 
or eight minutes in seven or eight different tongues. 
Spalding was an excellent Latin scholar; and he spoke 
Italian, French, and Spanish with facility and accuracy. 
Of his progress as a student at the Propaganda, we may 
form some idea from the fact that he publicly defended for 
the doctor’s cap two hundred and fifty-six propositions, 
which were founded upon certain theological treatises and 
upon the canon law. He hurled defiance at his opponents, 
all of whom were men of great learning and ability, and 
received at the end of the contest the congratulations of 
the cardinals, who sat in judgment upon the merits of the 
disputation. From the arena he was triumphantly carried 
off by his fellow-students. ; 

Such was the student-life of Spalding in Rome. Surely 
no man of ordinary capacity could have accomplished so 
much in so short a time. His success at the Propaganda 
implies not only vast industry, but extensive erudition, 
deep thought, a well-disciplined mind, great subtilty in ar- 
gument, extraordinary courage, and an uncommon amount 
of native talent. He left the Eternal City in 1834, at the 
age of twenty-four, having been ordained priest a few days 
previously to his departure. 

His fame as a scholar and as an able and earnest theolo- 
gian had preceded his arrival in the United States. His 
first charge was the cathedral at Bardstown, from which 
he was afterwards transferred to that at Lexington, then 
known as the Athens of the West. Upon the removal 
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of the See of the diocese of Kentucky to Louisville 
Spalding was recalled to his former charge at Bardstown, 
where he remained until 1844, when he was appointed 
Vicar-General of Louisville. Here an ample field was 
opened to him. Bishop Flaget and his coadjutor, Bishop 
Chabrat, were bending under the infirmities of old age. 
Bishop Chabrat, besides, was laboring under partial loss 
of sight, which in a few years terminated in total blind- 
ness. In due time Spalding became the successor of 
Bishop Flaget; and until his appointment to the Arch- 
bishopric of Baltimore, in 1864, his life was one of inces- 
sant toil and of arduous devotion to the interests of his 
people. His popularity was very great, not only among 
the members of his own church, but among those of other 
Christian denominations. He had pleasant ways about 
him, was fond of telling anecdotes, and had a laugh that 
was almost infectious. Spalding was nearly five feet ten 
inches in height, with broad shoulders, a fine round face, 
broad and expansive forehead, a hazel eye, and a slightly 
olive complexion. His hair was bushy, and in his youth 
it was raven black. In his later years he was somewhat 
inclined to corpulency. His hands and feet were small 
and well-shaped. He was one of the most single-hearted 
men I have ever known. He had a special sympathy for 
the colored race, and after the close of the war he took 
a lively interest in establishing schools for emancipated 
slaves. His household affairs were conducted in the most 
orderly manner. System and punctuality were two of his 
cardinal virtues. He was very fond of children, often cor- 
responded with them, and was never more happy or more 
animated than when he was in their society. . He was fond 
of a good dinner, and did not always refuse a glass of wine; 
but no one ever abhorred intemperate eating and drink- 
ing more than he. During his residence in Kentucky he 
established a colony of Trappist monks, an order of priests 
for which he had great respect, founded an institution for 
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the deaf and dumb, and advocated the establishment of 
parochial schools, his heart’s wish being that every child 
in his diocese should receive the blessings of a good edu- 
cation. 

He was an indefatigable writer. He was the founder, 
and for a long time the editor, of the Catholic Guardian, 
a magazine devoted to the interests of the Church and to 
the dissemination of useful knowledge. With this maga- 
zine he retained his connection until 1858. He published 
Sketches of Kentucky, and a Life of his venerable friend 
and predecessor, Bishop Flaget, who died in 1850. His 
most elaborate production was his History of the Protest- 
ant Reformation in Germany, Switzerland, and Other 
Countries, issued, in 1860, in answer to D’Aubigné’s cele- 
brated work. His Evidences of Catholicity has passed 
through five editions. Another work which cost him 
much labor was an introduction to the translation of Dar- 
ras’s Church History. He was a copious contributor to 
the periodical press. As a lecturer he attracted large and 
attentive audiences wherever he went; and there was not 
a large city in the Union which in that capacity he did not 
visit. He had a remarkable fondness for controversy, and 
seldom failed to demolish his antagonist. Few men could 
write a more caustic, learned, or critical review. 

His health for many years was bad. He suffered much 
from disorder of the liver and stomach, which was often 
followed by great lassitude, and sometimes by severe suf- 
fering. In 1848 I attended him, along with the late Pro- 
fessor Henry Miller, of Louisville, for a violent attack 
of dysentery, which brought him almost to death’s door. 
For many weeks he was confined to his bed, and several 
months elapsed before he recovered. His last illness was 
a violent attack of bronchitis, which was contracted during 
a visit which he made to New York. For six weeks he 
struggled with this painful disease, alternately better and 
worse, until, on the 7th of February, 1872, he yielded up 
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his life at the age of sixty-two years. He succeeded Arch- 
bishop Kenrick in the See of Baltimore in 1864. In 
1865, as apostolic delegate, he convened the second na- 
tional Plenary Council at Baltimore, presiding, at the re- 
quest of the Pope, over its deliberations. It was at this 
meeting that he presented an elaborate and learned Manual 
of the American Catholic Canon Law. Five years after- 
wards he took a prominent part in the Vatican Council, 
‘(in which he urged immediate action on the subject of 
papal infallibility, but contended that it should be indirect 
and implied rather than positive and affirmed, but finally, 
in union with the other American prelates, yielded in favor 
of the latter.”’ 

I have thus dwelt at some length upon the life and 
character of Archbishop Spalding, because of the warm 
friendship that had existed so long between us, and be- 
cause I knew him to be a most upright man, zealous of 
good works. 


SAMUEL HENRY DICKSON. 
1798-1872; 

Dr. DICKSON entered the Faculty of the Jefferson Medi- 
cal College in 1858 as the successor of Dr. John K. 
Mitchell, who died the previous April. Austin Flint was 
the choice of some of its members; but the wishes of the 
Dean, who was all-powerful with the Board of Trustees, 
prevailed, and every one acquiesced in the appointment. 
Dickson was at the time a resident of Charleston, South 
Carolina, where he was remarkably popular; and as nearly 
two-fifths of our classes were drawn from beyond Mason 
and Dixon’s line, his selection was regarded, apart from 
his eminent fitness for the position, as a compliment to 
our Southern medical friends. But the war of the Re- 
bellion soon followed his appointment. Dickson warmly 
sympathized with the people whom he had so recently 
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left, and who had always so much loved and admired 
him, and the supply of Southern students was cut off. 
I have elsewhere stated that nearly two hundred left us 
in a body soon after the publication of the ordinance of 
secession. The consequence was that our income was 
greatly diminished, and Dickson, who was never rich, 
suffered more than any other member of the Faculty. 
In consequence of an indiscreet expression in an inter- 
cepted letter addressed by him to a friend in Mississippi 
he came near being shut up in Fort Lafayette. During 
these trying times he had our warmest sympathy. We 
all loved him, and did all we could to make him comfort- 
able, if not happy. After the close of the war he accepted 
the inevitable; but the Southern students were unable to 
return to our school, and Dickson remained a poor man 
when, on the 31st of March, 1872, death overtook him. 
As a practitioner he never took root in the soil of Phila- 
delphia. He had no family practice; and Philadelphia 
doctors shirk consultations if they can. His funeral was 
private. The pallbearers were his late colleagues, who 
laid him with heavy hearts in Woodlands Cemetery. 
Dickson was a graduate of Yale College, and was a fine 
scholar and an excellent writer, with an intense love for 
the beautiful in nature and in art. In many respects he 
resembled Elisha Bartlett, so distinguished thirty years 
ago as a teacher and as a writer on Fever. Both were 
men of exquisite taste, of extensive literary attainments, 
classic writers, and easy, fluent, eloquent lecturers, who 
never failed to command the attention, the love, and the 
admiration of their pupils. I knew both well. They pos- 
sessed in an eminent degree what some of the strong men 
whom I have known were destitute of—native refinement, 
gentlemanly instincts, winning manners, and high breed- 
ing. Dickson was not a clinical teacher; and his col- 
leagues willingly gave him an assistant to assume that 
portion of the duty of his chair. His work on the Practice 
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of Medicine passed through several editions, and was for a 
time extensively used as a text-book. He was the author 
of numerous brochures on medicine and other subjects, and 
he contributed much to the periodical press. His essay 
on Life, Sleep, Pain, and Death is a noted specimen of 
elegant composition. Asa colleague and as a companion 
he was equally charming. He received his medical de- 
gree from the University of Pennsylvania in 1819, and a 
few years after was appointed Professor of Medicine in the 
Charleston College. For two years he occupied the chair 
of Medicine in the University of New York. He was of 
slender form, of medium height, with a good head and 
light-blue eyes. For many years he was an invalid from 
nephralgia, for which he was obliged constantly to take 
large doses of morphia. He was seldom seen on the street 
without gloves; and in company he was a centre of attrac- 
tion. He was thrice married, and lost most of his chil- 
dren, I am told, by phthisis. 

Dickson, despite his amiability and marked refinement, 
had a singular fondness for witnessing executions. He said 
to me, a few years before his death, that he had attended 
not fewer than thirty-nine of them, and that his desire was 
to witness more! If Macaulay may be believed, even Wil- 
liam Penn was not free from a similar penchant. It is 
reported of the eccentric Selwyn that he went purposely to 
Paris to attend the execution of Damiens, who was torn 
with red-hot pincers, and finally quartered by four horses, 
for his attempt to assassinate Louis XV. As he was press- 
ing up close to the scene of action, the executioner re- 
quested the crowd to make way for him: ‘‘Cest un 
bourreau Anglats.”’ ‘‘ Non, Monsieur,’ replied Selwyn; 
‘‘je mat pas cet honneur; je ne suis gu’un amateur.” I 
have seen one man swing on the gibbet, and that sight 
was enough for me. He had choked his wife to death, 
and richly deserved his fate, which depended largely on 
the strength of my testimony. 
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SAMUEL JACKSON. 
1787-1872. 

Soon after my removal to Philadelphia I made the ac- 
quaintance of Dr. Samuel Jackson, then Professor of the 
Institutes of Medicine in the University of Pennsylvania. 
My acquaintance with him was never intimate, but I knew 
him sufficiently to appreciate his noble qualities and un- 
selfish nature. In his last illness, which for a long time 
confined him to his chamber, I visited him repeatedly, and 
was deeply impressed with his donxhomie, his intelligence, 
and his culture. Years before he died he was confined 
to his room by partial paralysis of lower extremities, but 
he was in the enjoyment of his unimpaired intellectual 
faculties. Nothing seemed to disturb his serenity. His 
condition forcibly reminded me of the lines addressed by 
Mr. Smith, of London, to Mr. Strahan, the king’s printer: 


“‘ Your lower limbs seemed far from stone 

When last I saw you walk ; 

The cause I presently found out 
When you began to talk. 

The power that props the body’s length, 
In due proportion spread, 

In you mounts upwards ; and the strength 
All settles in the head.”’ 


Dr. Jackson was a charming conversationalist. It was 
always a great pleasure to me to listen to him. His face 
was one of the most beautiful I ever saw, radiant with 
gentleness and benevolence ; his eyes were of a light blue; 
and his white hair hung in graceful ringlets over his mag- 
nificent head. At the time I became acquainted with him 
he was more than seventy years of age. His health had 
been failing for several years; but he was still able, with 
the help of a seat, to perform his duties as professor in 
the University. [he students were warmly attached to 
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him; and the school never had a more popular teacher, or 
one who was more beloved by his pupils. The hour 
occupied in his lecture passed pleasantly and rapidly ; 
there was no yawning, no scratching of the floor, no 
looking at the watch; every one was deeply interested, 
and listened to him with profound attention. Though 
always entertaining and always interesting, it may be said 
that he was a specious rather than an instructive teacher, 
a popular rather than a great one. His mind, although 
well stored with knowledge, lacked profundity. More- 
over, there was little in his day in physiology that was 
permanently settled. Hence it is not surprising that he 
should sometimes have said to his class, ‘‘ Do not accept 
what I tell you this morning as at all established. Every- 
thing may be different a month or a year hence. For the 
present it is the best I can give you.”’ 

Dr. Jackson wielded a facile pen, but he has left behind 
him little that is worthy of his name. Most of his pro- 
ductions are details of cases, with running commentaries, 
which were published in the American Journal of the 
Medical Sciences. His Principles of Medicine, issued in 
1832, was a failure, founded as it was upon the doctrines 
of Broussais, which are now regarded by scientific physi- 
cians as visionary speculations. ‘The book, of which there 
are few copies extant, was severely handled by the critics, 
especially by Dr. Charles Caldwell, of Kentucky, who re- 
viewed it unmercifully. When the edition was exhausted 
the author wisely allowed the work to perish. The mind 
of Dr. Jackson was too speculative to enable him to pro- 
duce a great work on therapeutics or the practice of medi- 
cine. 

I met Dr. Jackson but in two instances at the bedside. 
The first was a case of abdominal dropsy, accompanied by 
erysipelas of the lower extremities. ‘Two other physicians 
were in attendance, and I was called in, as a last resort, 
to give my advice as to the treatment of the latter affec- 
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tion. I was then a comparative stranger in Philadel- 
phia, and I shall never forget the cordial manner in 
which Jackson saluted me. ‘The other case was one 
of my own—that of an old Kentucky friend, a lawyer, 
who, after having been for some years in successful 
practice at San Francisco, came to Philadelphia to con- 
sult me on account of a malignant tumor in the abdo- 
men. Before he left the city, I said to him, ‘‘ You have 
come a great distance for advice. Let me beg you, before 
you go, to call in some one to examine your case with 
me. Even if he should do you no good, the visit will be 
a source of gratification to your friends.’? ‘‘Whom would 
you suggest?’ was the query. ‘‘ Professor Jackson,’’ I 
said ‘‘a physician who stands in the front of his profes- 
sion, and whom everybody knows.’’ We met the next 
morning, and I need not say that the case received a thor- 
ough investigation. As the professor rose to depart, my 
friend said, ‘‘ Dr. Jackson, what is my indebtedness to you? 
I shall leave town to-morrow, and shall probably not see 
you again.’’ ‘‘Five dollars,’? was the reply. When we 
reached the adjoining room, I said, ‘‘ Dr. Jackson, what in 
the world made you ask so small a fee? ‘he patient is 
rich, and he expected to pay you well for your services.”’ 
‘‘Well,’? was his rejoinder, and vividly do I recall it, ‘‘it 
is the Philadelphia custom; Chapman got me into 
the habit, and I have never been able to extricate myself 
from it.’ Fifty dollars would have been a proper fee, and 
it would have been cheerfully paid. 

Dr. Jackson was a native of Philadelphia, and after 
taking his degree he carried on for some time the business 
of an apothecary, attending also to a little practice. In 
1827 he was appointed assistant, and in 1828 adjunct to 
Professor Chapman, performing the duties of lecturer on 
the Institutes of Medicine. In 1835, on the separation of 
the two branches taught by his chief, he was appointed 
Professor of the Institutes, a chair which he occupied until 


374 SKETCHES OF CONTEMPORARIES 


advancing age and increasing infirmities compelled him to 
retire from the school. Dr. Francis Gurney Smith, who 
was eminently worthy of the position, succeeded him. 
Late in life Jackson married a pretty and intellectual 
Scotch lady by the name of Christie, who, after the death 
of her husband, in 1872, returned to her native country. 
The marriage was a happy one. This good man was for 
a long time a martyr to neuralgia, and he often told his 
class that there was no remedy so efficacious for the relief 
of that disease as the soft and gentle touch of a lovely 
woman’s hand. Who would not prefer such a prescrip- 
tion to every remedy that has ever been suggested for the 
cure of this painful malady? 

The funeral of Dr. Jackson was largely attended by his 
friends and professional brethren. An eloquent discourse 
was delivered on the occasion by the Rev. Dr. Beadle, and 
it made a deep impression upon his hearers. It was just 
such a discourse as a considerate clergyman would preach 
at the funeral of a good man, free from cant, and consoling 
to one’s feelings. When the eloquent divine descended 
from the stairs, I grasped his hand and said, ‘‘If I die 
before you, I hope you will do for me what you have just 
done for our deceased friend.’? ‘To this he smilingly re- 
plied, ‘Certainly ;’? but death soon snatched him away 
from us. Dr. Beadle deservedly occupied a high position 
as a pulpit orator and as an expounder of Christian charity 
and Christian duty. 


RENE LA ROCHE. 


1795-1872. 
RENE LA ROCHE was so fragile that it seemed as if a 
heavy wind might readily blow him over. It is said of 
Philetas of Cos that he was so thin that leaden weights 


BY SAMUEL D. GROSS, M.D. 375 


were tied to his heels to prevent him from toppling 
over. My friend was almost as infirm in appearance as 
he. I knew La Roche personally for more than a third 
of a century, a part of this time intimately, and during 
all this period he retained his attenuated form. He had 
frequent attacks of indisposition, seldom of severe illness, 
and was often the subject of an annoying cough. To 
look at him without being acquainted with his habits 
and natural conformation one would have supposed that 
he was gradually sinking under the exhausting influ- 
ences of pulinonary phthisis. Indeed, nearly twenty years 
before his death, his physician, Dr. Gerhard, an expe- 
rienced and skilful auscultator, told him that he was 
laboring under tubercular deposits, which would in all 
probability gradually soften and destroy his life. La 
Roche not only long outlived the period assigned for his 
decease, but died of another disease. He had naturally a 
feeble constitution, and would never have grown fat if he 
had daily consumed half a dozen pounds of beef and a 
gallon of the best milk. Yet he could endure much physi- 
cal exertion. During the latter years of his life his gait 
was often unsteady ; and it was a beautiful sight to see 
him, as he slowly moved along, resting upon the arm of 
his son, Dr. Percy La Roche, who with filial piety was 
seldom absent from his side when he took his morning 
promenade on Walnut or Chestnut Street. 

Dr. La Roche had an expressive and intellectual counte- 
nance, a handsome eye, and a good forehead, although his 
head was not very large. His highly-organized and well- 
balanced brain enabled him to perform a vast amount 
of labor. In his habits he was retiring; and he never 
seemed so happy as when he was in his library up to his 
elbow in his manuscripts. He was fond of his friends, 
and his friends were fond of him; and they can never for- 
get his pleasant social visits, enlivened as they were by 
agreeable conversation and the recital of pertinent anec- 
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dotes, of which he had a supply of rare value. He was 
a charming conversationalist, always instructive, and free 
from affectation and pedantry. He was a great reader 
of light literature, was well informed respecting passing 
events, and could talk well upon almost any subject. 

His style was perhaps at times a little diffuse; but his 
sentences were well rounded and constructed with classical 
accuracy. He was never verbose, in the true sense of that 
term, or given to rhetorical flourish. Simplicity and di- 
rectness were among his chief excellences. He wrote 
slowly, took much pains in composition, and often can- 
celled whole pages if their style did not accord with his 
fastidious taste. Every important expression or statement 
was well weighed before it went into the printer’s hands. 
He was one of the most erudite medical writers which our 
country has produced. His Yellow Fever is a monument 
of learning and of patient research, a work which has con- 
ferred the highest credit upon our profession. In my His- 
tory of American Medical Literature, published in 1876, I 
thus spoke of it: 

‘‘As a work of profound erudition, at once complete and 
exhaustive, written in a scholarly style, and evincing the 
most patient and extraordinary research, the monograph 
on Yellow Fever, by Dr. La Roche, is without a rival in 
any language. The author was at great pains and expense 
in obtaining everything that had been written upon the 
subject, and, as he himself expresses it, neglected no op- 
portunity of rendering himself practically familiar with — 
the disease of which he thus became the distinguished his- 
torian. The facts borrowed from the numerous writers 
consulted by him seem to have been verified in every in- 
stance by personal reference to their works, a task in itself 
of immense labor—enough, indeed, to cause the eye and 
brain to ache and the hand to tremble.” 

This, assuredly, is high praise, but it is deserved. His 
library on yellow fever embraced the literature of all coun- 
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tries—the United States, Cuba, Mexico, South America, 
Spain, the East and West Indies, France, Germany, Italy, 
and Great Britain. One shudders to think that after the 
death of La Roche nearly the whole of this invaluable col- 
lection was put up at auction, and scattered to the winds. 
The College of Physicians of Philadelphia obtained, it is 
true, a portion of the books; but the question may well be 
asked, Why did it not secure all of them, and thus at once 
raise a monument to the original possessor and to its own 
sense of liberality? The world is made up of inconsisten- 
cies. If the question be asked why La Roche did not give 
his collection to this Society, the oldest of the kind in the 
country, the answer is that poverty compelled him to part 
with it. 

La Roche was a liberal contributor to the periodical 
press, and for a number of years was one of the editors 
of the North American Medical and Surgical Journal, his 
associates in this enterprise having been Hugh L. Hodge, 
Benjamin H. Coates, Charles D. Meigs, and Franklin 
Bache, all men of renown in their respective pursuits. 
In 1864 he brought out a treatise on Pneumonia, in its 
Supposed Connection, Pathological and Etiological, with 
Autumnal Fevers and Malaria—a learned and elegantly 
written octavo volume of five hundred and two pages. 
The work was well received; but it never, I believe, 
reached a second edition. It was dedicated to his friend, 
Dr. Charles D. Meigs. 


EDWIN FORREST. 


1806-1872. 

I BECAME acquainted with Mr. Forrest under peculiar 
circumstances. In the summer of 1828 Professor George 
McClellan called at my office at Library and Fifth Streets, 
in this city, to ask me if on the morrow I would accom- 
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pany Mr. Edwin Forrest to the Pennsylvania Hospital, 
adding that the young actor was studying the character 
of Lear and was anxious to see a Mr. Rush, who had long 
been confined in that institution on account of insanity. 
My answer was, ‘‘Certainly ; it will afford me much pleas- 
ure to be of service, in any manner possible, to you or to 
your friend.’? Punctually at twelve o’clock, the hour ap- 
pointed for our meeting at McClellan’s house, we were 
presented to each other; and Forrest and I strolled off, 
talking pretty briskly as we passed along, to the office of 
the steward, to whom I introduced my companion. In a 
trice we were at the desired spot. Mr. John Rush was a 
son of Dr. Benjamin Rush, and had been educated for the 
Philadelphia bar, then perhaps the most famous bar in the 
United States, adorned as it was by many of the leading 
minds of the country. The case of Rush was a singularly 
melancholy one. In an evil hour the young lawyer quar- 
relled with his bosom friend, a Mr. Bingham, who occu- 
pied a high position in the social circle. A meeting took 
place soon after—in Canada, I believe—and Rush killed 
his adversary. Remorse seized him, and in a short time 
he became a victim of incurable insanity. At the time of 
our visit the insane were confined in the basement story 
of the building; and Rush was in the habit of pacing to 
and fro in the corridor, with his hands behind his back, 
engaged in incoherent mutterings, in which the word 
‘‘Bingham’’ was conspicuously noticeable. He was then 
an old man, although he was still erect, with a handsome, 
open, manly countenance. Through the grating in the 
heavy iron door of the corridor Forrest stealthily studied 
the conduct of the demented duellist. He visited the hos- 
pital a number of times, and finally came away perfectly 
convinced of the madness of Lear, as graphically portrayed 
by Shakespeare. Forrest thenceforth made a special study 
of the character, and how faithfully he delineated it is too 
well known to require comment. 
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In 1837, at an advanced age, Rush died in his cell, the 
light never having reéntered his soul. His illustrious 
father, who was the author of a work on the Mind, which 
is still frequently quoted with approbation, was not able 
to discover among his remedies any balm for his unfortu- 
nate son. 

Except at an occasional visit to the theatre at Louis- 
ville, New York, and Philadelphia, in which I saw For- 
rest in some of his great characters, such as Hamlet, Lear, 
Othello, Brutus, Virginius, and Richard III., I did not 
meet him again until June, 1870, when he came to my 
office with his sister, Miss Eleanora Forrest, who had a 
cancer of the mammary gland, for which my advice was 
sought. We shook hands cordially. I said, ‘‘ Mr. Forrest, 
do you remember the summer of 1828, in which, in the 
company of a young man who had been introduced to you 
by Dr. George McClellan, you visited the Pennsylvania 
Hospital to see Mr. Rush, an insane inmate?’ ‘‘T recol- 
lect the circumstance,’’ he replied, ‘‘ but have forgotten the 
name of the gentleman.’’ ‘‘I am that man,’’ I said, when 
he again grasped my hands. ‘‘ Well, I am very glad to 
see you after so long a separation, during which we have 
both grown older, and, I hope, a good deal wiser.’’ After 
this I saw Forrest frequently at his own house, where he 
received me with the greatest kindness and courtesy. At 
his funeral, in 1872, I acted as one of his pallbearers, with 
General Patterson, Mr. Oakes, and Mr. Alger, of Boston, 
Dr. Jesse Burden, Daniel Dougherty, and two others whose 
names I have forgotten. At the numerous visits which I 
made to his sister, Forrest was often absent attending to 
private business in the city or occasionally making brief 
journeys to New York and Boston. He evinced the great- 
est affection for her, and was eager to do all he could to 
make her comfortable and contented in her trying situa- 
tion. She cordially reciprocated his love; and it was 
easy to see that they were warmly attached to each other. 
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After her death he remarked to me that another link in 
his checkered life had been severed. During the two 
operations which I performed for her relief he held her 
arm out of the way and manifested his tenderness for her 
in every manner he could. He kissed her and patted her 
on the cheek when my work was over and when she had 
recovered her consciousness from the effects of the anzes- 
thetic which had been administered to her. I never wit- 
nessed greater devotion and affection between brother and 
sister. It has been said that Forrest was a cold-blooded 
creature, without any of the finer sensibilities of our nature. 
If this was so, I had no evidence of the fact. That he 
was soured towards the world is no secret. It had treated 
him harshly, often unjustly, sometimes cruelly. His wife 
had given him much trouble and vexation; the courts, to 
which for years he appealed for justice, granted heavy 
alimony, often divided among greedy lawyers; scandal 
with her forked tongue was ever pursuing him; many of 
his brethren of the stage were jealous of him; the news- 
papers abused him in unmeasured terms; the windows for 
a time groaned under caricatures of him; in a word, he 
was subjected to constant annoyance and acrimonious crit- 
icism, which well nigh drove him to madness and despair. 
He could hardly have been more tormented if he had been 
immersed in an atmosphere of bees and wasps buzzing 
about his ears, and discharging their venom into his per- 
son. Such unfeeling assaults were enough to spoil the 
temper of any man, and to make him misanthropic. I 
believe that Nature had made Edwin Forrest a generous, 
warm-hearted man. His early struggles might have some- 
what ruffled his temper, but they could not have left a last- 
ing impression upon his finely constituted mind. Other 
agencies over which he had no control did the work; and 
it is well that the public, in forming an estimate of Mr. 
Forrest’s private character, should properly consider this 
point in the history of his wonderful career. His good- 
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ness to his relatives was unbounded; they were all poor, 
and his greatest happiness was to look after their wants 
and to contribute to their comfort. The debts left by 
his father at his death were liquidated by Forrest when 
he was himself struggling for a livelihood. After much 
hard work he succeeded in laying by a few thousand dol- 
lars, which he at once invested in the purchase of a house 
for his mother and sisters, depositing the balance in the 
bank for their support. Meeting a friend, he told him 
what he had done, and exclaimed, ‘‘Thank God! I am not 
worth a ducat.”? 

Like all men, Forrest was subject to earth’s infirmities. 
It was apparent that he was not always happy, so deeply 
did his introspection impress itself upon his countenance. 

He spent much of his time when at home in his library, 
a well-selected and splendid collection of books, in rich 
binding, and embracing the best editions. It was espe- 
cially opulent in Shakespearian literature, and in his- 
tory, biography, and poetry. A considerable portion of 
this collection, the work of a lifetime, was destroyed by 
fire soon after its owner’s death. Mr. Forrest was a great 
reader, and had fine intellectual tastes. With the history 
of the stage he was thoroughly familiar. He had a capa- 
cious memory, which enabled him, almost at any moment, 
to call up with ease scenes and events long past, or but 
dimly remembered by others. He was an admirable 
talker, and could relate an anecdote with telling effect. 
The stage had enriched him. He built a palatial resi- 
dence on the banks of the Hudson, which is now used 
as a Catholic convent; and his elegant mansion, with its 
noble galleries, at the southwest corner of Broad and 
Master Streets in this city, was for a long time an object 
of much interest to the passer-by. He had many choice 
pictures and statuary, which it afforded him pleasure to 
show to his friends. His own bust, in Parian marble, by 
Rodgers, which graced the main hall, was a good likeness, 
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as well as an exquisite specimen of art. After he had 
broken down in health and spirits, he rarely entertained ; 
but in his palmy days his house was the abode of a gener- 
ous hospitality and the resort of refined people. He de- 
spised pretension without merit, disliked ostentation, hated 
his enemies, and loved his friends. For many years Mr. 
Forrest had suffered from gout, which he inherited from 
his father, and which, at one of his performances in a 
poorly heated theatre on a very cold night, developed into 
full activity. From that time he frequently had similar 
attacks, which were occasionally so severe as to prevent 
him from fulfilling his engagements. His last illness was 
frightfully brief. He had retired to his chamber and was 
evidently in the act of undressing himself when he was 
struck down by apoplexy, and, from all appearances, must 
have almost instantly expired. When found by his do- 
mestics he was lying dead across the bed with his feet 
upon the floor. ‘Thus, at the age of sixty-six, on the 
12th of December, 1872, died one of the most illustrious 
tragedians the world has ever produced. It will be long 
before the stage will see his like again. 

In looking at Forrest as he stood upon the stage one 
could not fail to feel that he was in the presence of a great 
actor, in full sympathy with the character he was attempt- 
ing to personate. Above the medium height, with broad 
shoulders, a large head, fine features, a keen, hazel eye, 
and magnificent muscular development, he looked like a 
Roman in the best days of the Republic. His voice was 
deep, sonorous, sometimes too loud, but marvellously dis- 
tinct and well intoned. His gestures were grand and well- 
timed, while his strut upon the stage was majesty itself. 

One of the noblest acts of Mr. Forrest was the endow- 
ment of an institution on the banks of the Delaware, nine 
miles above Philadelphia, for the support of superannu- 
ated and disabled actors. ‘The grounds upon which it is 
situated are large, well-timbered, adorned with shrubbery, 
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and provided with conservatories, pictures, statuary, and 
the remnant of his library. Despite its external attrac- 
tions and intrinsic advantages as a retreat, the people for 
whom it was designed found its exactions so great as to be 
unwilling to conform to them. What a pity that so noble 
a bequest should be hedged in by narrow-minded restric- 
tions! Actors are liberal persons, but ill-disposed to brook 
restraint. An excellent Life of the great actor was pub- 
lished in 1877 by his friend, Rev. William R. Alger, of 
Boston. 

Forrest was the offspring of mixed parentage. His 
father was a Scotchman; and his mother, a Miss Lauman, 
was of German descent on both sides of her house. ‘There 
were three sisters, all of whom at a ripe age died unmar- 
ried. One of his three brothers signally failed upon the 
stage, and died young. Until the age of thirteen, when 
he lost his father, Forrest obtained his education at the 
common school. His subsequent intellectual development 
was due to his own unaided efforts. Compelled to earn 
his own bread and to assist in supporting his destitute 
family, he sought employment in a shipchandlery store. 
While thus occupied he joined a Thespian club, which 
gave occasional performances; and in a few years he ap- 
peared in a Philadelphia theatre as Rosalie de Borgia. 
But the clothes he wore were too short for him, and a 
playmate in the pit, seeing his large feet and ankles ex- 
posed, burst into laughter, which not only greatly discon- 
certed the actor, but provoked him to such a degree that 
he soon after gave the offender a severe chastisement. 
Forrest was originally intended for the clerical profession. 
It would be a nice question for the sophist to determine 
whether he would have done as much good as a preacher 
as he did as an actor. 
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HENRY MILLER. 
1800-1874. 


Dr. HENRY MILLER, for many years Professor of Mid- 
wifery in the University of Louisville, was a man whose 
friendship I enjoyed for more than a third of a century, 
and one to whom I was warmly attached on account of his 
great personal and professional worth. A purer and more 
conscientious man in all the relations of life I never knew. 
As a lecturer he was prosy and monotonous, expressing his 
ideas with difficulty, often hesitating for the proper word, 
and not unfrequently repeating himself; and yet there 
were few men in the school during my connection with it 
who were more beloved by their pupils or whose teaching 
was received with greater favor. He was essentially a strong 
man, with a well-ordered and philosophical mind. What- 
ever he knew, he knew well. Like a well-equipped vessel 
he sailed majestically along, defying wind and breakers, 
and always freighted with sound knowledge and useful in- 
struction. As a writer, he wielded a sharp and vigorous 
pen. He was fond of disputation, took delight in criti- 
cism, and never missed an opportunity to demolish his 
adversary, who was generally some English or French 
author on midwifery or the diseases of women. His con- 
tributions to medical journals did much to expose error 
and to diffuse correct principles at a time when obstetric 
and gynecological science was less understood than it is at 
the present day. He was a pioneer in the West in the use 
of the speculum. I well remember the opposition which 
he encountered in the use of that valuable instrument. 

Miller’s treatise on Obstetrics was written in a clear 
style, in excellent English, and was well received. The 
first edition was reissued in London, and the English press 
generally noticed it with favor. The work served to es- 
tablish the reputation of the author as an accomplished 
obstetrician and as a solid writer, fully abreast of his sub- 
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ject. He had a large practice, and attracted many patients 
from a distance. In his own neighborhood he was con- 
sulted in all difficult cases of labor by his younger breth- 
ren, many of whom had been his pupils. In his habits, 
Miller was simple and unostentatious. He was conscien- 
tious in all his dealings; an agreeable colleague; a kind 
father; a faithful husband; an upright citizen; a good 
Christian. Late in life he committed the error of leaving 
the University of Louisville, so long the theatre of his 
ambition, his usefulness, and his renown, and connected 
himself with the Louisville Medical College—an error 
which was due to some misunderstanding, but which 
caused him much annoyance, if it did not embitter his 
existence. Such a step is nearly always in the wrong 
direction. After I left Kentucky many letters of the most 
friendly character passed between us; and the announce- 
ment of his death in February, 1874, in the seventy-fourth 
year of his age, caused me sincere sorrow. 


ANDREW JOHNSON. 


1808-1875. 


It was my lot in the summer of 1859 to be consulted 
professionally by Andrew Johnson, then a United States 
Senator, who came from Washington to obtain my advice 
respecting an injury which he had received in his left 
elbow eighteen months previously. Finding the joint 
completely anchylosed, but in all other respects free from 
disease, I informed him that nothing could be done to re- 
store its functions. After we had chatted a while he rose 
to take his leave, but not without asking me for my fee. 
I said, ‘‘ Senator, I have no charge against you; I am only 
too glad to be of service to a gentleman of whom I have 
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heard so much, and whom I have been so long desirous of 
seeing.’? I saw Mr. Johnson only once afterwards, and 
that was in Philadelphia, when he was on his way to Chi- 
cago after he had become the successor of the lamented 
Lincoln. It was during that tour, which his enemies 
designated ‘‘ Swinging round the circle,’’ that he indulged 
so freely in abuse of Congress. This abuse was the remote 
cause of his impeachment by that body for malfeasance of 
office—one of the most humiliating positions in which a 
public functionary can be placed. The trial, which was 
tedious, but which ended in his acquittal, left a sting from 
the effects of which he never recovered. 

The career of Andrew Johnson reads like a fairy tale. 
He was born at Raleigh, North Carolina, in 1808. He 
lost his father in childhood, and at the age of eleven years, 
without any education, was apprenticed to a tailor who 
was as ignorant of learning as himself. Soon after the 
expiration of his indenture he settled at Greeneville, Ten- 
nessee, where he married and contracted a fancy for study, 
which until then had been undeveloped. His wife, who 
had some culture, now became his preceptor, instructing 
him in the elementary branches of an English education, 
directing and refining his tastes, exciting his ambition, 
and fitting him for the enjoyment of a higher life than the 
one to which he had been accustomed. He was deter- 
mined, if possible, to throw off his native shyness. With- 
out talent for public speaking, he joined a debating society, 
composed mainly of the students of Greeneville College. 
In this exercise he was soon so proficient that he was able 
to take part in political meetings. ‘The attention of his 
fellow-citizens being thus directed to him, he was made, 
first, an alderman, and next mayor of the city on a work- 
ingmen’s ticket. From these humble beginnings Johnson 
successively rose to be a member of the Lower, and then 
of the Upper House of the State, then Governor of Ten- 
nessee, then a member of Congress, and finally a mem- 
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ber of the United States Senate. When the war broke 
out he was an uncompromising enemy of secession, and 
incurred the odium not only of his adopted State, but 
of the entire South. Appointed Military Governor of 
Tennessee, he spared no efforts to promote the cause of 
the Union, often at the peril of his life. He was Vice- 
President of the United States when Abraham Lincoln fell 
by the hand of an assassin. On the 15th of April, 1865, 
Andrew Johnson woke up and found himself famous as the 
Chief Magistrate of a still bleeding nation. 

Andrew Johnson made a poor record as a reconstruc- 
tionist. The truth is, he lost his head. His own party, 
with whom he soon became extremely unpopular, would 
gladly have displaced him had it been possible to do so. 
The conviction was strongly rooted in the minds of many 
good men that his conduct, if not speedily checked, would 
undo all the good that had been done by the armies of the 
republic. After his term of office had expired he returned 
to Tennessee, which he again represented in the Senate 
in 1875 during its extra session in March. He died in 
July of the same year. Johnson was undoubtedly a great 
man, but he lived too long for his own fame. His pas- 
sions and intemperate habits ruined him. He was defi- 
cient in native dignity, stubborn, and conceited—grave 
faults in private life, but unpardonable in a statesman 
and in the Chief Magistrate of a great people. He was 
about five feet ten inches in height, well built, with light 
eyes, a large head, and a handsome, intellectual face, with 
none of the characteristics of the plebeian. His quarrel 
with John W. Forney will not soon be forgotten. His 
public speeches on the stump, in the State Legislature, in 
the House of Representatives and Senate of the United 
States were often tinged with the most biting sarcasm. 
He was an excellent debater, and possessed rare executive 
abilities. 
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MARTYN PAINE. 


1794-1877. 

Dr. PAINE was noted for his thorough acquaintance 
with modern medical literature and for the wide range of 
his knowledge of contemporaneous authors. In this re- 
spect he was not surpassed by Dr. Charles Caldwell, who, 
to a familiar knowledge of passing events in and out of the 
profession, was well read in the old Latin writers on medi- 
cine. Neither, however, had the learning of Dr. John Red- 
man Coxe of Philadelphia. ‘The contemporaries of Paine 
have not done him justice. His voluminous writings, 
embracing many abstruse topics, few have read, and still 
fewer have taken the trouble to understand. To many 
they have been distasteful on account of their controversial 
character. Their author was a merciless critic, unveiling 
with an unsparing hand the weak points of his opponents. 
His exposure of Dr. Carpenter’s plagiarisms is one of the 
finest specimens of scathing criticism in medical literature, 
if not indeed in the English language. It attracted gen- 
eral attention, silenced the great physiologist, and placed 
its learned author in the front rank of polemic writers 
and reviewers. Dr. Paine touched few subjects which he 
did not exhaust, or which he did not adorn. He was a 
closet man, a strong thinker, and a bookworm, reading 
much and digesting well what he read. A man of fortune, 
he had an abundance of leisure, never allowed himself 
to be annoyed by the practice of medicine, mixed little in 
society, and was seldom seen at places of amusement. 
His life was a life of introspection. It would doubtless 
have been better for him if he had been less of a recluse; 
but he had a splendid library, and he made books rather 
than men his companions. Books do not talk unless they 
are opened, and when one becomes tired of them they can 
be laid aside. But a babbling friend or acquaintance it is 
not easy to get rid of without giving offence. Martyn 
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Paine loved solitude, and was a miser of time; and once in 
his chair, he generally sat for hours together, during which 
he performed a large amount of mental work. He was 
frugal, avoided the luxuries of the table, and was strictly 
temperate in all things. For many years, as he feelingly 
told me in 1850, when we were colleagues in the Univer- 
sity of New York, he was a prey to dyspepsia; this occa- 
sioned him much suffering, and often cast a shadow over 
his mind, which he found it sometimes extremely difficult 
to dispel. Dyspepsia, as is well known, is the bane of a 
persistent literary life, and it is easy to conceive what must 
be its influence upon one’s health and labors. Many of 
the most caustic reviews have been penned under the lash 
of this unrelenting demon; and many a criminal has been 
sentenced to the penitentiary for ten, fifteen, or even twenty 
years, when he should scarcely have had five, because a dis- 
ordered stomach had muddled the brain of the judge. In- 
digestion has caused many crimes, many harsh expressions, 
and many bitter denunciations. If these facts were generally 
known and appreciated, the werld would be less censorious 
than it seems to be in dealing with this class of sufferers. 
Dr. Paine composed rapidly, and, for the most part, ac- 
curately. If he erred in anything, it was in diffuseness. 
He contributed frequently to the periodical press. His 
first published treatise of any note—a book on cholera, 
which was issued in 1832—was a compilation, intended 
to meet the existing emergency, not a production founded 
upon personal observation. His Physiological Commen- 
taries, in three large octavo volumes, a work of vast 
erudition and of caustic criticism, appeared in 1840. It 
was followed by a small volume on Materia Medica, a 
text-book for young students. In 1847 he published a 
treatise on the Institutes of Medicine, which comprised a 
comprehensive review of the existing state of the science 
of physiology, and which was undoubtedly his most origi- 
nal work. It passed through several editions, each en- 
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riched by much new matter. His Soul and Instinct, a 
strictly philosophical treatise, interspersed with much 
theological matter, appeared in 1849. 

Paine was born at Williamstown, Vermont, in 1794. He 
received his education at Harvard University, studied med- 
icine with Dr. John C. Warren, and took his degree in the 
medical school of Boston in 1816. In 1841 he assisted in 
founding the Medical Department of the University of New 
York, in which he occupied for many years the chair of 
Materia Medica. He was an unattractive lecturer. Like 
Dr. John Redman Coxe, of Philadelphia, he drew too 
heavily upon the materia medica of the past to the detri- 
ment of that of the present. Moreover, he read his lec- 
tures—a mode of instructing young men fortunately seldom 
witnessed at the present day. 

Paine was of medium height, well built, with a fine 
head, and an expressive brown eye. He had a thoughtful, 
pensive mien, and was often buried in fits of abstraction. 
The loss of his son, an only child, at the age of nearly 
twenty-one, brought on a profound and lasting depression. 
A few years later he lost his wife from, if I rightly recol- 
lect, cancer of the breast. His son had been for several 
years a pupil at Harvard University, and it was expected 
that he would take his degree at the approaching Com- 
mencement. He had been known as a devoted and ex- 
emplary student, but it had been remarked that he was 
subject at times to deep melancholy. The sequel is easily 
told. He was found dead in his room under circumstances 
that justified the conviction that he had taken his own 
life. Incessant study, combined with exquisite sensitive- 
ness and dejection of spirits, was supposed to have been 
the cause of the rash act. His father, to commemorate 
his virtues, wrote an elaborate biography of him, which 
was published in a beautiful quarto volume and exten- 
sively distributed among his friends. Martyn Paine died 
November roth, 1877, at the age of eighty-three. 
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JOSEPH HENRY. 


1799-1878. 

JOSEPH HENRY, Secretary of the Smithsonian Institu- 
tion, died on the 13th of May, 1878, at the age of sev- 
enty-nine years. His loss caused universal regret. He 
was born at Albany, New York, December 17th, 1799. 
After having received a common-school education he fol- 
lowed the occupation of watchmaker. He early showed a 
marked taste for chemistry and natural philosophy. In 
time he became Professor of Mathematics in the Albany 
Academy. In 1832 we find him at Princeton College en- 
gaged in teaching natural philosophy and in laying the 
foundation of his fame asa scientist. In 1846 he was ap- 
pointed Secretary of the Smithsonian Institution, a posi- 
tion which he retained until his death. He was President 
of the American Association for the Advancement of Sci- 
ence, of the National Academy of Science, and of the 
Philosophical Society of Washington. He was the chair- 
man of the Government Lighthouse Board, and was a 
member of numerous scientific bodies, domestic and for- 
eign. In 1847 he was solicited to take the chair of Chem- 
istry in the University of Pennsylvania, made vacant by 
the death of Dr. Robert Hare, and afterwards so ably filled 
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by one of my former colleagues, Dr. James B. Rogers. It 
is to be regretted that he did not accept this position, as it 
would have afforded him that leisure for the prosecution 
of scientific pursuits which was so long the object of his 
ambition, but which the exacting and absorbing cares of 
office at Washington rendered impossible. ‘The claims, 
however, of the noble institution over which he had re- 
cently been called to preside outweighed all personal con- 
siderations, and compelled him to resist the flattering offer. 
The laboratory work of Professor Henry at Princeton fore- 
shadowed the invention, if indeed it was not the founda- 
tion, of the electric telegraph, afterwards perfected by 
Morse and others, as well as many discoveries in magneto- 
electricity, which have led to important scientific results. 
His services to the Marine Signal Service can scarcely be 
overrated. Union College in 1829, and Harvard in 1851, 
conferred upon him the degree of LL. D. 

Professor Henry was a man whom to know was to love. 
Blessed with a cheerful disposition, ‘‘radiant,’’? as one of 
his biographers has said, ‘‘ with a sunny temper,’’ he shed 
light and joy upon all who came into contact with him. 
He was deeply beloved by his family. He was one of the 
most gentle of human beings. I saw him for the first time 
in 1869, at a Wistar Party at my house, and was at once 
irresistibly attracted to him by his charming manners, his 
unaffected deportment, and his mild and benignant coun- 
_tenance. I said to myself, ‘‘ Here is a great man without 
the consciousness of being great, a truly unselfish man, a 
man who knows no guile, one of the noblest works of 
God.’ It is sad to know that he died poor; but it is re- 
freshing to know that men more blessed in worldly goods 
than he have not forgotten the mourners. A statue of 
Professor Henry now adorns the grounds of the Smith- 
sonian Institution. It was executed by Mr. W. W. Story, 
the American sculptor, at a cost of fifteen thousand dollars, 
appropriated by Congress. It is in bronze, of heroic size, 
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and represents the philosopher in a standing position, in 
an attitude of studious contemplation, the right arm gath- 
ering about him the folds of an academic gown. It was 
unveiled on the rgth of April, 1883, by Chief Justice 
Waite, with appropriate ceremonies. 


GEORGE BAcon Woop. 


1797-1879. 

THE name of George Bacon Wood will live in the his- 
tory of American medical literature. For more than a 
third of a century he was conspicuous in his profession, 
and he made a record of which few modern physicians can 
boast. My acquaintance with him began in 1836, during 
a tour which he made to the West in company with his 
wife. He travelled in his private carriage, four-in-hand, 
with servants in livery, and attracted not a little attention 
by the elegance of his equipage—a sight which was un- 
common in the country through which he was passing. 
He moved at the rate of twenty-five or thirty miles a day, 
stopping whenever any object of special interest presented 
itself, or when he needed repose. His arrival at Cincin- 
nati, where I then resided, was duly announced; and soon 
after the news had reached me I called at his lodgings to 
pay him my respects. He was not in. But the next 
morning he returned my call; and I well recollect the 
favorable impression he made upon me. I did not see him 
again until 1852, when, during a brief visit to Philadel- 
phia, I met him in his lecture-room in the University of 
Pennsylvania, in the presence of five hundred students. 
When in 1856 I became Professor of Surgery in the Jeffer- 
son Medical College, he was one of the first of my profes- 
sional brethren to welcome me. Subsequently we often 
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met. In his journey in 1836 he visited Louisville, Lex- 
ington, and the Mammoth Cave; and my impression is 
that he went as far south as Nashville, Tennessee. 
Wherever they stopped he and Mrs. Wood received cour- 
teous attentions from the more prominent citizens. At 
Cincinnati Dr. Drake did in his behalf the honors of 
the city. Though Wood at that time was a rising man, 
the splendid superstructure of his fame remained to be 
reared. 

Wood was born at Greenwich, a small village in New 
Jersey, March 12th, 1797. He was of English descent, of 
Quaker proclivities—the founder of the family in this coun- 
try having emigrated from Bristol in 1682, at the time of 
William Penn’s second visit to our shores. His father, 
says Dr. John H. Packard, who is married to one of his 
nieces, was a well-to-do farmer, and gave his son a liberal 
education. Wood took his degree in arts in 1815, and 
his degree in medicine three years after, at the University 
of Pennsylvania. His medical preceptor was the well- 
known Dr. Joseph Parrish, with whom he afterwards asso- 
ciated himself in private teaching. About this time the 
Philadelphia College of Pharmacy was established; and 
its trustees had the good sense to elect Wood to the chair 
of Chemistry, from which, at the end of ten years, he 
was transferred to that of Materia Medica and Pharmacy. 
On the retirement, in 1835, of John Redman Coxe from 
the chair of Materia Medica in the University of Penn- 
sylvania, Wood was appointed to fill the vacancy. He 
occupied the chair until 1850. He then became the suc- 
cessor of Dr. Nathaniel Chapman in the professorship of 
Medicine, an office which he worthily filled until his with- 
drawal from public teaching in 1860. He was then sixty- 
three years of age, and in the possession of unimpaired 
mental and physical powers. For years he had made up 
his mind to retire from office before there should be any 
failure of his strength; and in this he acted wisely. It is 
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sad to see a teacher hang on to his chair until there is 
nothing left of him but shreds—a picture of decay and im- 
becility ! 

Soon after his resignation his friends gave him a public 
dinner in appreciation of his manifold services to the pro- 
fession. The entertainment, which was presided over by 
his warm friend Dr. René La Roche, came off in the 
foyer of the Academy of Music-early in May, and was 
largely attended by the representative physicians of Phila- 
delphia. A few days after this event he set sail with Mrs. 
Wood for a prolonged tour in Europe, during which he 
visited not only Great Britain, but a large portion of the 
continent, including Spain and Portugal. Everywhere he 
received the attention and courtesy due to a man whose 
fame had long preceded him. 

As a lecturer, Wood was clear, forcible, direct, instruc- 
tive, and fully abreast of his subject. He had at hand 
ample means for illustrating his courses. As Professor of 
Materia Medica it was his duty to teach botany. In order 
to do this to the best advantage he built in his garden a 
conservatory, which he filled with medicinal plants, native 
and exotic; of these he had a good supply upon the stage 
conveniently arranged for demonstration. This mode of 
teaching has become obsolete; but in those days it was 
considered important, and it had a marked influence upon 
the popularity of the teacher. When he accepted the 
chair of Medicine he spent twenty thousand dollars upon 
diagrams, casts, and models. Such efforts to instruct the 
student had never been made in this country; and I know 
of no instance in which they have been repeated. In 
1852 I happened to be present when he lectured on the 
Normal Sounds of the Lungs; and I counted upon his 
tray not fewer than seventeen stethoscopes, of all forms 
and sizes, including the instrument of Auenbrugger and 
that of Laennec. Such teaching I thought not only 
finical, and needlessly minute, but calculated to confuse 


396 SKETCHES OF CONTEMPORARIES 


rather than to enlighten the pupil. But whatever Wood 
did he did exhaustively and conscientiously. 

He was one of the most voluminous writers of the age 
in our profession. He will be best known by the United 
States Dispensatory, which was written in conjunction 
with his lifelong friend, Dr. Franklin Bache. For the 
production of this work he was eminently fitted by his 
knowledge of chemistry, botany, and materia medica. 
The first edition appeared in January, 1833. With the 
assistance of his nephew Professor Horatio C. Wood, and 
of Professor Bridges, the author lived to complete the 
fourteenth edition. The enormous labor implied in this 
publication and in its repeated revisions can be better 
imagined than described. Few works of its kind can 
be compared to it for excellence of style, for accuracy 
of detail, or for scientific profundity. His Therapeutics 
and Pharmacology reached the third edition; and his 
Practice of Medicine the sixth edition. Both were every- 
where received as high authority. For several years the 
Practice of Medicine was largely used as a text-book 
in some of the schools of England and Scotland. Dr. 
Wood was also the author of many minor productions, 
such as addresses and historical monographs, all of which 
were characterized by his clear and classical style. I doubt 
whether there is in his writings a badly constructed sen- 
tence. The income from his works must have been very 
large. Of the Dispensatory alone one hundred and fifty 
thousand copies were distributed during his lifetime. His 
wealth, however, was principally derived from Mrs. Wood, 
who inherited much of her father’s estate. No offspring 
blessed their union. 

Dr. Wood took an active part in the preparation and re- 
vision of the United States Pharmacopeeia. He was phy- 
sician of the Pennsylvania Hospital from 1835 to 1859; 
President of the College of Physicians of Philadelphia for 
thirty-four years; President of the American Philosophical 
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Society; and in 1855 President of the American Medical 
Association, in whose early struggles he took a deep in- 
terest. He had a warm heart, and was in sympathy with 
human suffering, irrespective of race, color, sex, age, or 
condition in life. He spent his means with a lavish hand. 
He gave liberally to the Pennsylvania Hospital. In the 
University of Pennsylvania he established at an expense 
of fifty thousand dollars what is known as the Auxiliary 
Department, for instruction in botany, chemistry, geology, 
mineralogy, and zoology, under the charge of a distinct 
corps of instructors. ‘To the College of Physicians he gave 
his library and fifteen thousand dollars. Numerous other 
benefactions were provided for in his will. 

Dr. Wood never enjoyed a large private practice. He 
shunned intercourse with the world, such was his fond- 
ness for books, science, and literature. His chief field of 
observation was the medical ward of the Pennsylvania 
Hospital, where for a third of a century he discharged his 
duties, both as a physician and as a clinical teacher, with 
scrupulous fidelity. As far as I am aware, he added 
nothing original to our knowledge of the nature and 
treatment of disease. He was, I think, the author of the 
turpentine treatment in typhoid fever—a treatment of 
doubtful efficacy. 

Wood was about six feet high, with broad shoulders, 
a fine face, and a good head. His manners were dig- 
nified and formal, and, on first acquaintance, cold; but 
they warmed on closer intimacy. In his latter years he 
became unwieldy, and for some months before his death 
he was obliged to keep his bed. He expired at his 
residence on Arch Street, where he had so long lived, 
March 30th, 1879, at the age of eighty-two years. His 
wife had preceded him to the grave by twelve years. His 
habits were singular. Most of his literary work was per- 
formed after ordinary mortals had retired to rest: namely, 
between ten o’clock in the evening and four in the morn- 
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ing. He was frugal in his meals and economical of his 
time. All his engagements were performed with precision. 
For many years his office was filled with private pupils, 
over whom he exercised scrupulous supervision, compell- 
ing them to study diligently, and to recite to him thrice 
a week. Regularly at a certain hour the colored servant 
weuld open the door and announce his master, who exam- 
ined each student in succession. Any one who failed to 
answer correctly or intelligently was sure to receive a 
reprimand, with a more severe one if the offence was 
repeated. ‘The exercises over, the Professor would stand 
in the doorway, and as each student approached he would 
shake him cordially by the hand and wish him good-by. 

I attended Wood’s funeral, which, if I mistake not, took 
place on the 3d of April, four days after his death. It 
was appointed for half past two o’clock. When I reached 
the house a goodly number of persons had assembled. 
When the hand of the clock pointed nearly to four, 
silence was broken by the undertaker screwing the lid 
on the coffin. Not a word of service had been uttered. 
Finally one of his old pupils sitting by my side said, ina 
tone almost loud enough to be heard over the office in 
which he had been wont to be examined, ‘‘ Poor Wood 
must feel as if he could rise in his coffin at this want of 
punctuality in his friends!’ 

The funeral of Dr. Wood recalls an incident in which 
the solemnity of the occasion was similarly disturbed. 
The anecdote was told me by a lady. She was an eye- 
witness of the occurrence. ‘The friends of the dead man 
had been assembled for a long time, during which not 
a word had been uttered. At length the undertaker was 
about to close the coffin, when a gentleman rose, and in 
a squeaking, nasal tone said, ‘‘ Perhaps the vital spark 
is not entirely extinct, and it might be well—’ ‘‘Screw 
him down!’’ exclaimed one of the heirs. 
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Isaac Hays. 
1796-1879. 


THE name of Isaac Hays is indissolubly associated with 
the progress of American medical journalism. For more 
than half a century it was a household word with the 
reading members of the profession. ‘The American Jour- 
nal of the Medical Sciences was as well known abroad as 
it has been at home. It was upon the exchange list of 
every respectable medical periodical in Europe; and its 
contents were freely read and quoted everywhere. To be 
its editor demanded talent, industry, and influence of no 
ordinary kind; and all these qualities Dr. Hays possessed 
in an eminent degree, as was shown by the success of the 
enterprise. The Journal was high-toned from the begin- 
ning; and nothing of a personal nature sullied its pages. 
Its reviews were sometimes severe or caustic if they were 
imperatively demanded by the public interest. It never 
indulged in unmerited laudation. It aimed to be just 
and truthful. Its object was, as it still is in the hands of 
its present able editor, Dr. I. Minis Hays, to be useful; to 
establish a lofty standard of journalism, one that should be 
an honor alike to its founders and to American medical 
literature; to hold out inducements to young men to be- 
come finished writers; to encourage scientific investiga- 
tion; and to winnow with a discriminating judgment the 
wheat from the chaff of the medical press. In this man- 
ner this Journal has become a great library; so much so 
that, as has often been remarked, if all other American 
works were blotted out, it would afford an adequate illus- 
tration of the state of our medical literature during the 
last fifty years. Nature had formed Dr. Hays to be an 
editor. The contributors to his Journal, styled by him 
collaborators, comprised a long list of prominent writers 
and teachers in all parts of the country, who received 
from the publishers what I have always regarded as an 
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inadequate compensation for their labors, especially in view 
of the amount usually paid for magazine articles. What 
the hard-working editor himself received has never been 
made public; but it is safe to affirm that the sum fell short 
of what so talented a man deserved. 

The American Journal of the Medical Sciences is his 
best monument. When I behold the one hundred portly 
volumes of this Journal, as they rest upon the shelves of 
my library, comprising more than fifty thousand pages of 
closely-printed matter, and representing an abstract of the 
most important facts accumulated in medicine and the 
allied sciences during half a century, I am ready to ex- 
claim, in the language of Sir Christopher Wren’s epitaph, 
‘“S% monumentum queris, circumspice!? Wis work, like 
that of the architect of St. Paul’s, is immortal. 

Dr. Hays never had much practice in the field of gen- 
eral medicine. His tastes early in life led him to the study 
of ophthalmic surgery, in which he gained his celebrity 
as a practitioner. He invented an excellent cataract 
knife, much prized by the surgeons of this country. He 
was long connected with Wills’ Hospital, and gained 
considerable reputation in bringing out, with important 
additions, Lawrence’s great work on the Diseases of the 
Eye. This work reached several editions. He edited an 
American edition of Arnott’s Elements of Physics and of 
Hoblyn’s Dictionary of Medical Terms. He translated, 
jointly with Dr. Robert Egglesfield Griffith, the celebrated 
treatise on Chronic Phlegmasia, and soon after the Princi- 
ples of Physiological Medicine, both by Broussais. He also 
edited an edition of Alexander Wilson’s American Orni- 
thology. He projected the American Cyclopedia of Prac- 
tical Medicine and Surgery, of which, however, only two 
volumes were published, the country not being sufficiently 
rich to bear the expense incident to such an enterprise. 
His contributions to the medical press were numerous and 
valuable. At the time of his death he was the oldest jour- 
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nalist in America. As a writer his style was free, simple, 
and scholarly, without any effort at ornament or display. 
He had a large and well-selected library, rich in works 
of the fathers of the profession and in periodical litera- 
ture, much, if not most, of the latter having been sent to 
him in exchange for the American Journal of the Medical 
Sciences. 

Dr. Hays was a remarkably handsome man, nearly six 
feet in height, well proportioned, erect even to the last, 
with blue eyes, a well-formed head, finely chiseled profile, 
and a countenance beaming with benevolence. In his 
manners he was emphatically a gentleman of the old 
school, bland, gentle, and dignified, with a sweet and sub- 
dued voice, and a warm, sympathizing heart. His habits 
were those of the diligent student. Whatever he had to 
do he did promptly. His daily task as a journalist was 
usually completed in the early part of the day. His duties 
as an editor required an immense correspondence. He 
was an early riser, and punctuality was one of his car- 
dinal virtues. Death overtook him in April, 1879, at the 
age of eighty-three years, in the enjoyment of vigorous 
mental faculties. It is hard to imagine a purer life than 
that which was led by Dr. Hays. An admirable sketch 
of the life of the great journalist was prepared soon after 
his death by Professor Alfred Stillé for the College of 
Physicians of Philadelphia. I wrote a biographical notice 
of him for the American Journal of the Medical Sciences 
for July, 1879. 


Henry C. CAREY. 


1793-1879. 
THE death of Henry C. Carey, on the 13th of Septem- 
ber, 1879, deprived Philadelphia of one of its most widely- 
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My acquaintance with him commenced in 1828, when I 
sought a publisher for the translation of a small work on 
General Anatomy. In 1856 I removed to this city and 
became his neighbor. Not long after my arrival he did 
me the kindness to call upon me and my family. Gradu- 
ally a warm friendship sprang up between us, and for years 
there was no more welcome visitor at my house than he— 
no one whom my dear wife, myself, or my children were 
more glad to see, to converse with, to amuse, or to enter- 
tain. ‘The death of Mrs. Gross nearly four years before 
that of Mr. Carey did not interrupt his visits; and when 
he himself passed away we missed him as a greatly beloved 
friend and genial companion. 

Mr. Carey was born in Philadelphia in December, 1793, 
and was consequently nearly eighty-six years old at the 
time of his death. His father was the celebrated Mathew 
Carey, an Irish patriot, who, having made himself obnox- 
ious to the English government, was obliged to exile him- 
self from his native country. He sought refuge in France, 
whence, after a brief sojourn, he came to the United 
States. On his arrival he settled in Philadelphia, where, 
by his intelligence and enterprise, he soon attracted gen- 
eral attention, and finally became one of its most useful 
and conspicuous citizens. Among his earlier undertakings 
was the issue of a newspaper. This was followed in 1787 
by the American Museum, the most costly and important 
periodical of the kind that had yet been attempted on this 
side of the Atlantic. It met with a wide circulation, and 
had a prosperous career of six years, when it ceased to 
exist. Jn 1789, to meet a growing want, widely felt, Mr. 
Carey opened a publishing house for the encouragement 
of native authors and the reprint of foreign works. His 
business flourished, and his establishment soon became the 
most extensive and best known in the country. Com- 
bining the labors of a publisher and bookseller with those 
of a writer, Mr. Carey wrote pamphlet after pamphlet upon 
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politics, statistics, industrial pursuits, religion, medicine, 
and social science, until the product of his pen reached, it 
is asserted, many thousands of pages. He retired from 
business in 1825, but continued his work as an author till 
within a short time of his death in 1839. His tracts on 
the Yellow Fever of Philadelphia in 1793 and 1794, in 
which years he played a prominent part as a philanthropist 
and nurse, rank among the best works of that period in 
the history of our profession. Mathew Carey was a man 
of large heart, with powers of observation which allowed 
nothing to escape him. 

The son, it should seem, became at an early age inter- 
ested in the business of his father; some of whose biogra- 
phers make the statement that the lad, at the age of nine 
years, was sent to New York to attend a Literary Fair, 
the forerunner of the Trade Sales which he afterwards so 
successfully inaugurated. The same authorities allege 
that in his twelfth year he had charge of a branch book- 
store in Baltimore. He was known as ‘‘the bookseller 
in miniature.’? Doubtless he was precocious; but one 
can hardly believe that so sensible a man as the elder 
Carey would send a mere child, inexperienced in the 
ways of the world, at a time when travelling was diffi- 
cult and tedious, on such important missions. ‘Tales are 
told of children who at the age of three or four years have 
read Greek and Latin fluently, and have solved intricate 
problems in mathematics; but who believes them? Mr. 
Carey was sent on business to Raleigh, North Carolina, at 
the age of nineteen. He became associated with his father 
in the book business in 1814, when he had just attained 
his majority. On the retirement of his father, seven years 
afterwards, he formed a partnership with his brother-in- 
law, Mr. Isaac Lea, who has since become so distinguished 
as a naturalist. "The new firm was for a long time the 
largest and most influential publishing establishment in 
America. ‘To its enterprise the country was indebted for 
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the Encyclopedia Americana, in thirteen octavo volumes ; 
for the works of Washington Irving, of J. Fenimore 
Cooper, and of Sir Walter Scott; and for a large number 
of medical works, native and foreign. Mr. Carey had 
charge of the literary department of the firm, conducting a 
large correspondence, and acting as the censor of its pub- 
lications. ‘The so-called Trade Sales, which he instituted, 
have closely cemented the bonds of good-fellowship among 
publishers. Tired of hard work, and in need of rest, Mr. 
Carey retired from the firm in 1835. His labors had been 
rewarded by an ample fortune; and he was satisfied that 
he had materially assisted in laying the foundation of an 
independent national literature. The firm of Carey & Lea 
was among the first, if not the first, to pay foreign authors 
for the American reprints of their works. 

The career of Mr. Carey as an author commenced in the 
year in which he retired from business. He had for a long 
time contemplated writing on political economy, and to 
qualify himself for the task he had read many of the prin- 
cipal treatises upon the subject, especially those of Mal- 
thus, Adam Smith, Ricardo, Say, and McCulloch. He 
had often as a youth discussed political economy with his 
father, from whom he had no doubt derived important les- 
sons, which, if they did not adequately guide him, served 
to encourage him in his future studies. Henceforth this 
branch of science was the chief pursuit of his life. His 
essay on the Rate of Wages, which appeared in 1835, 
was rapidly succeeded by the Harmony of Nature, as Ex- 
hibited in the Laws which Regulate the Increase of Popu- 
lation and of the Means of Subsistence; by the Principles 
of Political Economy ; and by the Credit System in France, 
Great Britain, and the United States. In 1851 he issued 
the Harmony of Interests, Manufacturing and Commer- 
cial. In 1853 appeared the Slave Trade, Domestic and 
Foreign. In this year he also published a series of 
letters on International Copyright. In 1858 followed his 
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System of Social Science; and in 1872 the Unity of Law. 
He also wrote numerous pamphlets on various subjects; 
and an immense number of articles on political economy 
and social science for the editorial department of the New 
York Tribune. He carried on an extensive correspond- 
ence with men at home and abroad who were interested 
in the study of these sciences. Several of his works 
were translated into the principal languages of Europe, 
and one of them was honored by a translation into the 
Japanese tongue. A French writer, Bastiat, was called to 
account for too free a use of some of Mr. Carey’s doc- 
trines. His works were especially well received in Ger- 
many and Russia, in which, as well as in other Conti- 
nental countries, they greatly influenced the controversies 
between protectionists and free-traders. In Great Britain, 
where free trade is the belief of almost everybody, his doc- 
trines were regarded with hostility. 

Mr. Carey wrote with facility, expressing himself in 
well-chosen language, free from ambiguity and affectation. 
He was so thoroughly at home upon political economy and 
social science, and was so well informed of the views and 
opinions of previous and contemporary authors, that he 
was able, at brief notice, to furnish an elaborate article on 
any topic which had the slightest affinity with these sub- 
jects. When absorbed in his studies, he worked hour after 
hour, unconscious of the lapse of time, until, overcome by 
mental fatigue, he would leave his seat for a while, pace 
his room, and then renew his efforts, if possible, with in- 
creased energy. The leading object of his writings was 
the benefit of the working classes and the amelioration of 
society in its various and complex relations to government. 
He labored long and hard to convince our people that their 
real interest lay in a protective tariff; and to accomplish 
so beneficent a measure he was willing to encounter all the 
obloquy which he received from the press of his own coun- 
try and from that of Europe. Despite opposition, misrep- 
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resentation, and abuse, he worked on until he succeeded 
in establishing his doctrines upon an immutable basis. 
The school of political economy which he founded has 
many disciples in both hemispheres, and it is destined to 
grow steadily, like some mighty rock, by accretion. The 
learned Professor Diihring, of Berlin, did not go too far 
when he compared the discovery by Mr. Carey of the fun- 
damental principles which underlie economic and social 
science to that of Copernicus. 

Mr. Carey was freely consulted by Mr. Chase, the able 
Secretary of the Treasury during Mr. Lincoln’s adminis- 
tration, and also by various banking houses during and 
after the war, as to the best method of shaping the finan- 
cial policy of the country at those critical periods; and 
his suggestions, although not always adopted, bore good 
fruit. For Mr. Chase’s successors he had little respect. 
I often heard him denounce them as charlatans and politi- 
cal tricksters, wholly unacquainted with the principles of 
economic science, finance, or government. 

Mr. Carey visited Europe three times. His first voyage 
was made in 1825, accompanied by his wife, whom he had 
just married, and who was a sister of Leslie, the artist, 
and a woman of high culture and refinement. His second 
visit was made in 1857; and his third in 1859. Each of 
these visits lasted about six months. He spent much of 
his time on the Continent in inspecting objects of interest, 
in studying history and politics, and in forming the ac- 
quaintance of eminent statesmen and political economists. 
With many of these men he afterwards carried on a 
friendly literary or scientific correspondence. In 1872, in 
the eightieth year of his age, he took his seat in the Con- 
vention assembled in Philadelphia to revise the Constitu- 
tion of his native State, and took an active and influential 
part in its deliberations. 

Socially Mr. Carey was one of the most charming of 
men. He had fine conversational powers. His mind was 
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stored with all kinds of knowledge; and he had at com- 
mand apt illustrations and a large fund of anecdotes. He 
had seen much of society, and had been brought into 
contact with celebrated men from all parts of the world— 
philosophers, littérateurs, travellers, scientists, physicians, 
lawyers, divines, artists, and inventors. From his youth he 
had been a great reader of novels and of all kinds of light 
literature. He read rapidly, and could quickly skim the 
cream of an ordinary book. His memory was remarkably 
retentive. He had a large and well-selected library, es- 
pecially rich in works on political economy and social 
science, which he bequeathed to the University of Penn- 
sylvania. His collection of pictures, many of them by 
the best masters of the day, was given to the Philadelphia 
Academy of Fine Arts. His house was for many years 
noted for its hospitality. His Sunday Vespers, as they 
were called, had acquired a national reputation. ‘They 
were held at from four to six o’clock in the afternoon, 
and were attended chiefly by his select friends, con- 
spicuous among whom were William D. Lewis, Morton 
McMichael, General Robert Patterson, ex-Judge William 
D. Kelley, Joseph R. Chandler, and George H. Boker. 
Distinguished visitors who happened to be in town were 
sure to be present. The guests sat around a large table, 
and discussed in an informal manner such topics of private 
or public interest as might happen to be introduced. On 
many occasions the range of discussion assumed a wide 
latitude. During the war and for some time after its close 
subjects of grave importance were often brought under con- 
sideration. Every man said pretty much what he pleased ; 
there was no restraint ; everything was free and easy. A 
few bottles of wine, of which there was an ample supply in 
the cellar, served as the only refreshment. As the amiable 
host was wont to say, in speaking of these agreeable re- 
unions, ‘‘ We discuss everything, and decide nothing.” 
From 1833 until 1855 Mr. Carey resided at Burlington, 
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New Jersey—at first only in the summer, but subsequently 
throughout the year. After his return to Philadelphia he 
seldom left it even in the heat of summer, preferring to 
spend his time in reading and writing. When he retired 
to private life he made some unlucky investments, and 
at the time of his death was poor. 

Mr. Carey was a very handsome man, nearly six feet in 
height, well proportioned, with a large, well-shaped head, 
finely chiseled features, heavy brows, and remarkably 
black eyes, which retained their beauty and brilliancy to 
the time of his death. He wore neither moustache nor 
whiskers. Almost to the last his gait was steady and 
his form erect. He hada pleasant and contagious laugh, 
and a way of chatting which denoted a warm heart and 
a genial disposition. He was fond of the society of his 
friends, of places of amusement, especially the opera and 
the theatre, and of the meetings of the various clubs which 
abound in Philadelphia, of some of which he was an active 
member. During the latter years of his life many of his 
evenings were passed at my house, either in conversation 
or in playing euchre. With my wife he loved to discuss 
the passing events of society, the drama, the opera, and 
the latest novel. It was pleasant to listen to them as they 
talked of the writings of Richardson, especially Pamela, 
Sir Charles Grandison, and Clarissa Harlowe; Jane and 
Anna Maria Porter, Sir Walter Scott, Bulwer, Thackeray, 
Dickens, and a hundred others—their conversation often 
interspersed with pointed, mirth-provoking anecdote. Eu- 
chre was played by him and myself. He was a poor hand 
at the game, but he always enjoyed it, and laughed heartily 
when he won the rubber. A glass or two of sherry, with 
a cordial good-night, would always wind up the evening. 
When the weather or the walking was bad, either I or one 
of my sons accompanied him to his own door. 

Long after Mr. Carey had reached the age of threescore 
years and ten he was comparatively vigorous, and able to 
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perform more or less intellectual labor. But his sight 
had become somewhat impaired, his step less elastic, 
and his attacks of rheumatism more frequent. Death 
had no terrors for him; he often spoke of it as a 
thing that was near at hand, and rather to be desired 
than to be put off. It came at a time when his friends 
were unprepared for it. The previous week he had 
attended the annual dinner of the Hibernian Society, 
where he contracted a cold which resulted in fatal pneu- 
monia. But little suffering accompanied the attack, and 
it is pleasant to know that he was conscious up to the 
time of his departure. Four days afterwards we laid him 
softly and tenderly in the cemetery at Burlington by the 
side of his wife, whom he had loved so dearly and de- 
votedly, and near a cedar-tree, whose evergreen foliage is 
an emblem of his undying fame. I had the melancholy 
satisfaction of being one of the pallbearers, consisting 
solely of his old personal friends and admirers. 

Mr. Carey was a man of liberal and enlarged mind. He 
belonged to no church or sect. He believed that true 
Christianity consists in doing all the good that it is pos- 
sible to do to others, irrespective of creed or country. En- 
lightened as he was, he was not free from prejudice. He 
was a man of strong feeling, and occasionally indulged in 
significant expletives when he wished to express his abhor- 
rence or disapproval of unhallowed acts. He detested 
slavery, and had no love for England, although he loved 
Englishmen. As the son of an Irish patriot he could not 
fail to perceive and deprecate the wrongs of Ireland. He 
was one of the noblest of men, in warmest sympathy with 
all the world—adding dignity to his age, and wealth and 
happiness to his country. 


2—52 
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JAMES AITKEN MEIGS. 
1829-1879. 

In 1868 Dr. James Aitken Meigs entered the Faculty of 
the Jefferson Medical College, of which he was a grad- 
uate, as the successor of Professor Dunglison. At the 
opening of the session in the autumn of that year he de- 
livered an inaugural dissertation on the Correlation of the 
Physical and Vital Forces, a subject which he discussed 
with masterly ability. The discourse was widely dissemi- 
nated, and had many readers and admirers. He had for 
a long time made a specialty of the study of physiology 
and the natural sciences, and was well qualified for his 
department. He had been a professor in two medical 
schools—the Philadelphia Medical College and the Penn- 
sylvania Medical College; had edited Carpenter’s work on 
the Microscope and Kirkes’s Manual of Physiology; and 
had furnished a number of valuable papers on various sub- 
jects connected with anthropology and natural history. 
Indeed, no one could have been better prepared by previ- 
ous study for the work upon which he was about to enter. 
A ripe scholar, with that command of language which is 
the offspring of a tenacious memory and a well-disciplined 
mind, he stood before his class the peer of any member 
of the Faculty, a man of full stature, capable of doing 
well and truly all that his chair demanded of him. The 
title of the chair—the Institutes of Medicine—I never liked. 
It is an importation from the University of Edinburgh, 
where it had been in use for several generations. ‘This 
title still disfigures the annual announcements of the 
College. Literally interpreted, the Institutes embraces— 
besides Physiology—pathology and therapeutics, or the 
general principles of medicine. Meigs wisely confined 
himself, as Dunglison had in great degree done before 


him, to Physiology, a field sufficiently extensive for any 
man. 
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Meigs was an excellent lecturer. His manner was ear- 
nest, even enthusiastic; he never hesitated for a word; 
and, like one entirely imbued with his work, he carried his 
class with him. He made frequent use of his blackboard 
and magic-lantern, and occasionally vivisected a dog, a 
rabbit, or a frog to impress his matter more deeply upon 
the minds of his pupils. If he had any fault, it was that 
he was at times too minute, and overrated the capacity 
of his auditors. Latterly he got only half through his 
course; in other words, it took him two sessions to do 
what should be done in one session. All that any man 
can do in a five or six months’ course of lectures is to 
give an abstract of the existing state of the science which 
it is his office to teach. The purpose of teaching is to 
instruct, and when a lecturer is too profound, or unduly 
elaborate, he does injustice not only to himself, but to his 
pupils, very few of whom are able to follow him. 

It is much to be regretted that no substantial memorial 
of the life-work of Meigs remains. I often urged upon 
him the importance, to himself as well as to the school, 
of writing an elaborate treatise on philosophy; but, al- 
though he always said that he would execute the task, he 
died without fulfilling his promise. No man in America 
could better grapple with the great problems of the science 
of life, or could better appreciate the plan on which such 
a work should be constructed to answer the requirements 
of the profession. For some years before his death he had 
contemplated the publication of a work on the Intellectual 
and Moral Status of Woman as Compared with that of 
Man; but it does not appear that he had made any pro- 
gress in furtherance of his purpose. A collection of his 
more important papers might form an acceptable memorial 
volume. 

Meigs was of English and Scotch parentage by the 
father’s side, and of Scotch and German by the mother’s. 
He was of humble origin. He held his parents in pro- 
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found love and reverence. He grieved for a long time for 
his mother, and after her death he seldom, even in bad 
weather, appeared in his buggy without having his aged 
father by his side. The father, as might well be supposed, 
was proud of his son, whom he often accompanied into the 
lecture-room that he might listen to the exercises of the 
hour. Mutual love and devotion could not have been 
stronger. Meigs’s habits were domestic. He had no taste 
for society, and seldom spent an evening from home, ex- 
cept when he visited the theatre, of which he was very 
fond. He had, in fact, strong Thespian proclivities, and 
a rare acquaintance with the elder dramatists. In his 
younger days he not unfrequently engaged in private 
theatricals. Much of his leisure was spent among his 
books, of which he had a very fine collection in different 
languages, mainly illustrative of the natural sciences, an- 
thropology, travels, and physical geography. His practice 
was large and laborious, and lay chiefly among the middle 
and lower classes. I often pleaded with him to make it 
more select that he might have more leisure for recreation 
and literary pursuits; but my efforts and those of other 
friends were unavailing. He seldom absented himself 
from the city, even during the heat of summer, and then 
only for a short time. The fact is, he led what might be 
called a suicidal life. His principal pleasure consisted in 
the accumulation of money, so that he might ultimately, 
as he frequently told me, be independent, and thus be able 
to devote himself to teaching and to authorship. At the 
time of his demise he was estimated to be worth two hun- 
dred thousand dollars, all the result of small fees and of 
the practice of economy for nearly thirty years. He died 
without a will, and the only heir is the father. 

The death of Meigs, on the 9th of November, 1870, in 
the fifty-first year of his age, was sudden. He had been 
for several days missed from his post, but few of his 
colleagues were aware of his illness. He was confined 
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to his chamber scarcely half a week. He was sup- 
posed to be convalescing. Only half an hour before his 
death he rose, washed himself, and expressed a wish for 
something to eat. He had been in his bed only a short 
time when his father noticed that he had great difficulty 
of breathing, with lividity of the face, and in less than 
fifteen minutes from the time of the seizure—probably the 
result of embolism of the heart or lungs—he was a corpse. 
I shall not soon forget the feeling which overwhelmed me 
at the sad and unexpected news. 

Meigs was a member of numerous societies, native and 
foreign. For nearly a quarter of a century he was one of 
the leading men of the Academy of Natural Sciences of 
Philadelphia, whose Transactions bear testimony to his 
untiring zeal and industry as a worker and contributor. 
He was for a long time a Fellow of the College of Physi- 
cians of Philadelphia; and in 1871 was President of the 
Philadelphia County Medical Society. 


RICHARD OSWALD COWLING. 


1839-1881. 


THE saying, ‘‘Death loves a shining mark,’’ has seldom 
been more painfuly exemplified than in the case of Dr. 
Richard Oswald Cowling, who expired after a brief illness 
at his residence in Louisville on Saturday, April 2d, 1881, 
at the age of forty-two years. I had known him from his 
boyhood; and in later years, when he became a medical 
student, I followed him with the interest with which an 
anxious father follows the steps of a beloved son. A warm 
friendship, founded upon mutual affection and respect, had 
sprung up between us, and continued until his life’s end. 
The telegram which brought me the news of his death was 
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a shock, for I had heard nothing of his illness. No one 
outside of his family could have watched his professional 
career with a kindlier regard than I; no one had a truer 
conception of his manly attributes, of his social quali- 
ties, of his mental endowments, or of his promise as a 
surgeon and a teacher. During his attendance upon our 
lectures in 1867 he was a frequent visitor at my house, 
and hardly a Sunday passed in which he did not occupy 
a seat at iny table. We were all fond of him. He was 
always cheerful, and his conversation mirth-provoking. 
He was an earnest student, passed an excellent examina- 
tion, and left us in high spirits for his home in Kentucky, 
the scene of his future labors. I met him several times 
afterwards at the sessions of the American Medical Asso- 
ciation. Isaw him for the last time in May, 1879, at the 
dedication of the monument erected in honor of Ephraim 
McDowell at Danville, Kentucky. It was at this meeting 
that he presented to me, at the request of the Kentucky 
State Medical Society, in a brief but eloquent address, the 
knocker which had so long hung upon the front door of 
the Father of Ovariotomy. 

The manner in which Cowling became a convert to 
medicine is curious. He had been sick; and while con- 
fined to his room chance threw in his way a copy of Sir 
Thomas Watson’s Practice of Medicine. Its style, so 
unusual in a work of this kind, charmed him, as it has 
charmed thousands of others; and Blackstone and Kent 
were cast aside. Business was at first slow in coming to 
the young practitioner. Louisville was crowded with good 
physicians and surgeons ; and Cowling was too independent 
to seek with undue haste what he felt he would be sure in 
time to get. Long before his death he had a fair share of 
the practice of the city, and not a few patients came from 
a distance to seek his advice. After his return from Phil- 
adelphia he became Demonstrator of Anatomy in the Uni- 
versity of Louisville. He made anatomy for many years 


BY SAMUEL D. GROSS, M.D. 415 


a special study. Dr. Bayless, the Professor of Surgery, 
was compelled by ill health to relinquish a part of his 
chair. Cowling, at his request, was appointed his ad- 
junct; and when, before the opening of another session, 
death had vacated the chair, the adjunct became the full 
professor. As a teacher he was popular and instructive ; 
his fine form and presence, his familiarity with the subject 
under discussion, and the magnetism of his manners en- 
abled him to command the respect and attention of his 
pupils. What he lacked in the graces of a finished speaker 
he made up in force of delivery and in power of expression. 
As an operator he was cool and deliberate, and ever ready 
for an emergency. 

Cowling was the founder of the Louisville Medical 
News, a weekly journal, now in the twelfth year of its 
existence. He had witnessed, as many others had, the 
shame of the medical profession of Louisville, brought 
about by factions connected with ill-organized and ill-con- 
ducted schools, which, in their rivalry for securing large 
classes, did not hesitate to malign certain professors and to 
create a state of feeling at once disreputable to the country 
and at variance with true scientific progress. It was with 
a view of putting an end to this condition of things that 
the News was started; and how well it subserved its pur- 
pose every one acquainted with Louisville medical politics 
knows. At first it met with much abuse; but it had been 
established only a short time when a marked change be- 
came visible, and long before its founder’s death it had 
fully accomplished its mission. Every issue contained a 
spicy article, full of irony and biting sarcasm; and yet the 
editor never indulged in improper personalities. What he 
said went straight tothe mark. ‘‘ Throughout this entire 
controversy,’’ says Professor D. W. Yandell, who has writ- 
ten a beautiful and touching memoir of him, ‘‘ Dr. Cow- 
ling never lost his temper, and,”’ as he truly said, “‘in the 
face of the rudest assertions and grossest personal abuse ad- 
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ministered correction in the pleasantest possible manner.”’ 
Cowling made the medical atmosphere of Louisville purer 
than it had ever been, and he thus established a claim to 
the gratitude and affection of his professional brethren. 
He wielded not only a caustic, but a ready pen, ever 
prompt to uphold the right and to denounce the wrong. 
His chirography was generally so crabbed as to cause the 
printer great trouble to decipher it. On one occasion, after 
the lapse of only a few days, he himself could not read it. 
He was fond of children, and not a few of his best articles 
were penned in sympathy for them in the suffering to 
which they are ignorantly and cruelly subjected by their 
parents during the hot summer months, when infantile 
mortality in this country is everywhere so great. 

He was of English descent, and was born in South Caro- 
lina in 1839. Early in life his parents moved to Louisville, 
where his father was engaged for many years in mercantile 
pursuits. His academic education was received at Trinity 
College, Hartford, Connecticut. The President of the in- 
stitution said of him that he was a good student, was 
very fond of his books, and was a fair classical scholar. 
He was fully six feet in height. His broad chest and 
shoulders were surmounted by a large head. His eyes 
were of a light blue, shaded by expressive brows; and his 
hair fell in heavy locks over his temples. His mouth was 
large, and his voice strong and resonant. 


JOHN WILLIAM DRAPER. 
1811-1882. 
THE present century, I am sure, has scarcely produced 
an abler man on this continent in his particular line of in- 


quiry than John W. Draper. With a mind of great grasp, 
he had a natural fondness for original investigation. His 
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name is associated with many discoveries and improve- 
ments in chemistry and natural philosophy which have 
added lustre to the scientific reputation of our country. 
His researches in spectral analysis, which were among the 
earliest of the kind, are especially worthy of mention. For 
many years his chemical laboratory was the scene of his 
labors. He did not content himself with the experiments 
of his predecessors and contemporaries, but he struck out 
into many paths in which he shed fresh light, while in not 
a few he developed new truths. 

Draper was born near Liverpool in 1811, and came to 
this country in 1833. His classical education was obtained 
at the London University ; and his medical degree in the 
University of Pennsylvania in 1836. He had scarcely left 
the lecture-roonl when he was appointed Professor of 
Chemistry and Physiology in Hampden Sidney College, 
Virginia, from which, in a few years, he was called to the 
corresponding chair in the University of New York. He 
was transferred to the Medical Department of the Univer- 
sity when it was organized in 1841, in which he remained 
until a comparatively recent period. In consequence of 
increasing occupations he relinquished his chair in favor 
of his son, Dr. John C. Draper, who like himself was an 
able chemist and an original investigator. In 1839 Profes- 
sor Draper took the first photographic portrait ever taken 
from the life. His writings have had a wide circula- 
tion, and have received the highest encomiums from 
competent critics. His Physiology met with marked suc- 
cess, passed rapidly through many editions, and was dis- 
tinguished for its originality and scientific character. In 
1863 appeared the History of the Intellectual Development 
of Europe, which brought him prominently before the 
public both at home and abroad. That such a work, 
written in a liberal spirit, exposing with an unsparing 
hand what he supposed to be the errors and misdeeds of 
bygone days, should be keenly criticized and censured 
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is what might have been expected. Inconsiderate theo- 
logians severely denounced it, and charged Dr. Draper 
with atheism. When, some years later, the learned author 
published his famous treatise entitled Conflict between 
Religion and Science, the whole Church, Catholic and 
Protestant, regarded it as the offspring of an unsound 
mind, perverting the Scriptures, and substituting science 
for religion. ‘The essence of this book is found in the 
Intellectual Development of Europe. Both works com- 
prise a vast amount of historical matter, discussed in the 
genuine spirit of philosophy, in language at once clear, 
vigorous, and full of imagery. I know of no two treatises 
published during the present century in the United States 
of which I would rather be the author. Buckle and Lecky 
have penned no finer sentences or more graphic descrip- 
tions than are to be found in the works which I have 
named. The American Civil War was published in 1867- 
*68, in three volumes. Dr. Draper is also the author of 
numerous monographs on scientific subjects. 

Dr. Draper was a man of medium stature; he had broad 
shoulders, large forehead, and a fine face with a thoughtful 
expression. His general appearance, as well as his voice, 
denoted the characteristics of an Englishman rather than 
those of an American. Much of his time was passed at his 
country villa on the banks of the Hudson, amidst books 
and flowers and enchanting scenery. 


JOSEPH PANCOAST. 
rSo5-1882. 


THE name of Joseph Pancoast will live in connection 
with anatomical teaching and operative surgery, in both 
of which he played a prominent part for more than forty 
years. He was born near Burlington, New Jersey, No- 
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vember 23d, 1805, and was only four months my junior. 
He was a graduate of the University of Pennsylvania. 
I became acquainted with him in 1828, soon after we set- 
tled in practice, he on North Fourth Street, and I at 
the corner of Library and Fifth Streets, next door to the 
Philadelphia Dispensary. We met one bright Sunday 
in April at the house of the late Dr. Moehring, on Race 
Street above Ninth. We examined minutely and with 
intense interest the surgical work of Bierowski, which 
was illustrated by beautiful colored plates; and we talked 
and talked until, when the time for leave-taking arrived, 
we had become warm friends. After this we occasionally 
met; and in 1830 I left the city. With two exceptions, 
I saw no more of him until we were colleagues in the 
autumn of 1856. I have often thought that our careful 
study of the magnificent plates of the work of Bierowski 
had much to do in stimulating our ambition, as well as in 
directing our tastes, although both of us had had strong 
surgical proclivities. His Operative Surgery, published 
quite early in life, illustrated as it was by numerous 
plates of operations and apparatus, was evidently an out- 
growth of that interview, which so firmly impressed itself 
on our minds that we often talked of it in after life. 
Pancoast had a natural taste for anatomy, which was 
heightened by the lessons of Professor Horner, who was 
a good surgeon as well as anatomist. Of this man the 
young Jerseyman was a favorite pupil, who lost no time 
in making himself master of the structure of the human 
body. Soon after he took his degree he commenced a 
course of lectures on Anatomy. He hired for this purpose 
the rooms situated on Chant Street, in the rear of the old 
University buildings, originally in the occupancy of Dr. 
John D. Godman, the anatomist and naturalist, and, at 
a later period, in that of Dr. James Webster, afterwards 
a Professor in the Medical College at Geneva, New York. 
Pancoast was an excellent dissector, and, with his winning 
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manners and enthusiastic declamation, he rapidly drew 
around him large classes of admiring students. What 
lent interest to his prelections was the intermixture, if 
I may so express myself, of surgical and anatomical 
knowledge; in other words, whenever it was possible he 
made a practical application of anatomy—a plan which 
he invariably followed in his college lectures, and which 
rendered his teaching so successful. He knew how to 
infuse life into the cadaver; how to wake up the bones 
and muscles and nerves and viscera, and make them 
respond to the diagnosis and treatment of disease and 
accident. His knowledge of topographical anatomy was 
profound, and few surgeons ever wielded a knife more 
gracefully, more boldly, or with greater accuracy and skill. 
The reputation which he acquired in these obscure rooms 
was not lost upon him. The Trustees of the Jefferson 
Medical College, watching his msing reputation, unani- 
mously called him, in 1838, to the chair made vacant by 
the retirement of Dr. George McClellan—a chair which he 
filled with marked ability until the reorganization of the 
Faculty in 1841. He was then transferred to the chair of 
Anatomy, which he occupied with equal distinction until 
his resignation in 1872. How much he added to the 
reputation of the school is too well known to require any 
illustration from me. During the period of our col- 
leagueship we energetically worked together for the good 
of the College, and few teachers were ever more popular, 
respected, or beloved by their pupils than Pancoast. ‘They 
all felt his worth as a man and as a teacher; they knew 
how thoroughly he was acquainted with anatomy—gen- 
eral, descriptive, and surgical—and were conscious of the 
pains he took to instruct them. He made anatomy so 
plain that the dullest pupil, if at all attentive, could not 
fail to be enlightened. 

Pancoast was an excellent clinical teacher; he was per- 
fectly familiar with the art of diagnosis and the treatment 
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of diseases and accidents. If he had any defect, it was as 
a pathologist; but even here he was rarely at fault. He 
possessed all the attributes of a great operator—quickness 
of perception, unflinching courage, and rare presence of 
mind. It may truly be said of him that his hand never 
trembled and that his eye never winced. His success was 
commensurate with his skill. He was the author of a 
number of operative processes which are identified with 
his name. As a hospital surgeon he enjoyed exceptional 
opportunities for widening the range of his knowledge. 
Not long after he received his degree he was made Physi- 
cian-in-Chief of the Children’s Hospital; and subsequently 
he served for a number of years on the surgical staff, first, 
of the Philadelphia, and afterwards for seven years, if I 
mistake not, on that of the Pennsylvania Hospital. 

His first literary effort was a translation of Lobstein’s 
celebrated treatise on the Sympathetic Nerve, originally 
published in Latin. He edited, successively, Quain’s 
Anatomical Plates, and Caspar Wistar’s Anatomy, which 
he enriched with numerous additions, chiefly of an his- 
tological character. The latter work was for a long time 
used as a text-book by the students of the Jefferson Medical - 
College, and it lost its hold on their esteem and affection 
only after the appearance of Erasmus Wilson’s excellent 
manual, which in its turn gave way to the abler treatise of 
Gray. His Operative Surgery was originally issued in a 
thick quarto volume, profusely illustrated by lithographic 
plates. The work, although savagely criticized by the 
American and British press, soon passed into a second 
edition, and added greatly to his fame as a surgeon. He 
also contributed numerous papers to the medical journals. 
During the last fifteen years of his life writing had no 
charms for him, and when spoken to on the subject he 
said he thought that he had done enough of that kind 
of work. He was a capital shot, and took much delight in 
duck and quail shooting. He loved pictures and pretty 
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landscapes, and was fond of a good anecdote. Much of 
his leisure in his later years was spent in light reading. 

I knew Pancoast intimately, and I formed a high esti- 
mate of his character. He was a man of decided convic- 
tions, professional, moral, and political; a kind husband 
and father, a warm friend, and an upright citizen. Few 
surgeons have done more to ennoble and dignify our pro- 
fession. Long before he died he was the possessor of a 
large fortune, the result of the labors of an honest and 
virtuous life. He died March 7th, 1882, in the seventy- 
seventh year of his age, beloved and honored by all who 
knew him. 


| alld = Siew 3 8 2 
1823-1882. 


B. H. Hiut died on August 16th, 1882. From small 
beginnings he rose to be one of the most prominent states- 
men of his day, an able expounder of our Constitution, 
and an intrepid champion of the rights of the people. 

I saw Senator Hill for the first time on the roth of July, 
1881, while I was at Cape May in pursuit of recreation 
from hard work. ‘‘I have come,’’ said he, ‘‘to consult 
you professionally. I am just from New York, where I 
saw Dr. Bayard, the homceopathist, and several prominent 
surgeons; but I am not satisfied, and I desire your advice. 
My trouble is a sore on the left side of my tongue which 
has annoyed me more or less for the last four years. When 
I first noticed it, it was not larger than an ordinary pin’s 
head, and I think it must have been caused by a rough- 
ness on one of the molar teeth. Bayard says it is a specific 
sore, not cancerous, although I assured him that I never 
had any such disease. I had consulted him repeatedly, 
and he always adhered to his opinion despite my asser- 
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tion.’? Such was Mr. Hill’s statement of his case. I 
found an ulcer on the edge of the tongue extending a 
distance of more than an inch from behind forward, but 
not to any considerable depth, and at once, at his own 
request, informed him of its malignant character. ‘‘It is 
an epithelioma,”’ I said, ‘‘and nothing else.’ ‘‘ What is 
the remedy?’ Mr. Hill asked. ‘‘The knife.’? ‘‘ Will that 
effect a cure?’ ‘‘That I cannot affirm; you must run 
the risk; the tendency of all such diseases, especially in 
neglected cases, is to recur.’? I made no promises what- 
ever. I explained to the Senator everything—the risk 
of the operation, and the strong probability of a relapse. 
As his general health was excellent, and as there was no 
appreciable involvement of the lymphatic glands at the 
base of the jaw, I saw no reason why an operation should 
not afford at least temporary relief; and with this under- 
standing it was performed two days after our interview. 
As I had made my arrangements to go to the Isles of Shoals 
in the latter part of July, Mr. Hill, in the absence in 
Europe of my son Dr. S. W. Gross, was left in charge of 
Professor William H. Pancoast, and he progressed so well 
that he left Philadelphia within a few weeks in excellent: 
health and spirits. A second operation, more extensive 
than the first, but not bloody or painful, was performed ; 
and then a third, which was solely directed to the removal 
of diseased glands. But at no time, during my treatment 
of the case, did I hold out to him any hope of final 
recovery. 

A few weeks after the last operation, under the conviction 
that a change of air and scene was required, he was taken 
to Atlantic City, much exhausted and depressed by his 
suffering and by his inability to take food on account of the 
difficulty of swallowing. After a sojourn there of several 
weeks he returned unrelieved, and with every indication 
that he was wholly beyond the reach of surgery. As a 
last resort he went, at the earnest solicitation of his family, 
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to the Eureka Springs in Arkansas, erroneously invested 
with curative powers in cancerous affections. His appetite 
and general health improved somewhat under the use of the 
water and the change of air, but the local disease steadily 
progressed ; his sufferings could be assuaged only by large 
doses of anodynes; he became excessively emaciated ; and 
death finally relieved him in little more than a year after I 
took charge of his case. 

It is gratifying to me to know that Mr. Hill retained his 
confidence in and friendship for me during the remain- 
der of his life. The last letter he probably ever wrote 
was addressed to me, consisting of a few crooked lines, 
evidently penned with great difficulty, and expressive of 
his kindly feeling for me. I had become warmly attached 
to him. He was patient in suffering, uncomplaining, and 
ever ready to adopt any suggestions offered for his relief. 
He was a noble man, a loving husband and father, with 
a big heart, in strong sympathy with human nature; a 
hater of immorality, of crime, and of oppression ; a devout 
Christian ; a genial and refined gentleman. 

Mr. Hill was the son of a farmer, and performed farm 
labor until after he was fifteen years of age; he was then 
sent to college, studied hard, and on Commencement day 
received the first honors in his class. ‘‘He took,’’ says his 
biographer, ‘‘ his earnest temperament and gentleness from 
his mother, and to her careful and loving training was in- 
debted for the basis of what is best in his character.” 
How often the son inherits his greatness from the mother 
history abundantly shows. Mr. Hill in due time studied 
law, was sent to the Legislature, became conspicuous in 
politics, and was finally elected to the Senate of the United 
States. When the Rebellion broke out he exerted all his 
power and genius to keep Georgia in the Union; but, 
failing in this, he earnestly espoused the Southern cause. 
When the war was over, he mounted the stump and 
used his influence in resisting the efforts of those who 
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were swarming through the State and setting the colored 
people in hostile array against their late masters. Natu- 
rally aggressive, he threw his whole soul into the cam- 
paign; and, although he did not accomplish all he had 
wished, he succeeded in attracting the attention of the 
General Government to what were regarded as flagrant out- 
tages, and did his best to secure for the Southern States a 
favorable basis of reconstruction. The people of Georgia 
loved Mr. Hill; and this affection was cordially shared by 
the Southern people generally. They were proud of him 
as an upright citizen; as a patriot and a statesman; as 
an eloquent orator and a spirited debater. In the Sen- 
ate of the United States he was justly noted for his 
fearless exposure of evil practices among his opponents, 
for his unscathing rebukes, and for his uncompromising 
hostility to everything that savored of corruption in high 
places. He was a tower of strength in his party. Apart 
from the pangs inseparable from leaving his devoted fam- 
ily, his regret that he had not completed his mission was 
the only regret which haunted him in his last hours. But 
a few months before his death he said to me, ‘‘I am not. 
afraid to die; still I should like to live a few years longer 
to do some useful work which has long occupied my 
thoughts and affection.”’ 

Mr. Hill was a noble-looking man, tall, erect, well 
proportioned, a ready talker, an eloquent speaker, with a 
mind well stored with general knowledge, and a heart 
full of love and as tender as that of a woman. His eyes 
were of a bluish color, and soft and gentle in repose, but 
capable, when his mind was ruffled by anger, or engaged 
in chastising an enemy or an offender against decency or 
public morality, of emitting the lightning’s flash. 
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Gross, Samuel D., i. birth, 1; father and 
mother, 2, 3; brothers and sisters, a 
4; early education, 4-7; amusements, 
7-11; falling in love, 12, 13; fondness 
for flowers, 13; ghosts, 14; desires to 
be a physician, 16; begins the study of 
medicine, turning point in life, 17; 
at Academy at Wilkesbarre, 18-23; 
narrow escape from drowning, 22; at 
Lawrenceville High School, 23, 24; 
a glimpse of Lafayette, 24; choice of 
a profession, 26; studies medicine 
with Dr. Joseph K. Swift, 27-29; 
visits Niagara Falls on horseback, 
30, 31; at Jefferson Medical College, 
32-39; its Faculty, 33-39; opens an 
office, 39; translations of Bayle and 
Hollard’s General Anatomy, 40, 41; 
Hatin’s Manual of Obstetrics, 41, 42; 
Hildenbrand on Typhus Fever, 42; 
Tavernier’s Operative Surgery, 42; 
composes work on the Bones and 
Joints, 42, 43; assists Dr. Godman in 
translating the Duke of Saxe-Wei- 
mar’s Travels in the United States, 
43; acquaintance with John Vaughan, 
44; Samuel Brown, 44; John D. 
Godman, 44-46; Sears C. Walker, 
46-48; income, marriage, goes to 
Easton, 48; dissections, effort to 
change nomenclature of anatomy, 
experimental inquiries, 49-52; expert 
in Goetter trial, 52, 53; James Madi- 
son Porter, 53-55; . George Junkin, 
53, 54; elected Professor of Chem- 
istry in Lafayette College, 54; 
Andrew Reeder, 55, 56; Samuel 
Sitgreaves, 56; medical profession 
of Easton, 56; visits New York to 
investigate Asiatic cholera, 58-60; 
Dr. Roe, 59; Charles Alfred Lee, 59; 
becomes Demonstrator of Anatomy 
in the Medical College of Ohio, at 
Cincinnati, 61, 62; organizes the de- 
partment, 63; becomes one of the 
editors of the Western Medical Ga- 
zette, 64; appointed Professor of 
Pathological Anatomy in the Medi- 
cal Department of Cincinnati Col- 
lege, 65; its Faculty, 65-71; the im- 
portance of preserving letters, 68, 69; 
practice, 71; publishes Pathological 
Anatomy, 72-74; medical reviews, 
74; declines appointment of pro- 
fessorship of medicine .in the Uni- 
versity of Virginia, and chair of 
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Anatomy in the University of Louisi- 
ana, 74; medical men and society in 
Cincinnati, 74-77; John L. Vattier, 
76; Nicholas Longworth, 77; Andrew 
Jackson, 77, 78; Lyman Beecher, 78, 
79; Robert Lytle, 79; Selmon P. 
Chase, 79, 80; Timothy Walker, $0; 
Archbishop « Purcell, 80; Charles 
Hammond, $1; Gamaliel Bailey, 81, 
$2; Bishop Mcllvaine, 82-85; Daniel 
Webster, 85, 86; General William 
Henry Harrison, 86-88; made Pro- 
fessor of Surgery in the University 


of Louisville, 89; its Faculty, So, | 


gO; reception by the medical profes- 
sion, 90, 91; appointed Professor of 
Surgery in the University of New 
York, 92; its Faculty, 92; returns to 
Louisville, 93; publishes treatise on 


the Urinary Organs, 93-95, and on | 


Foreign Bodies in the Air-Passages, 
95; experiments on dogs, 96-98; 


other contributions to medical litere- | 


ture while in Kentucky, 98-101; 
practice, 101, 102; William J. Graves 
and Jonathan Cilley, 104-107; Robert 
J. Breckinridge, 107, 108; John 
Breckinridge, 108; William C. Breck- 
inridge, 108; Mrs. Breckinridge, 108, 
109; John C. Breckinridge, 109, 110; 
George Poindexter, 110, 111; Baron 
Von Raumer, 112, 113; James P. 
Espy, 113, 114; John J. Crittenden, 
115-118; Millard Fillmore, 118; 
James Guthrie, 118-120; John 
Rowan, 120; Henry Clay, 121, 122; 
Lonisville bar, 123; Louisville clergy, 
123, I24; Kentucky society, 124; 
made Professor of Surgery in the Jef- 
ferson Medical College, Philadelphia, 
126; library bumed, 127; inausural 
address, 127; number of students, 128. 
129; secession of students, 129, 130; 


changes in the Faculty, 130, 131; su- | 


periiuous introductory lectures, 131; 
War experiences, 132-135; 
with T. G. Richardson, North Ameri- 
can Medico-Chirurgical Review, 135— 
137; founds with J. M. Da Costa 
the Philadelphia Pathological Society, 
1373; writes System of Surgery, 137— 
142; Manual of Military Surgery, 
142, 143; Lives of Eminent American 
Physicians and Surgeons of the Nine- 


issues, | 


teenth Century, 143; discourse as | 


Association, 143; Training of Nurses, 
143, 144; address on Syphilis, 144, 
145; address on Bloodletting, 145; 
History of American Medical Litera- 
ture from 1776 to the Present Time, 
145, 146; History of American Sar- 
gery from 1776 to 1876, 146; Valedic- 
tory Address, 146; Remarkable Case 
of Melanosis, 146; Nature and Treat- 
ment of Prostatorrhcea, 147; Bru- 
nonianism, Toddism, and other Isms, 
147; Necrological Notice of Jedediah 
Cobb, M. D., 147; Sketch of Charles 
Wilkins Short, M.D., 147; Then and 
Now, 147; The Live Physician, 147; 
Memoirof Valentine Mott, M.D., 147; 
Memoir of Robley Dunglison, M. D., 
147; Nature’s Voice in Disease and 
Convalescence, 147; Address before 
the Alumni Association of the Jeffer- 
son Medical College, 147; Address 
before the Medical Society of the 
State of Pennsylvania, 147; the 
Factors of Disease and Death after 
Injuries, Parturition, and Surgical 
Operations, 147; the Glory and 
Hardships of the Medical Life, 147; 
The Proximate Cause of Pain, 148; 
McDowell Memorial Address, 148; 
A Memoir of Isaac Hays, M.D., 148; 
The Social Position of the Doctor, 
148; John Hunter and his Pupils, 
148; Waledictory Address, 148; ad- 
dress before the National Association 
for the Protection of the Insane, and 
the Prevention of Insanity, 148; 
Value of Early Operations in Mor- 
bid Growths, 148; Trained Nurses 
for the Smaller Towns and Rural 
Districts, 148; Obituary Notice of 
J. Marion Sims, 148; Wounds of the 
Intestines, 148; Lacerations of the 
Female Sexual Organs Consequent 
upon Parturition, 148; membership 
and offices held in medical societies 
and organizations, 149, 150; origi- 
nates the Philadelphia Academy of 
Surgery, 150, 151; and the American 
Surgical Association, 150, 151; pro- 
fessional income and fees at Easton, 
152, 153; at Cincinnati, 153; at 
Louisville, 154; largest fee, 154; 
doctors defranded of fees, I54-150; 
income from professorships, 156, 157; 
from books, 157; teaching, 157-170; 
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aS a surgeon, 170-175; as an ac- 
coucheur, 175; as an operator, 175, 
176; as a writer and author, 176- | 
179; habits, 180-189; politics, 190, | 
Ig1; youth, manhood, old age, 192; 
letters of advice, 192, 193; testimony, 
194; correspondence, 194, 195; testi- 
monials, 195, 196; standard of the | 
medical profession, 196, 197; pupils, 
197, 198; religious views, 199-201 ; 
cremation, 201, 202; choice of death, 
202; the engrossing claims of medi- | 
cine, 203, 204; lawyers and doctors, 
204; education of physicians of to- 
day, 205; labor of the doctor, 206; 
labors and original contributions to 
medicine and surgery apart from 
authorship, 206-212; visit to Europe, 
213; Berne, 214; Albert von Haller 
and his works, 214-218; Vienna, 
219; Karl Rokitansky, 221-223; 
Vincent Kern, 223; George Joseph 
Beer, 223; Johann Nepomuk Rust, 
223; Franz Schuh, 223; Theodor 
Billroth, 223, 224; Johann Friedrich 
Dumreicher, 224, 225; Ferdinand 
Arldt, 225; Ferdinand von Hebra, 


225; J. Neuddrfer, 225; physicians 
and obstetricians of Vienna, 226; 
Joseph Hyrtl, 226; hospitals, 226, 
227; Dresden, 228-230; Berlin, 230; 
Frederick the Great, 230, 231; 
Rudolf Virchow, 231-235; B. von 
Langenbeck, 235-238; Albrecht von 
Graefe, 239-242; Ernst Julius Gurlt, 
242; Frans Cornelis Donders, 242; 
Friedrich Theodor Frerichs, 242, 243; 
University of Berlin, 243, 244; Char- | 
lottenberg, 244; Christian Gottfried 
Ehrenberg, 245, 246; Frankfort-on- 
the-Mzin, 247; Goethe, 248, 249; 
Homburg, 249; Heidelberg, 250; the 
University, 250, 251; the Hirsch- 
gasse, 251, 252; the castle, 252; the 
museum, 252, 253; the Molkenkur, 
253; Maximilian Joseph Chelius, 
254, 255; the Rhine, 255; Coblentz, 
256; Ehrenbreitstein, 256; Bonn, 
257; Wilhelm Busch, 258; Cologne, 
259; the Cathedral, 259; St. Ursula, 
259, 260; triumphs of Surgery, 260, 
261; Aix-la-Chapelle, 261; Charle- 
magne, 261; Rotterdam, 262; Am- 
sterdam, 263; pictures, 263; public 
hospital, 264, 265; Professor Telanus, 
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264, 265; the medical school, 265; 
Hermann Boerhaave, 265; Antwerp, 
266; Rubens, 266; the Descent from 
the Cross, 266; Brussels, 267; the 
University, 267; hospitals, 268; Pro- 
fessor Uytterhoeven, 268; Vesalius, 
268, 269; Oxford, 271; delegate to 
the British Medical Association, 271; 
entertainments, 272; Anniversary 
Dinner, reply to toast, 273; George 
Rolleston, 274; Kenilworth, 275; 
Stratford-on-Avon, 275; Shakes- 
peare’s house, 275; Cambridge, 276; 
George M. Humphry, 276; medical 
school, 276, 277; the University, 
277; Norwich, 278; the British 
Association for the Advancement of 
Science, 278, 279; the Norfolk and 
Norwich hospital, 279, 280; William 
Peter Nichols, 280; Thomas Cadge, 
280; entertainments, 281; Richard 
Partridge and Garibaldi, 281, 282; 
the Herbert Military Hospital, 282; 
King’s College Hospital, 283; opera- 
tions by Henry Smith and John 
Wood, 283; Guy’s Hospital, 284; 
Leeds, 284; Thomas Nunneley, 284, 
285; York, 285; Edinburgh, 286; 
James Syme, 286-292; John Brown, 
and Rab and His Friends, 286-288, 
290-292; Sir James Y. Simpson, 
Bart., 292-296; James Spence, 296; 
J. Hughes Bennett, 296, 297; James 
Miller, 297; the University, 297, 298;- 
General Lord Napier, 298; Glas- 
gow, 298; scene in court, 299; the 
Hunterian Museum and William 
Hunter, 300; Norman Macleod, 300- 
302; George H. B. Macleod, 302, 
303; William Pirrie, 303; the Giant’s 
Causeway, 304; Belfast, its college 
and hospital, 305; William Mac- 
Cormac, 305; Dublin, 305; Trinity 
College, 306; the physicians, sur- 
geons and obstetricians of Dublin, 
306, 307; Dublin hospitals, 307- 
310; the Royal College of Surgeons, 
310, 311; the disestablishment of the 
Irish church, 311, 312; Sir William 
R. .Wilde, 312, 313; Sir Dominic 
John Corrigan, Bart., 313; William 
Stokes, 314; returns from Europe, 
314; reception to Drs. Pancoast and 
Gross, 315; speech of Dr. Gross, 316— 
320; second visit to Europe, 321; 
Commemoration Day at Oxford, 322, 
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323; conferring of D.C. L. on Prince 
Hassan, George Burrows, M. D., Sir 
Benjamin Brodie, Bart., and Samuel 
D. Gross, 323; Commemoration Din- 
ner, 324; Prince Hassan, 324, 325; 
the University Museum, 326; the 
Radcliffe Library, 326; anecdote of 
Radcliffe, 327; Thomas Linacre, 327; 
John Kaye, 327, 328; Oxford hospi- 
tality, 328; George Rolleston, 328; 
Edward Bouverie Pusey, 328, 329; 
Henry Wentworth Acland, 329, 330; 
Sir Benjamin Brodie, Bart., 330; 
Charles Daubeny, 330, 331; London, 
331; presented at court, 331, 332; 
the Prince of Wales, 331, 332; Sir 
Francis and Lady Drake, 332, 333; 


Sir Henry Holland, 333-336; James | 


Anthony Froude, 334; Thomas Bevill 
Peacock, 337; the Harveian oration 
at the Royal College of Physicians, 
337; Sir George Burrows, Bart., 338; 
Richard Owen, 338; Sir John-Robert 
Mowbray, Bart., 338; operations by 
Henry Smith and Sir William Fer- 
gusson, 339; dinner at Sir James 
Paget’s, 339; conversazione at the 
College of Physicians, 339; John Gay, 
339; Joseph T. Clover, 340; opera- 
tion by Graily Hewitt, 340; entertain- 
ments, 340; John Croft, 340; Sir 
Joseph Fayrer, 340, 341; St. Thomas’s 
Hospital and the Archbishop of Can- 
terbury, 341-344; Dawlish, 344; 
Lady Douglas, 344, 345; Nutwell 
Court, 345; Sir Francis and Lady 
Drake, 345, 346; F. C. Cook, 346; 
Torquay, 346; Kent’s Hole, 347; at- 
tends meeting of the British Medi- 
cal Association at Birmingham, 348, 
349; the usefulness of alcohol, 349; 
Lichfield, 349; Samuel Johnson, 349, 
350; the shooting season, 351; re- 
turns to Philadelphia, 351; John 
Tyndall, 352-354; Charles Macales- 
ter, 354-356; Edward Everett, 356; 
George Peabody, 356, 357; Stewart 
Van Vliet, 357; Charles Woodruff 
Shields, 357, 358; E. R. Beadle, 357, 
358; reads paper on the Factors of 
Disease and Death after Injuries, 
Parturition, and Surgical Operations, 
358; offers resolutions for the estab- 
lishment of a National Bureau of 
Health, 358, 359; speech in support 
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of them, 359-361; John Eric Erichsen, 
362, 363; operations, 363; the death 
of Mrs. Gross, 363-373; the Inter- 
national Medical Congress, 374-376; 
death of Sir William Fergusson, Bart., 
376-380; King’s College Hospital, 
380; sad anniversary, 381; thirty- 
seventh course of lectures on Surgery, 
381; examination of medical students, 
382, 383; Washington, 383; Senators 
Morton, Blaine, Cameron, Conkling, 
and Davis, 383, 384; the Supreme 
Court of the United States, 384; 
N. R. Smith, 385-387; Martin Far- 
quhar Tupper, 387, 388; delicate 
operation, 388, 389; William D. 
Lewis, 389, 390; how to obtain 
practice, 390, 391; operations for 
stone in the bladder, 391; what is 
fame? 391, 392; hot weather, 392; 
attends the meeting of the American 
Medical Association at Chicago, 392; 
defects of annual addresses, 395; 
T. G. Richardson made President, 
395; fortunes of medical men, 397; 
Boston, 398; the Commencement of 
Harvard University, 398; Senator 
Bayard’s address before the Phi 
Beta Kappa Society, 399; President 
Hayes, 400, 401; Jacob Bigelow, 401; 
Edward Hammond Clarke, 401, 402; 
Henry I. Bowditch, 402, 403; J. B.S. 
Jackson, 403; Mount Auburn Ceme- 
tery, 403; Charles Francis Adams, 
404; John Quincy Adams, 404; death 
of N. R. Smith, 405; Cape May, 
405; my seventy-second birthday, 
405, 406; address of Professor Pan- 
coast on the opening of the Jeffer- 
son Medical College Hospital, 407. 
New Year’s Day, 1878, ii. 1; death 
of Theodore Horwitz, 2; Henry C. 
Carey, 3; Lunsford P. Yandell, Sr, 
3-5; Lunsford P. Yandell, Jr., 5; 
Dayid Wee Vandellse5; 6:05). ebm 9. 
Jackson, 6; Commencement of the 
Jefferson Medical College, 6, 7; 
fiftieth professional anniversary — 
retrospects, 7, 8; library, 8-10; li- 
braries of John Redman Coxe and 
René La Roche, 9; pleasure de- 
rived from books, 10, 11; Niagara 
Falls, 11; attends the meeting of the 
College Association and of the Ameri- 
can Medical Association at Buffalo, 
II-13; attends reception of Nathan 
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Bozeman, 14; Fourth of July, 14, 15; 
William Preston, 15-17; seventy- 


third birthday, 17; death of Bloom- | 


field H. Moore, 17, 18; Carr Lane, 
18-20; William Beaumont, 20, 21; 
Charles A. Pope, 21-24; recollec- 
tions of a meeting of the American 
Medical Association at St. Louis, 24; 
John J. Crittenden, 25; Matt Ward, 


25,26; Cape May, 26; excessive heat, | 


26; Gilman Kimball, 27; George B. 
McClellan, 28; Montgomery Blair, 
28, 29; death of Karl Rokitansky, 
29; dogs, 29, 30; birds, 31; unusual 
patients, 31,32; Washington L. Atlee, 
32; Joseph Roby, 33; John Wells, 33, 
34; death of Henry Armitt Brown, 
34, 35; William Preston, 35; death 
of Washington L. Atlee, 35-39; 
Ephraim McDowell, 39-41; William 
J. Little, 41, 42; James Freeman 
Clarke, 42-44; thoughts on religion, 
44; the American Gynzecological So- 
ciety, 44,45; James R. White, 45, 46; 
Charles Alfred Lee, 46, 47; George 


W. Callender, 47, 48; St. Bartholo- | 


mew’s Hospital, 48; how Abernethy 


failed to be knighted, 48,49; Edward | 


Stanley, 49, 50; Sir William Law- 
rence, 50; Sir James Paget, Bart., 
50, 51; death of J. B. S. Jackson, 
51-53; death of Jacob Bigelow, 53- 
56; 
dinner, 57; speech of David W. 
Yandell, 58-60; letter of T. G. 
Richardson, 60-62; speech of D. 
Hayes Agnew, 63-65; reply of Dr. 
Gross, 65-69; attends the meeting of 
the American Medical College Asso- 
ciation and of the American Medical 
Association at Atlanta, 70; the call 
for a convention of American Medi- 
cal Colleges, 70-74; delivers address 
at the dedication of the monument 
erected to Ephraim McDowell, 75; 
address of Dr. Cowling, 75; Nash- 
ville, 76; the widow of ex-President 
Polk, 76, 77; Henry Wentworth Ac- 
land, 77-79; dinner given to Dr. Gross 
by Austin Flint, 79, 80; travelling fifty 
years ago, 80, 81; made President 


of the Board of Trustees of Penn- - 


sylvania College of Dental Surgery, 
83; John Kearney Rodgers, 84-87; 
David Hosack, 87-90; George Bushe, 


2—55 


complimentary commemoration | 
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90, 91; John W. Francis, 91-94; the 
social position of the doctor, 94-98; 
the American Philosophical Society, 
99; New Orleans, 100; James B. 
Eustis, 101; Randall Hunt, ror; 
entertainments given to Dr. Gross, 
102, 103; Stanford E. Chaillé, 103; 
Warren Stone, 104-106; Charles 
Aloysius Luzenberg, 107-109; T. G. 
Richardson, 109, 110; Mobile, 111; 
Claudius H. Mastin, 111; Augusta, 
111; Henry F. Campbell, 111; Louis 
A. Dugas,- 111; Savannah, 111; 
Charleston, 112; the University of 
Cambridge tenders the degree of 
LL.D., 114; George M. Humphry, 
115; attends the meeting of the 
Medical College Association at New 
York, 115; the American Medical 
Association, 115-117; organization 
of the American Surgical Association, 
117, 118; visits England, 118; Bow- 
ness, 118, 119; Hartley Coleridge, 
119; William Wordsworth, 119; Lon- 
don, 119; Richard Owen, 119, 120; 
entertainments, 120; St. George’s 
Hospital, 121,122; John Hunter, 121, 
122; the Hunterian Museum, 122, 
123; Cambridge, 123; British Medi- 
cal Association, 123; address in 
surgery by Timothy Holmes, 123, 
124; the conferring of degrees, 124; 
Sir William Gull, Bart., 124,.125; 
Paul Broca, 125, 126; Brown-Sé- 
quard, 126; Sir George Burrows, 
Bart, 126; Andrew Wood, 126, 127; 
the dinner of the Irish graduates of the 
University of Cambridge, 127; Samuel 
Haughton, 127; the dinner of the 
British Medical Association, 127; re- 
sponse to toast, 128, 129; breakfast 
with the Vice-Chancellor, 129, 130; 
luncheon with the Bishop of Ely, 
130; Sandown, 130; anecdote of 
Dean Liddell, 131; English country 
scenes, 131, 132; Sir James Paget, 
Bart., 133-135; address of George 
M. Humphry, 135; St. Paul’s, Lon- 
don, 136; Sir Astley Cooper, 136- 
138; returns to Philadelphia, 138; 
invitation to deliver an address before 
the International Medical Congress in 
London, 139; Robert Patterson, 139— 
142; resignation of the chair of sur- 
gery in the Jefferson Medical College, 
142, 143; John Brown’s death, 143- 
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145; sixth edition of System of Sur- 
gery, 145, 146; banquet of J. Marion 
Sims and Harry Marion Sims, 146; 
J. Marion Sims, 147-154; anecdote 
of Thurlow Weed, 154; address of 
welcome before the National Associa- 
tion for the Protection of the Insane 
and the Prevention of Insanity, 154, 
155; James E. Reeves, 1560; the 
Malin dinner, 156, 157; John Eric 
Erichsen, 157; address to the gradu- 
ating class of Bellevue Hospital Medi- 
cal College, 158; Jenny Lind, 159; 
Austin Flint, 159-162; Austin Flint, 
Jr, 159-161; death of W. H. Van 
Buren, 162-164; Commencement of 
the Jefferson Medical College, 164, 
165; meeting of the Alumni Asso- 
ciation, 165; death of Joseph K. 
Barnes, 165, 166; Oliver Wendell 
Holmes, 166-168; medical poets, 
168; dinner of George W. Biddle, 
169, 170; death of George Shars- 
wood, 171; invitation to attend the 


meeting of the British Medical Asso- | 
ciation, 171,172; attends the meeting | 
of the American Surgical Association | 


at Cincinnati, 172, 173; the growth 


of Cincinnati, 173, 174; Henry B. | 
Payne, 174; the American Medical | 
Association, 175; John L. Atlee, 175, | 
176; the death of Archbishop Wood, | 


176-182; birthday, 182; anecdote of 
Burmese doctor, 183; boasting, 183; 
evolution, 184-186; Charles Darwin, 
184; Henry Ward Beecher, 186; the 
study of the classics, 186-188; James 
Buchanan, 188, 189; Long Branch, 


189; Sullivan H. Weston, 190; John | 
Hoey’s park, 190, 191; charlatans, | 
Ulysses S. Grant, 192; | 
George W. Childs, 192, 193; news- | 
boys, 193, 194; the fish-hawk, 194; | 
medical tricksters, 195; the new Code | 


I9I, 192; 


of Ethics, 196, 197; the hypodermic 
syringe, 197; Alexander Wood, 197; 
invitation to deliver lecture at St. 
John’s, 197, 198; marriage and its 
duties, 198-201; thoughts on religion, 
201-204; Jeremiah S. Black, 204- 
207; paper on Nursing, 207, 208; 
the American Gynzecological Society, 
208, 209; cremation, 209-211; Bishop 
Smith, 211, 212; changes in fifty 
years, 212, 213; address before the 
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Association of the Directors of the 
Poor of the State of Pennsylvania, 
213; John W. Stevenson, 214; Sir 
William MacCormac, 214, 215; ban- 
quet to Lord Coleridge, 215, 216; 
aphasia, 216, 217; J. Lawrence 
Smith, 217, 218; worthless remedies, 
218; Robert C. Winthrop, 218, 219; 
W. T. Sherman, 219, 220; Luther’s 
birthday, 220, 221; death of J. Marion 
Sims, 221, 222; social life of medi- 
cal men, 222; the University of Penn- 
sylvania tenders the degree of LL. D., 
223; James G. Blaine’s letter, 223, 
224; longevity of Frenchmen, 224, 
225; Wistar Parties, 225-227; Caspar 
Wistar, 226; coincidences, 227, 228; 
John B. McMaster, 228; death of 
Thomas S. Kirkbride, 228-230; 
death of E. A. Sophocles, 230, 231; 
apothecaries, 231, 232; death of 
Wendell Phillips, 232, 233; the 
Philadelphia Medical Jurisprudence 
Society, 233, 234; the University of 
Edinburgh tenders the degree of 
LL. D., 234, 235. 

DISTINGUISHED CONTEMPORARIES 
SKETCHED BY Dr. Gross.—Samuel 
Latham Mitchill, 236-239; Thomas 
Chalkley James, 239, 240; Philip 
Syng Physick, 240-246; William 
Potts Dewees, 246-250; George 
McClellan, 250-252; Henry B. Bas- 
com, 253, 254; J. J. Audubon, 254— 
256; Granville Sharp Pattison, 256~ 
260; Daniel Drake, 261-274; Wil- 
liam Edmonds Horner, 274-277; 
Nathaniel Chapman, 278-282; 
Charles Caldwell, 282-287; Theo- 
dric Romeyn Beck, 288, 289; Mar- 
shall Hall, 289-295; John K. Mit- 
chell, 295-297; Robert Hare, 297, 
298; George Combe, 298-301; 
Thomas Dent Miitter, 301-306; 
Franklin Bache, 306, 307; Valentine 
Mott, 308-312; Reuben Dimond 
Mussey, 312-319: Benjamin Frank- 
lin Shumard, 320-324; William Gib- 
son, 324-329; Robley Dunglison, 
329-335; Alden March, 336~338; 
Charles D. Meigs, 339-347; Ben- 
jamin Winslow Dudley, 348-351; 
George D. Prentice, 352-355; Gun- 
ning S. Bedford, 355-358; George 
C. Blackman, 359-361; Archbishop 
Spalding, 361-368; Samuel Henry 
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Dickson, 368-370; Samuel Jackson, 
371-374; René La Roche, 374-377; 
Edwin Forrest, 377-383; Henry Mil- 
ler, 384, 385; Andrew Johnson, 385- 
387; Martyn Paine, 388-390; Joseph 
Henry, 391-393; George Bacon 
Wood, 393-398; Isaac Hays, 399- 
401; Henry C. Carey, 401-409; 
James Aitken Meigs, 410-413; Rich- 
ard Oswald Cowling, 413-416; John 
William Draper, 416-418; Joseph 


Pancoast, 418-422; B. H. Hill, 422- | 


425. 
Gross, Samuel W., i. 95; ii. 143, 145, 
234. 
Gull, Sir William W., Bart., ii. 124, 125. 
Gurlt, Ernst Julius, i. 242. 
Guthrie, James, i. 118-120. 
Guy’s Hospital, i. 284. 


Hall, Marshall, ii. 289-295. 

Haller, Albert von, i. 214-218. 

Hammond, Charles, i. 81. 

Hammond, William A., i. 55. 

Hare, Robert, ii. 297, 298. 

Harrison, John P., i. 69. 

Harrison, William Henry, i. 86-88. 

Hart, Ernest, ii. 116, 120. 

Hassan, Prince, i. 323-325. 

Haughton, Samuel, ii. 127. 

Hawthorne, Nathaniel, i. 26. 

Hayes, Rutherford B., i. 400. 

Hays, I. Minis, i. 375; ii. 399. 

Hays, Isaac, il. 399-401. 

Hebra, Ferdinand von, i. 225. 

Heidelberg, i. 250. 

Henry, Joseph, ii. 391-393. 

Herbert Military Hospital, i. 282. 

Hewitt, W. M. Graily, i. 340. 

Hill, B. H., ii. 422-425. 

Hoey, John, ii. 190, I91. 

Holland, Sir Henry, Bart., i. 333-336. 

Holmes, Oliver Wendell, ii. 166-168. 

Holmes, Timothy, ii. 123, 124. 

Homburg, i. 249. 

Horner, William Edmonds, i. 72; ii. 
274-277. 

Horwitz, P. J., ii. 318, 319. 

Horwitz, Theodore, ii. 2. 

Hosack, David, ii. 87-90. 

Humphry, George M., i. 276; il. 114, 
115, 123, 135. 

Hunt, Randall, ii. tor. 

Hunter, John, ii. 121, 122. 

Hunter, Wiliiam, i. 300. 
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| Hunterian Museum, ii. 122, 123. 


Hypodermic syringe, the, ii. 197. 
Hyrtl, Joseph, i. 226. 


International Medical Congress, i. 374— 
376. 

Irish church, disestablishment of the, 
ep Gs She. 


Jackson, Andrew, i. 77, 78. 

Jackson, J. B. S., i. 403; ii. 6, 51-53. 

Jackson, Samuel, i. 168; ii. 287, 371- 
374- 

Jackson, Samuel (of Northumberland), 
i. 143. 

James, Thomas Chalkley, ii. 239, 240. 

Jameson, Horatio G., i. 66. 

Johnson, Andrew, ii. 385-337. 

Johnson, Samuel, i. 349, 350. 

Jones, Joel, i. 18, 20-22. 

Jones, Joseph H., 1. 21. 

Jones, Samuel, i. 21. 

Junkin, George, 1. 53, 54. 


Kaye, John, i. 327, 328. 

Kennedy, Evory, i. 309. 

Kent’s Hole, i. 347. 

Kern, Vincent, i. 223. 

Kimball, Gilman, ii. 27. 

King’s College Hospital, i. 283, 380. 


| Kirkbride, Thomas 5., ii. 228-230. 


| Lafayette, i. 24. 


Lane, Carr, ii. 18-20. 

Langenbeck, B. von, i. 231, 235-238. 
La Roche, René, ii. 374-377. 
Lawrence, Sir William, ii. 50. 

Lee, Charles Alfred, i. 59; ii. 46, 47. 
Lee, Robert, i. 277. 

Leeds, i. 284. 

Leidy, Joseph, i. 49. 

Levis, R. J.5 1: 390. 

Lewis, William D., i. 389, 390. 
Lichfield, i. 349. 

Liddell, Henry George, i. 322; il. 131. 
Linacre, Thomas, i. 327. 

Lind, Jenny, ii. 159. 


| Lister, Sir Joseph, Bart., i. 299; il. 128. 


Little, William J., ii. 41, 42. 

Long Branch, ii. 189. 

Longworth, Nicholas, i. 77. 

Louisville, i. 89; il. 77. 

Luther, ii. 220, 221. 

Luzenberg, Charles Aloysius, ii, 107 - 
109. 

Lytle, Robert, i. 79. 
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Macalester, Charles, i. 354-35). 

MacCormac, Sir William, i. 305, 
ii, 214, 215. 

Mackenzie, Morell, i. Q5, 26. 

Macleod, George H. B. i. 298, 302, 
393- 

Macleod, Norman, i, 300-302. 

Magendie, Frengois, i. 41, 7. 

March, Alden, ii. 336-338. 

Marriage, ii, r9S—201. 

Marshall, John, ii, 242. 

Marshall, Vincent, i. 7S. 

Mastin, Clandius H., ii. 112. 

Mayenee, i, 255. 

McClellan, George, i. 32-34, 38 30 
163-165 ; ii. 170, 250-252, 328, 

McClellan, George B., ii. 28 

McClure, A. K., ii. 210. 

McDowell, Ephraim, i. 298; ii. 30-41, 
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McDowell, Joseph Nash, i. 7o. 

MeGuffey, W. H., i, pa, pr. 

Mclivaine, Bishop, i. 82-85; ii. 212. 

McMaster, John B., ii, 228. 

Medical boasters, ii. 183. 

Medical men, fortunes of, i. 397- 

Medical poets, ii. 168. 

Meigs, Charles D., i. 163, 164; ii, aga, | 
339-347- 

Meigs, James Aitken, ii, 410-413. 

Miller, Henry, i. 90; ii, 384, 385. 

Miller, James, i, 297. 

Mills, Charles K., ii, 155. 

Mitchell, John K., i. 392; U. 168, 205- 
_ Z- 

Mitchell, S. Weir, ii, 168, 206. 

Mitchill, Samuel Latham, ii. 2 33-230. 

Mobile, i, 112, 

Moore, Bloomfield HL, ii. ty, 18 

Morehead, John, i. 75- 

Morton, Oliver P., i, 383. 

Mott, Valentine, ii. 11 3; 308-312. 

Mowbray, Sir Johan R, » Bart, i. 338. 

Murchison, Charles, i, 201. 

Mussey, Reuben Dimond, ii, SI3I7. 

Mussey, William H., ii, 317, 328 

Miitter, Thomas Dent, i, 128, 3923 ii. 
301-306. 

Napier, General Lord, i. 298, 3t7- 

Nashville, ii. 76. 

National Association for the Protection 
of the Insane and the Prevention of 
Tnsanity, ii. T54-156. 

Nelson, William, ii. 3I7-310. 

Neudarfer, J., i. 225. 
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| New Code of Ethics, i, 196, 107. 


New Orleans, ii, roa. 
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Niagera Falls, i, 30; i. rz. 

Nichols, William Peter, i, 28. 

Norfolk and Norwich Hospital, i, 27. 
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Narwieh, i. 27S 
Nunneley, Thomas, i 284, 285. 
Natwell Court, i. 345, 346 
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